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CHAPTER I. 

BTRATHMOIIE OF WHITE LADIES. 

White Ladies meant neither snow-drops, by their pretty 
old English name, ghosts in white cere-clothes, nor belles 
ill white tarlatan. It was only an old densfely-wooded 
estate down in one of those counties that giye Creswick 
his cool chequered shade and wild forest ‘Streams, and lend 
Birket Foster his shallow sunny brooks and picturesque 
roadsides ; but whicli, I am told of superior taste, are 
terribly insipid and miserably tame, with many othej 
epithets I do not care to repeat, having a lingering weak- 
luiss mysel 1 ’ for the old bridle-paths with the boughs meet- 
ing above head, tlie hawthorn hedges powdered with their 
snowy blossom, and tlie rich meadow lands with their tall 
gj’asses, and clover, and cowslips, where cattle stand up to 
rijeir hocks in Ircsh wild thyme, and shadows lengthen 
slowly and lazily through long summer days. 

White Ladies tvas an ancient and stately abbey, the 
last relic of lands once wide and numerous as Warwick’s 
ere ho fell at Gladsmoor Heath ; a single possession — 
though that lordly enough — where it had once been but 
one among a crow&ed beadroll of estates that had stretchecS 
over counties bclbi-e they were parcelled out and divided, 
some amongst the hungry courtiers who fattened u^n 
abbey lands ; some among the Hanoverian rabble, who 
Bcrairblcd for the goodly ||;)oils of loyal gentlemen ; som^ 
later on, among tne vampirefl^ of Israel, who, like their 
forofqtther and lirst usui%i% Jacob, know well how to treat 
with the famislied, and ^ sell ^s our mess of pottage at lio 
6Ui3!Bcr price than our bii'ihright. In the days of Monkery 
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and Holy White Ladies had been a great 

Doiniijican monastery^ tich in its wealth and famous in 
its sancti^ ; and t^iougli since those days tlie great Qothic 
pile had be^ blasted with petronels, burned wi% namej 
and riddled with the bullets of the TronBi(\es, when the 
western sun slanted in flecks of gold through the Ifeughs 
of the wych-elms and fell on the panes of the blazoned 
windows, or the moonlight streaming across the sward, 
gleamed through the pointed arches and aisles and down 
the ivy-covered cloisters, the abbey had still a stately 
and solemn beauty, given to it in ancient days by the 
cunning hand of master masons, in the days when men 
built for art and not for greed, and lavished love in lieu 
of lusting gold, when they worked for a long lifetime to 
leave some imperishable record of their toil, grandly heed- 
less how their names might perish and be forgot It 
stood down in deep secluded valleys on the borders ol 
Wales, shut in by dense forest lands that covered hill and 
dale for miles about it, and sheltered in their recesses the 
dun deer in their coverts and the grey herons by their 
pools ; a silent, solitary, royal place, where the axe never 
sounded among the centenarian trees, and the sylvan 
^ory was never toiiclied by the Vandal of time and the 
Goth of steam that are swiftly sapping wb?j.t Tudor ico- 
noclasts spared, and destroying what Puritan petards left 
free. 

Through the dark elm-boughs that SAvayed against the 
marvellous carvings with which Norman builders had en 
riched the abbey f through the tangled ivy that liid where 
Crom well's breach had blasted, and whore Henry's troops 
had saek(Mi ; through the deep heraldic blazonricKS upon tho 
panes, where the arms of the Sfcrathmores with their fierce 
jixiotto, ‘‘ Slay^ and spare not / " wore stained ; the summer 
sun shone into one of the chambers at White Ladies. In 
olden days, mid tum-by-tum as time w^ent on and fortunes 
changed, the cliauibcr liad been tljp audience-place of the 
Lord Abbot, where he had received high nobles who 
sought the sanctuary because the prioe of blood was on theii 
or thriftless kings of JPlafltagenet who came to pray 
aid of Mother Church for largesse to their troops ore 
art ^ for Palestine. It had been the bower-rodhiof 
% cgptive ,<1116611, where Maiy had sat over her tapestry 
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thiiikirig of the days so long gone by, wbei on her soft 
childish brow, fair with the beau^ of Stuart and (JuiSfiL the 
vsfcrologer had seen the taint of Kireshidowed we ana the 
presage of death under the soft golden curls* It had been 
the favourite haunt of Court beauties where they had read 
the last pajier^of Spec, and pondered over new pulvilUos, 
and rejoiced that the peace had been made at Utrecht, to 
bring thorn the French mode and Paris chocolate, and 
thought in their sccretly-disafFected hearts of the rising that 
was fomenting among the gallant gentlemen of tH North, 
and of the cyplucr letter lying under the lace in their 
bosoms from one brave to rashness, and thrice weil-h^loved* 
because in danger ibr the Cause, who was travelling secretly 
and swiftly to St, Germain. Jiow the Plantageuets had 
died out, root and branch, and the tapestry woven by Mary 
was faded and moth-eaten, and the Court beauties were laid 
in the chapel vault, and oriel-chamber was scentfed vritli 
Manillas, Biirgundios, and liqueurs, while three or four men 
sat at breakfast with a group of retrievers on thfe hearth* 
The sun falling through the casements, shone on the brass 
andirons, the oak (carvings, the purple silk of the hangings 
on the walls, juid on the game and fruits, the steamii^ 
coflbe and the golden Rhenish, that were crowded in profu- 
sion on the stable, at which the host and the guests of 
Wiiite Ladies lounged, smoking and looking over the con- 
tents of the letter-bag, peeling an apricot, or cutting into a 
haunch h la Marinade, silent, lazy, and inert, for there was 
nothing to tempt them out but the rabbits, and the morn- 
ing was warm and the sliadcd room pleasant. At tlie head 
of his table the host sat in the deep shadow, where the 
light of the outer day did not reach, but left the dark 
purple hangings of the wall with the dead gold of their em- 
broideries in gloom behind him, at the back of his fauteuikjt 
He was a man ih^ of nino-and-twenty or thirty, but looked 
something older than he was ; he was tall and slightly 
made, and wore a black jolvet morning-coat. His face 'was 
singularly striking and impressive, more by expression than 
by feature — it was such a countenance as you see in old 
Italian {lortraits, and in ^lue* Yandykes, bearing in them 
uower strangely blended avith passion, and repose with reok- 
lesfmess ; his laair, moustache, and beard were of a dayk 
chestnut hue ; his mouth was veiy beautifully finahed, with 
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the generous, but rsre ; the eyebrows were dark, 
straight, and finely^ pencilled ; the eyes gray. And it was 
in these, as they lightened to steel-like brilliance, or dar- 
kened black as night with instantaneous and pitiless anger, 
ttmt an acute physiognomist would have inferred dknger 
and evil to himself and to others, that would arise from 
a spring as yet, perhaps, unknown and concealed; and 
that an artist studying his face, in which his art would 
liave found no flaw, would have said that this man would 
be relentless, and might have predicted of liim, as the 
youthcni sculptor pro]jliesied of Charles Stuart, ‘‘Some- 
thing evil will befall him. He carries misfoi-tiiiie on his 
face.'* 

He lay back in his chair, iuming over his letters, look- 
ing idly one by one at them, not opening some, and not 
reading wholly through any ; many of them had feminine 
superscriptions, and scarlet or azure chiflres at the seal, 
as delicately scented as though they had been brought by 
some Court page, rather than by the rongli route of the 
mailbag. They afforded him a certain amusement that 
summer’s morning, and Strathmore of Wliito Ladies — this 
man with the eyes of a Catiline, and the face of a Strafford 
—had no care greater on his mind tor either the present or 
the future just then than that his keejiers had: told him the 
broods were very scanty, and the young birds had died off 
shockingly in the early parts of the spring ; tliat he was 
summoned to gc, on a diplomatic mission to Bulgaria to 
confer with a crabbed Prince Alichael, before he cared to leave 
England ; aiidthfit one of his fair correspondents, Nina Mon- 
tolieu, a Free Companion, whose motto blazoned on her pretty 
fluttering pennon, was a very rapacious “ imt prendre I ” 
might be a little more troublesome and exigeante than was 
agreeable, and give him a taste of the tenacious grilles now 
that he had tired of playing with the pattes de velours. He 
had, nothing graver or darker to trpuble him, as he leant 
back in bis fauteuil in the shadow where the sunlight did 
not come, glancing out now and then to the masses of 
forest, and the grey cloisters, ivy-hung and crumbling to 
rains, that were given to view tlirougli the opened case- 
ment of the arched windows of hift chamber. His was 
the face of a State-conspirator'‘of Velasquez, of a dooirte<5i 
Noble of Vandyke ; but his life was the easy, nonclnUfintj’ 
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untroubled, unchetjuered life of an English gentleman ol 
our days ; and his thoughts were the thoughts that are 
natural to^ and that run in couple with, such a afe. Bom 
to calamity!” would have been as little applicable to Strath- 
more as it seemed to Charles of England, when he and 
Villiers looked into the long eyes of the Spanish donnas and 
drank to the loveliness of Henriette de Bourbon. But in 
those joyous, brilliant days of Madrid and Paris, the 
shadow of the future had not fallen acros.^the threshold of 
Whitehall — neither as yet had it fallen "here across the 
tliresljold of White Ladies. 

He looked up and turned a liitle in his chair as the door 
opened, and the smile that was the more brilliant and at- 
tractive because extremely rare, lighted his face. 

“ You incorrigible fellow ! the coffee is cold, and the 
daret is corke<3, and the omelettes are overdone, but it*B no 
more than you deserve. Won’t you rver be punctual? 
We were going down to Hurst Warren at nine, and it*s 
now eleven. You are tlie most idle dog, Erroll, under 
heaven ! ” 

** You were only down yourself six minutes and a half 
ago (I asked Craven), so don’t you talk, my good fellow,# 
You have been reading the first volume of the * Amours 
d’line Femme, 4 and sending the rabbits to the deuce ; and 
Tvo been reading the second, and consigning them to the 
devil, so nous summes quittes. A sumiuor morning’s made 
for a Fr-oneb novel in bed, with the window open and the 
))irds singing outside ; pastorals and pruriencies go uncom- 
monly nicely together, rather like lemons* and rum, you 
know. Contrasts are always ehlc / ” 

With which ennneiatiou of doctrine the new-comer sat 
down, rol](}d his chair up to the table, and began an inspec- 
tion of some lobster cutlets a la Marechale, taking a cup of 
creamy chocolate from the servant behind him, while Strath- 
more looked at him with a smile still on his lips, and. a 
cordial look in liis eyes, as«f the mere sound of the oth^’s 
voice were pleasant to him. The belated guest was a man 
of his own age, or some few years older ; in frame and 
sinew he was superb ; in stjle he was rather like a dafeliing 
^Free Jianoe, a gallant debonnair captain of Bourbon’s 

i lvoiters, with his magnificent fhuscle and reckless br31iance; 
though he was as gentle as a woman and as lasy afe a Oir-^ 
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cassian girl. He called himself the handsomest man’ in the 
Service, and bad the palm given him iindispiitingly ; for 
the frank, clear, azure eyes that grew so soft in love, so 
trustful in friendship, the long fair hair sweeping off a fore- 
liead white as the most delicate blonde’s, the handsome 
features with their sunny candour and their gay sensuous 
smile, made his face almost as attractive to men as to 
women. As for the latter, indeed, tliey strewed his path 
with the conqueror’s myrtle-leaves. His loves were as in- 
numerable as the stars, "and by no nicims so eternal ; and if 
now and then the beau sese had the best of the warfare, it 
was only because they are never compassionate to those wlio 
surrender to thorn at once, and w^hom they (ian bind and 
lead captive at thei?* m\\, which the least experienced could 
do at one strolce with Bertie Erroll, as lie freely and lament- 
ingly confessed. The Beau Sabfvuir (as lie had been nick- 
named, 41a Murat, frcmi his f^onv'tliood, partly from some 
back-handed strokes of his in Cafi'rclaiid, partly from the 
personal beauty which he inherited from a toco whose 
beauty was all their patrimony), teirific, as his seienco could 
tell when he put the gloves on, and daiing, as the chroni- 
•cles of the Cape decreed him to be in the saddle and the 
skirmish, was soft as silk in the hands of a beauly, and im- 
pressionable and plastic as wax when fairy nngers were at 
work. He had never in bis life resisted a woman, and 
avowed himself utterly unable to do so. Have you ever 
known the muscle that brought Laomedon to grief of any 
avail against tli^ Lydian Queen ? 

“ Letters ! Why will they write them ? ” he said, as he 
glan(‘ed at the small heap of feminine correspondence piled 
beside his plate. It’s sucih a pity ! it only makes us feel 
bearish, bored, and miserably ungrateful ; wastes an hour 
to get through them religiously, or hangs a millstone of 
unperformed duty and nncxjiiated debt about our necks 
ferr the livelong day, till post-timc' comes round again and 
makes bad worse ! ” ' 

Why will they writ© them?”. echoed Strathmore, giving 
a contemptuous push of hi^ elkow to Nina Montolieu’s en- 
velope, a souvenir of the past spason, with which he could^ 
veiy well have dispensed. “PurBrinvillicrs poison us with' 
patchoiOi paper, and stab us with a wowquill. One might 
like to ‘die of a rose in aromatic pafc' butrl wmuld rather 
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Dot dife of a billet of three-scented sheets crossed ! Corre- 
spondence is cruel'— with women. If yon dovlt answer them, 
you feel sinfiil and discourteous ; if you tfo answer thenar 
you only supply them with ammunition to fire on to yon 
afresh with fifty more rounds of grape and canisten They 
love to spend tiieir whole mornings skimming over a thou- 
sand lines, and winding up with ‘ Toujours ^ toi ! ’ They 
love to write honey to yon with one pen, and gall about yon 
with another ; they love to address their dearest friends on 
a rose-tinted sheet, and blot it to damn them on a ci’eata- 
coloured one. Writing is women's m^tm n but it is doucedly* 
hard that they will inflict the rowsults upon os ! ^ 

It*8 an odd p^^ychological fact that women will write on 
for twelve months unanswered, as religiously as they wipe 
their pens, omit their dates, and believe in the aocelera* 
l ion of postal speed, by an ^ immediate ' on the^ envelope,” 
])iit in Phil Danvers from the bottom of the table, help- 
ing himself to some Strasbourg pfit^. “Some of them 
write delightfully, though — Tricksey Bellevoix does* He^ 
notes arc the most delicious olla podrida of news, mots, 
historiettes, and little i^it-bits of confidence imaginable ; 
she always tell you, too, mischievous things of the people 
you don’t like, instead of scandalizing people you do, afer 
the ordinary •fashion. Her letters are not bad fun at all 
when you’re smoking, and want something to look at fisfr 
ten minutes.” 

“ I’ll tell her how you rate them ! She’s going to Oharle- 
inont next; we('k. See if you get any more letters, Phil I ” 
cried Errol 1. * 

“ My dear fellow, if we turned king’s evidence on one 
another, I don’t think wc should get any more feiuiuine 
favors at all ! ” laughed Stratlimore. “Very few of them 
would relish tlie (^lit-chat about them if they’d cori’ect reports 
li'om the club-windows and short-hand notes from the 
smoking-rooms. Would you be let in again to the viplet- 
boudoir in Brutoji-sire^ if Lady Fitz kmew you’d told me 
last night that she had the very devil’s own temper ? and 
would Oon be called ‘ amWchojisi de mon coear,” ii* ijadame 
la Baronne knew that^when he gets her, botes he Bajrs, 
y^)e«ice take the woman ! — ^liow she botlicrs/ audibljr in 
White’s? Try that grilse* Langton~ifc wae in- the river 
yesterday.” > 

. 
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“ And is \)rime. It would have been worth CIcorgie’fc 
bfolling,” 

“ Georgie lost all her rings last week in the Dee— five 
thousand pounds’ worth in diamonds and sap^diires— served 
her perfectly right 1 What business has she with March 
browns and dun governors ? ” said the ^ost of White 
Ladies, drawing a plate of peaches to him. “ I cannot 
conceive what women are about when they take up that 
line of thing. How can they imagine an ill-done replica 
of ourselves can attract us ? A fast woman is an anomaly, 
and all anomalies are jarring and bizarre. To kiss lips 
that smell of smoke — to hear one’s belle amie welcome 
one with ‘ All serene ! ’ — to see her ‘ bugle eye-ball and her 
cheek of cream ’ only sparkle and fiush fW a tan gallop and 
a RawclifBa yearling — to have her boudoir as horsey as tho 
Comer, and her walk a cross between a swing and a stmt ! 
Pah ! give jne women as soft, and as deh'cate, and as velvet 
as my peaches ! ” 

“Peaches?” put in Erroll. “Ominoirs simile! Your 
soft women have an uncommonly hard stone at their core, 
and a kernel that’s pcAsou under the velvet skin, mon cher 
Cisl” 

• “ Soii! I only brush tho bloom, and taste the sweet- 
ness ! ” yawned Strathmore. “ A wise man jiever lingers 
long enough over the same to have time to come to the 
core. With peaches and women, it’s only the side next 
the sun tliat’s tempting ; if you find acid in either, leave 
them for the downy blush of another ! How poetic m 
grow I Is it the Jllienish ? That rich, old, amber, mellow 
wine always has a flavour of Hoiftnann’s fancies and Jean 
Paul’s verse about it ; it smells of the Rheingau ! I don’t 
wonder Schiller took his inspirations from it. I say, 
Erroll, 1 heard n.‘om Rokeby this morning. He doesn’t 
say a word about the Sartory betting, nor yet of the White 
Duchess scandal. He is only full of two things : La Pu- 
cell^s chances of the Prix de Rast^tt at Baden, and of this 
beauty he’s raving o^ something superb, according to him, 
a Creole, I think he says — ^Lady Vavasour 1 Really one’s 
bored to death with ecstaciep about that woman 1 Have 
you heard the name ? /have lots of times, but I’ve always 
missed her.” t “ 

“ VavaSbur ? Yavasonr ? The deuce, I have— rather ! * 
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laid Hrroll, thrown into a beatific vision by tile mere name 
31* the lady under discussion, stroking his soft, silky inou- 
itache, while he stirred some more cream into his chocolate. 

Who is she ?” asked Langton, who was only just back 
from a ten years’ campaign in Scinde, curling a loose Imt 
round his Manilla. ^ 

“ More than I can tell you, tres-cher. I believe it’s more 
than anybody knows. She sprang into society like Aphrodite 
irom the sea-foam. One may as well be gi'a^cful in mctaph<)!r, 
eh ? You mean a Creole, Strathmore, who made a trcnacn- 
dous row at St. Petersburg — came nobody knew precisely 
whence— -hadn’t been seen till she appeared as Lady Vava? 
sour and Vaux tooling a six-in-hand pony-trap, with pages 
of Imnor in lapis-lazuli liveries, that created a furcate in 
Longchamps, and made the Pre Catalan crowded to get a 
glimpse of her. Ever since then all Europe's been at her 
feet ! ” * . 

That’s the woman!” broke in Danvers. ^‘Oh, she’s 
divine, they say ! Everybody goes mad after her, and can’t 
help himself! Scrope Waverley raved of her ; be saw her 
at Biamtz, and swears she’s quite matchless. She’s the 
most capricious coquette, too, .that ever broke hearts with a 
fan-handle ! ” 

“Hearts! ,Eaugh! ” sneered Strathmore; and, when ho 
sneered, his face was very cold — a coldness strangely at 
variance witli the swift, dark passions that slumbetea in his 
eyes. “ My good fellow, don’t give us a rechaufR? of Scrope 
AVaverlcy’s sentimental nonsense de grace- ! The man m&t 
be w^eaker than the fan-handle if he be rul§d by it.” 

Erroll lilted his eyebrow^s, and sighed: f 

“ May be ! But the little ivory sticks play the deuce with 
us when they’re well managed.” ^ 

“ Speak for yourself ! Don’t make your confessions in the 
plural, that their BStise may sound general, pray ! ” 

“ Oh, you — you’re a confounded cold fellow I Wear chained 
armour, wrap yourself in^sbestos, and all that sort of thing ; 

‘ lava kisses ’ wouldn’t melt you, and Helen wouldn’t move 
you unless you chose ! ” 

Strathmore laughed a little as he brushed a gnat off the 
velvet deeve of his coat : • 

Why should they ? It » only fools who go in fetters. 

I can not comprehend that madness about a woman— to lie 
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at her feet and come at her call, and take her caressee one 
minute and neglect her the next, as if you were har spaniel, 
with nothing better to do than to live in her bondage ! It 
is miserably contemptible ! What is weakness if tMt isn’t 
one, eh ? ” ^ 

Erroll flung the envelope with the scarlet chifBre, lying on 
the table within reach of nis hand, at his host and friend, as 
proof and reproof of the nullity of )iis doctrines. 

“ Most noble lord ! you have the check to talk coldly and 
disdainfully like that, while you kiiow^ you are in the griffes 
of the Montolicn, and Heaven knows how many otho.i*g be- 
sides ! ” 

Strathmore laughed as the envelope fluttered down on 
the ground, falling short of him where he lay back in his 
fantcuil : 

Becasse! that is a vciy diflorent affair. Nina is a dash- 
ing little lawless lady, and' knows how to pillage with both 
hands ; one must pay jf one dallies with the Free Companions. 
You don’t suppose she ever liuld me in h.cr bondage, or flat- 
tered herself she did for an liour, do you ? No one was ever 
m hve with that sort of women after twenty ; one mahs 
Jove to them, cn parentlu'^so as it were, of couivse, but that’s 
quite another thing. It is how you lose your hearts, how 
you hang on a smile, how you let yourselves be marked and 
hit and brought down like the silliest noddy-bird that ever 
sat to be shot at, how you go mad after om woman, and that 
one woman with, nine times out of ten, nothing worth wor- 
shipping about her —it is that which I can’t niidcrstand.” 

Tant mieux' ]>onr vousi” said Erroll, sofUy, and with a 
profound sigh of envy, “ Ho about with yoir noli me tangcre 
shield, and be I'ioiisly ihaiikiul you’ve got it then. Only the 
‘haughty in their strength,’ et emtera, you know — what’s the 
rest of the scri])tural warning ? — unbelievers do come to grief 
sometimes for their hardened heterodoxy f This superb Vava- 
sour — I want dreadfully to see her., 1?hcy say she is the best 
thing we have had for a long Ciiue, since the Duchesse 
d’lvore was in her first prime.” 

“ She must be the same I he^'d so much about in Paris 
last winter; she was passingiihe season in Eome, so I missed 
her. She has* the most wayward' caprices, they say, of auj 
Kving woman,” said Danvers, 'liuming over the loaves of llie 
morning' papers ; “ but the caprices ddime lelU fmm are 
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always bewitching and always permissible. A great beauty 
has no sins ; she may do what she likes, and we forgive her, 
even with the leopard-claws in our skin. The pretty panther! 
it looks so handsome and so soft ; its very crimes are only 
mischief.’’ 

“ You havod’t been in Scinde, Phil,” said Langton, with 
the grim smile of a vieux sabreur who hears those who hare 
never suffered jest at scars ; while their host, rather tired ot 
this breakfast chat about women, turneclr to his unopened 
coiTCspondencc, till his guests, having thrown their letters 
away, to be answered at any distant and hazardous fdttiT^, 
having yawned over the papers, casually remarking that that 
poor devil Allington’s divorce case was put off till next 
sion, or that there was an awful row in South Mexico^ roifee 
by general consent, and began to think of the rabbite. 

White Ladies was one of the pleasantest places to visit at 
in England, A long bcadroll miglit have been cited of 
houses that eclipsed it in every point — ^but the abbey had a 
charm, as it had a beauty, of its own j and those who went 
tliither once always gave the preference to a second invitation 
there, over those to other places.xln the deep recesses of its 
vast forest-lands there were droves of deer that gave mqpre 
royals in one day’s sport than were ever found south of the 
Cheviots. In the dark pools, some of them well-nigh inac- 
ccssible, where they lay between gorze-covered hills or down 
in wooded valleys, the wild fowl flocked by legions. The 
river, that ran in and out, of which you just caught glimpses 
from the west windows, dashing between the boughs in the 
distance, was famed for its salmon, and ^lad in olden days 
given char and trout to the tables of the monasteiy, whose 
celebrity had reached to royal Windsor and princely Sheen, 
and made the Tudors covetous for the land and ‘water that 
yielded such good fare. Sport was to be had in perfection 
among the brakes and woods at White Ladies ; and within 
its art-stained windows ; even in the very bachelor, dens 
overlooking the gray clBisters, there was luxury and comfort; 
and fair women used to come down to White Ladies, lovely 
enough to rouse the sleeping Dominicans from their graves 
as they swept through Ijjic aiSes of the chsp51 ; andlaughter 
jfTodld ring out from the s^nokin^-rpom, when the men had 
tl^eir feet in the pa] wooshes and them Manillas in their months, 
.loud enough to walce all the echoes of the abbey, and make 
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the dead iriouks lying under the sward turn in their tombs 
and crofis themselves at the profanity of their successors and 
surolanters. 

White Ladies was a grand old place, and Strathmore was 
envied by most of his friends and acquaintance for its pos- 
session. It had come to him by tlio distaff side, from his 
mother’s father, who, failing heirs male in the direct line, had 
left it to his daughter’s second son on condition that ho 
assumed his name " By a strange chance, Strathmore bore a 
close resemblance to his mother’s line, whose name he had 
taken; he had nothing eitlior in foatwe or in (diarficter in 
common with the easy, inert, sensual, placabre, Saxon Cas- 
tlemeres, with their Teuton good humor and their Teuton 
phlegm, but ho inherited in every point the ibatures of the 
Strathmores, that courtly, silent, Xonrian rac;e, swift and 
fierce in passion, dark and implacable in hate, keen to avenge, 
slow to forgive, imperious in love, and cold hi hate ; and 
with the features might go the character. Others do not 
know, we do not Icnow ourselves, all that lies latent in ns, 
until the seeds of good or evil that ia*e hidden and unknown 
germinate to deed and blossom into action, and mJike us 
reap for weal or woe the harvest we have sown. Tf with the 
countenance he inherited tlie character of those w^ho had 
ruled before him at White Ladies, there had been little in 
his life up to this morning, when he sat drinking his Rhenish 
and looking over liis letters in the oriel room at tlie Abhoy 
that warm summer day, to develop the unroused nat/urc. 
The darker traits might have died out with the darker times^ 

the mailed sur(5)at of steel had been replaced by a velvet 
morning coat, as the iron portcullis had been put away by 
a gold-fringed portiere, as the culverin above the gateway 
had been removed for the soft, silken folds of a flag. Lions 
long kept in a tame life lose their desert yistinct and their 
thirst for blood; so the Strathrnores in long centuries of 
court life might have outworn and lost what bad been evil 
and dangerous in them in the days of Plantagenet, of Lan- 
caster, and of York. Or, if the nature were not dead, but 
only sleeping, there was nothing^, to arouse it ; life went 
imootbly and well with StratHmore ; he had birth, fortune, 
tfdcnts of a high order ; he was cdfirtcd by women, partly 
because he, was very cold to theifi, chiefly, doubtless, becauA 
he was tile son of the Marquis of Castlemere and master 4ii 
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White Ladies. In a diplomatic caxeet he had a ^de fidli 
for the ambitions that attracted him — the ambition not;^, 
place, wealth, or title, but of power, the deep, Bnbtle sti^ 
power that had in all ages fascinated the Strt^iunoreB, and 
been wielded by them successftilly and ahillhny. Life lay 
clear, brilliant, pnmffled behind him and before him ; sin- 
gularly generous, caring little for money or fcfip kxoiy, be 
was cordially liked by men. though there were some, of 
course, who as cordially hated him ; and if there ran in his 
blood the old spii-it of the Strathmores tha^had in ancient 
days l)egoltcn their fierce motto, “ jSfoy, emS, ^pare not ; ” 
that had often worked their own doom and been their own 
scourge ; that gleamed from their eyes in the old portraits 
by Antonio More, and Jameson, and Vandyke, hanging in 
the vaulted picture-gallery at the Abbey, and that made 
those who looked on them understand how those courtly, 
elegant, suave gentlemen had been swift to steel, and pital^ 
in pursuit, and imperious jn ire— if this spirit still ran in 
his blood, it was dormant, and had never been wjiened to 
its strength. Opportunity is the forcing-house that givOB 
birth to ^1 things ; without it, seeds will never riwn into 
fruit ; with it, much that might otherwise have died out 
innocuous expands to baneful force. Mon works half his own 
doom, and ciijjumstance works the other half. Yet, because 
we have not l)een tempted, we therefore believe we can 
si and; because wc have not yet been brought ni^ the 
furnace, we liicreforo hold ourselves to be fire-proof! ^ Mes 
freres, tlie best of us are fools, I fear ! The steel is not 
proven till it has passed through the flamej. 

Sooner or later — though they may lie to it long, lialf a 
lifetime, i)ei’haps — I believe that men and women are all 
tone to their physiognomies ; that they prove, sooner or 
later, that the index Nature has writ (though writ in crabbed, 
micertain clmracto that fow can read altogether aright) 
upon their features is not a wrong or a false one. Men lie. 
but Natm-c docs not. They dissemble, but she speaks out. 
They conceal, but she tells the truth. "V^at is carved on the 
features, will develop, some time or other, in the nature. 
When Bernini made the ^ropl’.ecy that foretgld iU for the 
heir of England, could any prediction seem more absurd ? 
Yet Charles Stuart wrought his own fate, and the friiit.of 
the .past, whose seed had been sown by bis uwu himds, was 
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bittei between his teeth when the foretold calamity fell, 
black and ghastly, betwixt the People and the Throne. 
Strathmore’s life, cold, clear, cloudless as the air of a glit* 
tering, still winter’s noon, was utterly at variance with his 
physiognomy-— the physiognomy that had the eyes of a 
Catiline and tho face of a Strafford ! Yet, as time went on, 
and he passed of his own will intp a path in^,o which a man 
stronger in one sense, and we^er in another, would have 
never entered, the spirit that was latent in him awoke, and 
wrought his owm fate and wove liis own scourge more darkly, 
and more erringly, because more consciously and more reso- 
lutely, than Charles Stuart, making him eat of the fruit of 
his sowing to the full as bitterly as he of England, who 
might never have bowed his head to the axe that chill 
January morning, when a king fell, amidst the silence of an 
assembled multitude, if the first obstinate eiTor that had 
seemed sweet to him had been put aside, and the first wilfhl 
turn out of^ the right path had been avoided ; the turn— so 
slight I— that led on to the headsman and the scaffold * 


CIL\1^TEE II. 

UKDEK THE SHADOW OP THE KLMH. 

The rabbits were tame in comparison with tlic drives for 
which tlie forests of White Ladies w’ere famed, and with the 
bouquets of pheribants that the battues afforded later on in 
the }’ear ; but still they were better than nothing, and were 
peppered fauie <le mieux that day, though the chief thing 
(lone by the whole quartette was to lie under the trees anci 
drink the iced chain])aguc-cup and Badminton, brought 
there, with a cold luncheon, on an Exmoor pony by the 
undiesr-keepers about two o’clock ; which was, however, as 
pleasant occupation for idleness a sultry summer’s day 
as anything that could be suggested, while me smoke of the 
Manillas curled up through th(v leafy roofing above hea<^ 
and the dogs lay about on the moss-covered turf with their 
tongues out, hot, tired, and excifed, and the marises taid 
qj^mebirds sang in the boughs, ^ 
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“ Where the deuce is the Sabreur ?” said Phil BaureipSi 
when the rabbits had been slain by the score, and the 
oliimes of the Abbey, ringing seven o’clock with the alow, 
musical chant of the ‘‘Adeste Fideles,” came over the 
woods,* and warned them that the dressing-bell must be 
going, and that^it was time to think about dinner, 

“ By George I I don’t know,” said Strathmore, raising 
himself from the lichens and ferns on which he lay, and 
siunding up, witli a little yawn, to stretch himselt, “ I 
haven’t seen him for the last hour. DiAn’t he sa;^ some- 
thing about the Euston Coppice ? I dare say he i$ gone 
there after the rabbits ; we must have missed him 


where.” 

“ It’s dcucedly easy to lose oneself in these woods of 
yours, Strathmore,” said Laugton, striking a fresh fusee. 
“ The timber’s so tremendously thick, and there are no 
patlis to speak of; you never have the wood cut down, do 
you ?” 

‘‘ Cut down ! Certainly not ! My good fellow, do you 
think the woods of W'liite Ladies go for building purposes ? 
The Stratbmores would rise out of their graves I I wonder 
Bertie is gone off like that. Pritchard, have you seeu 
Colonel Erroll ?” * 


“ I see tha Ooloned a going toward the coppice, my lord, 
about an hour ago, when we w^as beating of the NJilr Acre — 
a going down that ere path, my lord,” responded Pritobard, 
the under-kce})er. 

“ Queer fellow!” said Strathmore, as he gave his gun to 
we of the boys, and lighted a jvccd. “ What did he go off 
for, I wonder ? He must have missed us, somcliow.” 

^ Perhaps he’s taken a wTong cut, and will wander mise- 
rably till the soup’s cold and the fish overdone,” suggested 
Danvers. Lady Millicent is coining to-night, ain’t she, 
with the Harewooff people ? He’ll liang himself if he isn't 
in in time to take her into dinner; he sw'ears by her ju st 
now, you know. The jbabreur’s eternally in love I Who 
isn’it, though ? ” 

Tm not,” said Strathmore, with perfect veracify. It 
was somew^h^t his pride tifat he had never lost his head 
any woman in bis life. • 

Because you’re panoplied with protocols, and i/o 
the State I You’re a cui*sed cold fellow, Cis — ^alwaya were? ” 

a<i ga atm . ^ D#t» 
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interrupted Danvers, with a mixture of impatience and 
envy. The Sabreur has lost himself, I bet you ,* it is easy 
enough in these woods. 1 was benighted once, don’t you 
remember ? — ^the undergrowth is so confoundedly thick, and 
it’s as wild here as in Brittany. If he miss Lady Millicent, 
he’ll hang himself, to a certainty ! We must ask her for 
one of her rose-tendre ribbons to make the suicide effec- 
tive!'* 

“ ril go round by the coppice home, and look for him,^ 
said Strathmore, putting his cigar in liis mouth. ** There 
are two hours before the people come ; it’s only now striking 
seven. I shall be buck in jilcnty of time, and it’s a splendid 
evening, Au revoir ! — ^you and Phil want longer for your 
toilettes than I do, because you’ll dress for the Harewood 
women!” 

It teas a splendid evening — clear, sultry, with an amber 
light falling through the aisles of the trees, and long shadows 
deepening across the sward, while the wild fowl went to- 
roost beside the pools, and the herons dipped their beaks 
int^ the dark cool waters that lay deep and still, with broad- 
leav 1 lilies and tangled river-plants floating languidly on 
tjaeir surface. Strathmore left Danvers and Langton to 
take the shorter cut througli the gardens that led direct to 
the side-door of the bachelor’s wing, and strolled hunself 
along through the Hurst Wood, by the longer detour known 
as Euston Coppice, a wild, solitary, intricate bit of the park, 
that had, as Danvers saiil, more of the luxuriant forest- 
growth parts of Lower Brittany than of the tamer, more 
cultivated look of English woodlands. Some volcanic con- 
vulsion long ages ago had rent and split the earth in this 
])art into as fantastic and uneven a surface as the Black 
Rocks of Derbyshire, and gaps so filled up by furze, and 
hazel, and yellow heath, and the rugged sides so covered 
with mosses, violet-roots, and hyacinths, that the right track 
might veiy easily be lost if you were not acquainted with 
every nook, and comer, and forost-jifith, as Strathmore had 
been fromdhs cliildliooi He walked onward, looking about 
him ; for he thought it possible that Erroll might have 
misa^ tie bright path, and that might fall in with him 
tis he passed round through the Eitbton i^ppiee homewarda 
Batiie Enoll was the solitary person whom Strathmoie 
could ever have been said to have loved. His attachment 
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^ ats very to rouse ; he cared for very few people, 

and, in the world, everybody, especially pretty and romantic 
women, called him without any heart, j^rhaps without any 
feeling. It was true that he had never lost his head after 
any women ; he had had an intrigue with this one, a liaison 
with that, bub loved them he had not ; his indifference was 
no affectation, and his vaunted panoply no pretence j the 
Stratlimorcs bad always better liked State plot and subtle 
power than the wouien whose odorous tress^ had swept over 
their Milan corslets, and whose^ golden* beads had been 
pillowed on their breasts. To Bertie fSrroll, Strathmore^ 
bore, however, a much deeper attachmerit than women had 
ever won from him — the attachment of a nature that gives 
both love and friendship very rarely ; but, when it gives, 
cither gives instantly, blindly, and trustingly; the nature 
that had always been characteristic of the “swift, silent 
Stvathmorcs,” as the alliteration of cradle chronicles and 
provincial legends nicknamed the race that had reigned at 
White Ladies since Hastings. The friemdship between them 
was the friendship closer than brotherliood of dead 
and old Judea— tlie bright truthfulness, the soft la^iff ss, 
the candour, the dash, tlie nerve, the hundred attractive,* 
attachable qualities of Erroll’s character, endeared him to 
Strathmore by that strange force of contrast that has so 
odd a spell sometimes in friendship as in love; and the 
bond between them was as close and firmly riven as a clasp 
of steel. They never spoke of their friendship hardly; ii 
was not the w^ay of either of them ; it is only your loving 
women who lavish eternal vows, and preeS soft kisses on 
?ach other’s cheeks, and swear they cannot live apart over 
their pre-i)r«andial cup of Souchong, to — slander each other 
suavely behind their fans an hour afterwards, and sigh away 
their bosom-darling’s honor with a whispr ! They rarely 
spoke of it; bub they had a friendship for one another 
passing the love of women, and they relied on it as men 
rely on their own honor, m rifently and os secretly. 
when they were together in Scinde, having both gone thitiiet 
on a hunting trip to the big^game districts for a ^ange om 
autumn, th bring home tifie^siind and diy gig*sfcfo£ing, a 
tigress, spang out on them as they strolled alone through 
the* junglo-^spang out to alight, with grip and fang, npoft 
Strathmore^ who neither heard nor saw her, as ifdianeed 
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But befur^i sbe could be upon her victim, Erroll threw him* 

; self before him, and catching? the beaf?t by her throat as £;ho 
rose in the air to her leap, held her off at arm’s length, and 
fell with her, holding her down by main force, while she 
tore and gor^ him in the struggle — a struggle that lasted 
till Strathmore had time to reload his gun, and send a ball 
through her brain ; a long time, lot me tell you, though but 
a few short seconds in actual duration, to hold down and to 
wrestle in tlic grip of a tigress of Rcinde. “ You would have 
done the same for me, my dear old fellow,” said En’oll, 
quietly and lazily, as his eyes closed and he fainted away 
from the loss of blood. And that was all ho would ever 
vouchsafe to say or liear said about the matter. He hac 
risked his life to save Strathmore’s ; he knew Strathmore 
would have acted precisely the same fur him. It was a type 
of the quality and of the character of their friendship* 

The evening slnidows were shmting across the sward, 
while the squirrels run from branch to branch, and the 
chestnuts lying on the moss turned to gold in the western 
gun, as Strathmore walked along through the Hurst Wood 
.with a couple of beagles following in his track. See Erroll 
he did not, and he wondered where the deuce he had gone ; 
if he had been absolutely after the rabbits^ie would have 
taken some of the men or the dogs, at the least, with him ; 
and it was od(l he had chosen that nii^ht in (^B})ecial to be 
belated, as anong the peo])le coiniiig to dine at Wliite 
Ladies in au liours time was Lady ]\iil]icont Clinton, a 
beautiful blonde, tiuitalizing, imjierioua, ami bewitching to 
ilie highest degree, whom Erroll had watched for at Flir- 
tation Corner, ioft the coulisses for at the opera, bought 
guinea cups of Souchong for at bazaars, and dedicated him- 
self to generally, throughout the past season. He walked 
onwards, flushing the pheasants Avith hi& step, and startling 
the grey herons as he passed the i)ools, till they rose at the 
bark of the dogs, and sailed maj^tically away in the sunny 
.■silent air* At last, as he went along the confines of the 
towards the entrance of a long elm-walk, half 
half avenue, that fed found towards the Abbey, a 
Miiel bustfedrout of the brushwood near and leaped upoiH 
wn j it was one of his own d^gs, a water-spaniel thtft Erroll 
Sad whistled to him, and brought with them that morning. 
^ Marquis ! where is he, old fellow?^ «aid Strata.^ 
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more, as he stooped and patted the dog. MaT(|ms ulid^« 
stood the (][uestion, shook his long ears that were dripping 
with water from his chase of a wild duck, looked vivaoionsty 
intelMgent and specially important, and ran onwards, turn- 
ing* back now and then to see that he was followed. Ko 
detecfcire from Scotland-yard could have better done hia 
duty. As Strathmore looked to watch where the dog ihaa 
he saw standing in the deep shadow flung the trees, aerori 
the walk, leaning over a gate against which his gun was 
resting, and talking to a woman, Bertie ErroU — ^in quest 
other game than the rabbits. He was at some distance 
from Strathmore, almost at the other end of tfaeavende; 
across which broad lines of yellow light foil through the 
trunks of the trees from the sunset, where the elm-boUghs 
meeting above head, thick with luxuriant leaf, thte^w chequered 
shadows on the turt* below. Ho was leaning down over the 
stile which led into a bridle-path that wound up to the 
rJiurch a mile or so bcjxuid, and was talking earnestty to 
his com[)anion, who stood on the other side, and who, oveti 
at that distance, made a charming jneture, much ^nch a one 
as Aline, when Boniners toyed with her at the woodlftnd 
brook under the forest of Lorraine, with the bxifcteirftiea 
fluttering abeve her head, and the wild flowers hant^ihg in 
her childish hands. She stood on the lower step of theetile, 
so that aa she reached upwards one of her arms was wound 
about his neck; her face, soft, youthful, and fair, was lifted 
to his own, as his hand lingorcd on her brow, pushing back 
from it the shining waves of hair, wiiile slfe nestled closely 
to him as a bird to the one who caresses it, as a spaniel to 
ilic master it follows. It was a scene to be interpreted at a 
glance, that golden sunset hour under the shadow of the 
elms — and m" those hours who remembers that the sun will 
set, leaving the dadk dews of night to brood where its beams 
have fallen; that the foliage above us will drop off sere an<3 
withered like the “dark teown ears” of Ossia^ into ^hich* 
we must enter and dwell ; that in the grasses ^ is 
curling, that in the west the clouds are broodin^f Ifeiii 
remember, mes amis ! neither did those who Ihigei^^ Ifihda 
beneath the elms before thb sun went down|» ' 

^ ftmfs his game ! By George ! I thought it wto 0di3 H 
the rabbits alone made him too late for dinpor! I wondet 
how many ho has shot in the coppice. Poor l^ady 
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Strathmore raised his eyebrows and stroked his moti^ 
staches : 

An oTd lore! and you’re as enthnsiastic as that? What 
must you hayc been in the beginning I Thank Heaven 1 
not here. Poor Lady Millicent I sal volatile by the 
gallon would never restore her if she knew a young pro- 
vincial, smelling of the hayfield, with a set of cherry ribbons 
for a Sunday, and a week-day aroma of the cowshed (if not 
the pigsty), was said by the difficile Sabreur to beat her 
hollow ! — and she a Court beauty and a Lady in Waiting ! So 
much for taste!” 

“ Pigsty ? Cowshed ? Ton didn’t see her just now^ 
Cecil ; you couldn’t!” broke in tlic Sabreur, disgusted,. 

** I saw a woman, iny dear EitoII, c’dtait assez ; she was 
your property, and I noticed no more.” 

“ For God’s sake don’t suppose me sncli a Goth that I 
should fall ih love with a dairymaid, Strath!” said Erroll, 
plaintivjcly. “ She’s nothing of that sort— nothing, I give 
you my honor ! Let me clear my character, pray. Should 
I love a * Phillis in a Imzel-hower?’ I hate cobwebs, dew, 
and earwigs ; and I can’t bear a coarse color for a woman ! 
I say, Strathmore, don’t let out anytliing about it, though, 
will you? Don’t tell the other fellows ; there’s no object, 

and they’d only ” 

Chaff you ? Exactly ! ” 

Ko ! I don’t care a straw for said Erroll, 

meditatively, Avith his Manilla in his mouth, drawing 
his Glengarry over his eyes. ItV boys av1u> mind 
chaff, we don’t. *' P>ut they niiglit get liunting her out, 
you see — would, I dare say, I should in ilieir jJacc — and 
I don’t want that. I wish to keep the thing quiet. I 
liave managed to do it hitherto; and she would cut up 
as rough at insult as Lady Millicent herself ; you under- 
stand ?” " 

“Not very clearly; but it doesn’t matter; one doesn’t 
look for perspicuity m love intriguts — ^uor for reason.” 

“ Hang you ! you know what I mean,” murmured the 
Sabreur, lazily. 

“ You mean, you don’t wailt me to tell of your tfite-i-tSte, 
and set the men on to badger you«4bont it when the ^omen 
ape gone*? Very welll Pm silent as the dead!” langhod 
Stti^tlbaore. a wicked dog you are, Bertie, on my 



rm shadow tub bu^s, 43 

word, thongh. Country air ought to purify your morale ; out 

uatufally sins in cities, but ’’ 

Inevitably sins in villages! Just so, one’s nothing 
else to do! In town one sins ftov\ sociability; in the 
country, from solitariness— a safe i iJication that the soft 
sins ‘are the i^fitural concomitants of one’s existence every- 
where, and shoiildn’t be resisted!” said the Sabreur, with a 
yawn* 

‘‘ Admirable theory ! — developed in practice, too, by its 
preacher, which can’t be said of all precepts 1 Arcadia and 
the Rue 'Breda have more in common than one generally^ 
fancied then; but I shouldn’t have thought you*d hav^* 
inken to j^rovincial amourettes, Sabreur ! However, failing 
hot-house fruits, I suppose you take a turn at blackberries. 
What on odd state of existence it must be, not to ^e able 
10 live twenty-four hours without finding some woman’s eyes 
to look into!” 

o Very natural, I think ! — when women’s eyes are the 
pleasantest mirrors there arc, and framed on puq>ose ter U£. 
You wore never in love in your life. Strath.” 

“ I was never the fool of a woman, if you mean that.” 

“ You’ve brought over a prima donna, be<mise, in a cold 
sort of Avay, you tliought her a handsome Roman,” went on 
tlie Sahrcur,^disdaining the interruption — “or you’ve takeu 
u]) tlie Montolien, because she made a dead set at you — 
and Imcuuse one has a Moutolieu as nalurally as one has a 
cigar-ease or a pair of slippers — or you’ve made love to 
some gi’niide dame because it answered a political piir))osc, 
and advanced a finesse to be in her boudoir when everybody 
else was shut out of it ; but as for love — you know nptluiig 
about it!” 

Strathmore laughed : 

“ I know as much as any wise man knows. I know just 
as much as flavors life — any more distiu’bs it. I like a 
woman for her beauty, but I should be parlicvilarly soriy to 
sup in raptures off a ^ngle smile, to tie my bands witii a 
golden hair, and to go mad after the shape of an ankle, as 
yon do with a dozen divinilica in as many months. A week 
or two ago you were wilt ali^ut the Clinton*, who'^> worth 
P^ing at, I grant you^nd now, I dare say/youVe lost your 
*jj|^d*just as completely for dittle Phillis yonder,* with her 
^‘aade in the butter I My dear Bertie, it]s positively inex* 
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plicablo to 7116 § 1 fancy your kissing the lips, if theyVe 
j^retty once, of all those goddesses, but I can't possibly under 
stand your caring about the goddesses thenmeWes!” 

“ Hold your tongue! — and, for Heaven's sake, don't, sup- 
pose I’m in love with a human churn ! Hands in the butter ; 
what an idea ! ” nainnurod the Sabreiir, disgusted. 

“ Well I it must be a cabbage-rose this time, conserva- 
tory ones don’t crow about tlic lioine farms. Or if it 
isn’t ” 

Strathmore stopped, stnick with a sudden thought, and 
swung round, as they walked under the cloisters, his face 
as he turned to Erroll softening with that rare smile whhdi 
took from it all that was cold, daik, and dangerous ih its 
physiognomy, and gave, it a generous and almost tender 
^varinth — a wanuLli that as yet. no Avomati had had the 
magic to waken there, lie laid his hand on EitoU’s shoulder 
with the old familiar g(‘stun' of their Eton da v^, as they came 
out of the aisles of the cloisters on to the lawn that streiched 
smooth and sunny before an anlicjne gicy terrace, witli broad 
flights of steps hung wJtli ivy, looking down on to thiek 
avenues and long glades of trees, like tlio terrace at Iladdon, 
where Dorothy Vci’iion lied in the summer moonlight to the 
love of John Manners. 

“Erroll, I sny, it is no entanglement, no annoyance, is it, 
this afiair of yours ? '' 

Erroll tlirew ids cigar awav, shook his head, and 
laughed : 

“Kot in the leiyjt ; except — that ray conscience smites mo 
a little for it somctiTncs. Tliat’s all I 

Strathmore's Jiand rested still on his shoulder, lying there 
\u the safe, cordial grasp of a fricndsliip warm as the friend- 
ship of David for donallian : 

Oonscknre ! How exce])tional you are! The word’s 
out of all modern dictionaries, and rococo from use. But 
what I meant was, if you had am’ diliieulty of any kind 
' — if you need to shake yourself free from any embarrass- 
ments— vou would keep to your promise and let me serve 
yon ia all ways. Remember,, oldofellow, you gave me your 

He meant that Erroll wonl^ letdiim assist him mote 
'^nostantitflly than by advice. The Sabreur was a cadet 
d'un Oftdet,‘ a man about town, with little more to float him 
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fchan*B good name and a fashionable re|)utation, tacky 
liaden coups"' and dashed-off magaasine articles ; his debts 
were heavy sometimes, his embarrassments not a few> though 
on liis gay, sunny nature they never weighed long] he was, 
very.litcrally, a “beggared gentleman," though his beggaiy 
was as joyoufiPand insouciant a Bohemianism as might be , 
and well off himself, Strathmore, who was generous to an 
extreme, and tisceLically indifferent to riches, as I've said, 
liad always pressed him, and sometimes, though generally 
with the iitmost difficulty, compelled him ’to accept his aid 
ithout bond or ];>ayment. 

His hand lay on firroll’s shoulder where they stood at the * 
•’ vot of tne terrace steps, and the light from the west fell 
ull upon 1p*s face as Strathmore looked at him — ^it was so 
■•‘ank, so glad, with a smile as bright as a girhs upon it, 
i;iat many years afterwards Strathmore saw it in memoiy 
IVcsh as thonp'li beheld but yesterday. 

“ Dear old fellow ! I know you would ! If I needed, I 
would ask you as freely as lliongh you were ray brother 
ajidUrroll’s voice was rich and full as he sphke, like the 
voice of a woman when she speaks of or to tliat Avhicli she 
loves ; then he laughed, and curled a loose leaf round his 
■Manilla. “ But there’s no need here ; 7'm not the sufferer, 
’riioy are ffot panther griiles, like your Montolicus or La 
rliililis, t‘onfound her! I play tlie tiger part if there he 
one iu tlie duo. I sny, Strathmore, w’hat a confounded b(^re 
your going off to Servia — Bosnia, Bulgaria, where is it ? 
^Yon’t rrince Michel wait ?" 

“ Prince Michel would willingly wait till doomsday rathet 
Lliau sec but England won’t. It is a bore ; I didn't 
want to leave till over the 1st ; however, diplomatk obU(je / 
and there'll Ih‘ a good deal of finesse wanted. It is an 
errand quite to ray taste.’’ 

“Perhaps you'll see this adorable Vavasour and Vaux 
beauty on the Continent, Do try ? ” 

“ And report her to you, as game worth your coming over 
to mark or not, as the case may be ? Ycm paymmm won’t 
kid her ground long gainst the Peeress, if she^s only a 
tithe of what Rokeby says. 1 . will make note for you accu- 
rately if l see her ; aj)# 1 may come back 'through Paris in 
the spring. The deuce! •it’s getting very late. Those 
people will all be here before we arc di^essed fbr dinner/* 
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Bnid SLtathmore, as he crossed the terrace, entered the 
house, and went up to his dressing-room that was over the 
billiard-room, and looked out across the pleasaUnce and 
the deor-paik that lay beyond. 

Lady Milliccnfc came, haughty, lovely, and bewitching, 
with the Hare wood people and several others, tn dinner that 
night at White Ladies, in the great dining-Iiall that had 
been the refectory of the old DoniiniciiTis. AVliore travel- 
worn pilgrims and serge-clothed palmers, footsore and 
bronzed by Eastern suns, had sat and supped, telling of 
miracles of Loretto or persecutions from the MoslStn to tlie 
listening brethren ; pretty women diamonds glancing in 
their hair, and smiles brightening in their languid!, luHtroiis 
eyes, sat at the table, covered 'witli gold plate and EulnMoiaii 
glass and delicate Sevres, with rich fruits and brilliant 
exotics, and Parian figures holding uj) baskets odorous with 
summer blossom, while the wiucs s’larkled pink and golden 
in their carafes, and flushed to warm, ruh} tints in the 
silver claret-jugs. Whi*rc the white rol)os of the Domini- 
cans had RAvept, the perfumed laces and silks of their trail- 
ing dresses as noiselessly moved ; where the Latin chant of 
the Salutaris Ilosfcia had risen and swelled, the low laugh of 
their musical voices ei'hocd ; whore tlie iiK‘cnse liad floated 
in purple clouds, the boiuinet of Bm'gundics and tlie per- 
fume of Milloflcurs scented tlie air ; where the silent monks 
liad sat. and brolnm black bread in the monarchical gloom 
of their woodland Abbey, Lady Millieent and her sisters 
Silled and smiled, and brusheil tlic bloom ofl’ a hothouse 
gi’ape, and trifled*Avit]i the wing of an ortolan, while the 
light flashed azure-bright in their sapphires, and the opals 
gleamed in their bosom. Le Roi est Mort. Vive le Roi I 
So To-day succeeds to Yesterday, and the dead are sup- 
planted and the ])ast is forgot I Where the viaticum last 
night was administered to the dying, tlfc laugh of the 
living echoes gaily this morning, and in its turn the laugh 
will die off the air, and the chant ^f the tomb will come 
round again. Such is life and such is death, and the two 
are ever fused togetlier and twisted in one inseparabla 
cord, the wliite hue running <witl? the black, side by side, 
miKied a^d recrossed, following other as the night 
the/lay, ^ 0 ^ 

“ Yqft incorrigible fellow, what would your wood-nymph 
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nave ^aid to you, if she’d isecn you making such desperate 
lore to Lady Millieent to-niglit?” said Strathmore, as 
lie and Erroll passed down the corridor to the smoking* 
room, as the last roll of the carriages echoed down the 
avenue. 

The devi^! ” laughed Erroll “ If they had a lorgnon 
long enough to let them see any of us when we’re away from 
them, the tamest Griseldis would have little to say to us 
when we went back to her ! Those poor women ! they’re 
shockingly cheated.” 

“They have their revenge, mon cher. If we’re their 
fii’St instructors in mischief, they talfo to the lesson veiy * 
kindly, and improve on it fast enough ! ” laughed Strath* 
more. “ If M. son Mari deceive Lucretia, Imcretia soon 
turns the tables, and dupes her lord. They are quits 
with UB, and don’t want any pity. I wish your luckless 
^vuod-nymph had seen you go on with the* Clinton to- 
night ! I am curious really to know how you get up the 
steam fresh every time; now with a duchess, and now 
with a dairy-maid, now with a blonde, and now with a 
brdiio 1 ” 


“ Afin de varior lea coulours 


quoted Erroll, appropriately, wTapping about him his seed- 
pearl broidej‘od and siible-lined drcvssing-gown, dainty and 
lovely enough for Lady Millicent’s wear. 

“Ca7uml)a !” broke in Strathmore. “I have a good mind 
m punish your inconstancy by betraying your incognita. 
Such a monopoly of the wild game and the tame birds at 
once isn’t fair. I’ll tell Danvers the whereabouts of your 
preserves.” 

“ No, No 1 Don’t ! there’s a good fellow,” interrupted 
EiToll, quickly. • “ Yon see — ^it would only bother one — 
and — 

Strathmore laughed §s he opened the door of the smok- 
ing-room, and a flood of warm light streamed out from 
within. 

“We don’t like poachiftg im neglected preaerves even ! I 
understand, my dear fellow. Bag your Mg game and youi 
small, make love t-o your Court belle and your country ^rl 
bofh at once, and just as you like, / won’t se^llie beaters 







after wittier. Have I not said I’ll be silent bA death ? 
EntrezI Bah! there is Phil smoking those wretohod 
musk-scentecl cigarettes again ; they are only fit for Lady 
(hwgie or Enlahe Papellori. T\Tiat taste, when thei’e are 
m}’ Havannas and cheroots ! ” 


CHAPTER III. 

THE VIGIE OF ST. JOHN. 

It was the vigil of St. Jolm in Prague. The stars were 
coming out one by one in the dear violet skies, that were 
still yellow in the west with the Ixjams of the setting sun ; 
and the dews of the evening wore moist upon tlie thick 
foliage of tlie Lorciiziberge and the vineyards of Anlagen. 
encircling the city with their fresh green zone. The lights 
already lit upon tin; bridges were mirrored in the waters 
of the Moldaii, or the Vcltava, as it is called by its softer 
Ozeschen name, that ran like a broad smooth silver band 
bemeath their arches ; ana tlie glare from the wstem skies 
fell on tlie gilt crosses of tlic Teyn church, nuiking them 
blaze and sparkle with fairy brilliance, while the mosque- 
like spires of a thousand towers stood out clear and deli- 
cate as faiiy handiwork in the warm golden haze, as the 
measured chant of litanies, sung by gathered multitudes, 
rose and fell with slow sonorous rhytlim on the hush of 
the coming night. For many nights and days before, the 
hum of collecting people and the weary tramp of tired feet 
had been heard throughout the city, as pilgr/ms and devo- 
tees of oveiy stock and })rovince had flockda far and near, 
from wild Silesian forests, from remote Bavarian mountains, 
from Saxon hamlets buried in their rnuo woods, and char- 
coal-burners’ chfllets in Moldavian wilds, and Czeschen 
homesteads nestled in their cherry orchards, to the great 
Festival of Holy Johannes of Nepomiik, at whose most 
sainted niartyrdom, as Legend and ®Jjun;h record, five starii 
pose and glittered in the wateis where the Saint sank, a 
lumsaiid y^ars ago, and gleamed in golden radiance, 
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heaven-sent witnesses to innocence. At tlio Cathedral and 
in the Platz, before the stars and statue on the bridge, and 
around the bronze ring in St. Wenzel’s Chapel, at eveiy 
smaller shrine and lesser .altar throughout the city, the 
dense crowd of pilgrims knelt, all their heads howed down 
in prayer, as tjie numberless ears of wheat in a cornfield 
bend with one accord before the sweep of a summer breeze. 
There is something (xldly touching, pathetic:^ majestic, 
almost sacred in the sight of a surging sea of human Kfe. 
What is it that is grand and impressive -Sn a dense silent 
crowd collected together, no matter whether that crowd be a 
mass of troops in the Champ de Mara, the gathering of* 
the people upon Epsom Downs, or a countless assembling of 
peasants in Prague on a Holy day ? What is it ? Taken 
individually, the units of each are unimpressive, gi’otesqne, 
common-place ; a French guide, an Englisli toutcr, a Scla- 
vonian glass engraver, have no sublimity about them taken 
singly, but ill their aggi'egate there is that same strange, 
nameless, mournful solorauity, which brought hot, unbidden 
tears to the eyes of the man who, while tlie Magi oftbred 
libations to the manes of the Homeric heroes, sat on the 
white throne at Abydos, looking down on the crowded 
Hellespont, and the countless thousands that were gathered 
by the shells of Scaraander, beneath the shadow of Mount 
Ida, while the sunlight glittered on the golden pomegra- 
nates of the Immortal Guard, and the gorgeous robes of the 
Thracians fluttered in the winds. Perhaps, with liiim 
we vaguely, unwittingly, involuntarily compassionate these? 
vast multitudes, of wliicli in a ceutury» there will not Ik* 
one who has not been gathered to liis tomb, and the 
depth of the sadness lends a sanctity to these crowds, 
whose gaol is the grave, wliich the clnli and shallow philo- 
sophies of an ^Artabanus cannot whisper away ; for we too 
are wending thither in tlieir company ; we too must turn 
our steps from golden Abydos, and lay us down to die at 
Salamis t ^ 

It was the Vigil of St. John. Pyramids of gas-jets flared 
up to thoca^m violet skies, the Five Stars commemorative ol 
the Saint oi Nepomiik jittered on the parapet in the pro- 
fomid silence of the e^ing air ; there was no sound but the 
uwelling melodious cancnc^of the Latin litanies, chanted by 
a pillion voices solemn and regular rhythnj,* flUing tlia 
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nifchfc with ronsic, foil, rich, mournful as the glorious haf* 
monies that pal from cathedral choirs at a midnight mass: 
and an Englishman strolling through the city on foot (for 
no carriages are permitted in the Plats and Bridge at the 
Vigil and Festival of St. John), looked down on the kneelmg 
multitudes with a smile on his lips, a smile th^at had perhaji 
a little of the sadness of the Persian as he gazed down on 
the -fflgean, and more of natural disdain for these supersti- 
tions before him, that were but type of tlic bigotries of a 
wider world, where difference from hm is your neighbor’s 
measure of your difference from Deity, and where we^ are 
bidden to accept our creed, as in the time of tlie Moliniste# 
they were bidden fo accept the Ponvoir Prochain, by no 
better rule than that il faiit prononcer lo mot des levies de 
puer d’etre heretique de uom.’" 

As he strolled down Wenzers PLatz, in the centre of which 
sprang a treS of gas, with a m)Tiad burning luminous leaves, 
that threw their glare on the kneeling devotees, packed as 
closely as sheep in their pens, as they bowed in adoration 
before the holy Bhrin(.‘s and chanted the litanies of John ; 
a carriage that had coino into the square against all rule — 
for the best reason, that the horses had broken away, fright- 
ened at tlie innsic, the lights, the crow^ds, and had taken 
their own way tliither, beyond their driver’s jxfoer to pull 
them in — dashed down the Platz at a hefidlong gallop. The 
crowd of pilgrims were too densely packed to have power to 
move to save themselves by separation or by flight ; they foil 
pele-melc one on another, the stronger crushing the weaker, 
according to custoln in every conflict, calling on Jesus and 
the Mother of God and Holy Johannes to preserve them 
from their fate, shrieking, praying, sobbing, swearing; while 
the horses, maddened by the tumult and the gas glare, .tore 
across the square, dragging their carriage iffter tliem like a 
wicker toy. Nothing less than a heavenly intei-position, 
miraculously great as the Five Stars of Holy Johannes, could 
save the people in their path from fleath and destruction ; 
the carriage rocked and swayed, its occupant clasping her 
hands and crying piteously for h^lp ; the horses dashed 
through the Jnneeling multitude, knocking down aged men 
and Bobbing children and shrieking v^Winen in their headlong 
course; the oaths and prayers ted screams rose loud and 
shrill, half drowned in the rich sonorous chant of the litanJei 
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ihnn uHegts and pilgrims beyond, that swelled out utiiutcr* 
ni))te(l froih every lighted shrine and blaaing altar. 

Death was imminent fiw many — death ha tiie honi* ol 
[prayer, death on the evo of glad festivity;— the horses, 
snorting, plunging, flinging the white foam from ttieit 
nostrils, trampfed out a merciless path through the dose- 
packed crowd, and trod down beneath their horah uhAt they 
could not scatter from their road. The blaze <rf gas, thie 
loud swell of the chants, the glitter of the dtar li^ts; the 
wild tpmnlt and uproar about th^ terrified and maddened 
them. Death was in their van and in thdr wake for all the 
multitude kneeling there in prayer; but — as they neared the 
jjiot whore the Englishman was, who had not moved a yard, 
hilt calmly awaited their approach, he stood firmly pdantod, 
as though made of granite, in their path, and catching them, 
with a sudden spring, by tlieir ribbons close to the curb, 
cheeked them in full flight with a force that seat them back 
upon their haunches. It needed what he had, an iron 
strength and perfect coolness ; even^trith these to aid him 
it was a dangerous risk to run, for if they shook them- 
selves free, the infuriated beasts would trample him to death. 
They reared and plunged wildly, flinging the foam, tinged 
with blood, over tiicir chests and flanks, and into his eyes, 
till it blinift’d him with the .spray; they lifted him three 
times up off the ground by bis wrists with a jerk sufficient to 
wrench his arms out of their sockets, with a strain enough 
to make every' fibre and muscle break and snap. Still he 
held on ; they had met tlicir master, and had to give in at 
last ; they we*3 powerless to shake off his grip ; and, tired 
ont at last with the contest, they stood quiet, panting, trem- 
bling, passive, fairly broken in, their heads drooping, their 
limbs quivering, blood where the curbs had sawn theif 
mouths, mixed v^jth the snowy foam that covered them from 
their loins to their pasterns. He let go his hold ; his face 
was vciy pale, and perfectly calm, as though ho had lounged 
out of a ball-room ; but his eyes glittered and gleamed dai-k 
with a swift, dangerous passion — a passion thsdi was evil. 
Ho stretched his hand up^without speaking, to the coachman 
for his whip ; the man stoo^ down and gave-it to him, 
clearing the crowj^ ide with a sign, helashed the horses 
pitilessly, fiercely— la^cd them till the poor brutes^ spiritJes^ 
pfhrRrlfiss, and trembling, stood shaking }ike culprits befon 
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tlicir judge, ’riiafc merciless punishing done, his passion had 
spent itself; the horses were broken down to the quietness 
of lambs, and , might have been guided by a young child ; 
and, letting go his bold on them again, he approached the 
carriage window, and lifted his hat as carelessly and intlif* 
forently as thou^ he wore bowing tp some ecqaaintance in 
the Eide or the Pr(5 Catalan. 

Madame, you must be very much terrified, but I trust 
you have not been hurt he said, in German, to the single 
occupant of the carriage, who, leaning out, eagerly, and witJi 
grateful empressement, stretched to him two delicate^ un- 
gloved, jewelled liands. 

‘‘Monsieur! Mon Dicu! Imw brave you have been! 
You have saved my life — and at the risk of your oiiqi! 
What can I say to you ? How cau I thank you ? ” 

As the glare from the gas-pyramid near and the lights 
burning on <4he shrine fell upon her face, he saw that it was 
one of rare and exceeding loveliness, and smiled slightly as 
her warm while hands touched his own, that were aching 
and throbbing with pfiin : 

Madame, I am thanked already — m ref/ard de vous! 
Is there any way in which I can have the honour to assist 
you?” 

Before she could reply, tlie carriage moved. 4 The driver, 
a rough^ ill-maiinered Ozec, who wasted no words and no 
time, started off his trembling horses afresh ; he was im- 
patient to be out of the crowd, that, recovering from their 
terror, were swearing bitterly at him in a hundred guttural 
iialects, and screaming vociferous, indignant wTath ; and he 
was afraid, moreover, of the arrival and the fuiy of police 
oflBcials. Without awaiting orders, he started them off 
back again through the square, and the caniage rolled away 
down the PlatzJ bearing its occupant out of sight ; a broidered 
handkerchief she had dropi)ed, as her band met her de- 
liverer’s, was the only relic left of her, where it lay on the 
stones at his feet. The pilgrims, glosing o^^er the vacant 
spot as the vehicle rolled away, crowded round the ^^nglish- 
man, who, by Ins nerve and muscle, had saved two-thWs of 
them from iimpiucnt death, with ?mpetuou8, demonstrative, 
enthiisisstic gratitude, the vivacioui^Sclavonians calling on 
the God and Holy Johans to bless and reward 

showering down on him a thousand valediotionS| in 
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birsh Saxon and T^enunt Cawwbw; tbe voiBaa b^i^l^: 
up thei7cfaiBreniolo^atbim,ai4r€iai^]y9^hia^ 

)T&7 fas him fot ete^t ihe feMn^ 

clothes in frantic odorat^cm, catomthg^ mih then miA 
and oatlmg down upon hk head the hhwinag of 
hea'^mily roU of saints and angels’ goocdiwi irhjdaiia^l^ 
the multiti^e ran a breathless whisper, that the^. ; 

was none other than St. John of Hepomt^ hilti^ 
scended on earth in hnman form to sare ant hil 

lyihfal people, keeping wideh md pxajnr ' at his id 
Prague! 

To be canonized was very far from h& tai^ and the 
ment gratitnde laTished npon hini was an laMtS hfho. 
The vociferous worship of the crowds could very weB have 
been dispensed with, mid, signing thmn off to leave him. a 
clear path, he pushed them away, and breakup free fimn 
their eager clamor with some difficulty, he walked' doiim 
the Platz, striking a frisee and lighting a cigar as he wmit— oa 
act that slightly disturbed the pilgrims who had canojdsed 
him, and shook their faith as to his saintship: Holy Johapnes 
would never have smoked! As he moved from 
he saw the handkerchief lying at his'fri^< and stooj^ and 
raised it; it was of gossamer texture, bordered wi^ddicate 
lace it was perfumed with bois-de>sandffie, and in ihe ootimr, 
broidcred with fantastic device, was a coronet and on inter* 
laced chiifre, whose initials were too intricately mteirwoven 
for him to be at the pains to decipbef them. ,lt wan a 
woman’s pretty toy; some mmi would have k^ it en , 
souvenir of this Vigil of St John whenra free so marvel* 
lously lovely had beamed npon them; he was not one of 
those ; it was not his way. Por a moment he took it ta 

thnmt it in the breast of his waistcoat, ni<»«vi^^nt ihm 
than from any motive in the action ; but as M ^ so htd 
passing a prett/ Bohemian glasB-engtsver,. wksie 
black eyes sparkled wi<h eimer longing as her |a«^’ bm* ' 
nette’s face looked out fsom her yellow hoodi «md saw 
tile dainty. Scented handkerohi^ m his hand. .,it 

to hmr, dreeing the Uttte gossammr boy, with its jlala)^ 
coronet, into her bosom. “ It will pl^ yon bwtit ttem 
me, ijttie beauty,’? he sadd, cmrelesely, et bn tmntwn ihra^ 
tile ^thickly packed wnd not tdkihg m j«tara 
ci^ns She would willinglyhave allowed i ostimidljpras^^j^ 
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tamied to th^ir ja'ayeni, downg orer the vacxwii imS 
the dianted oriKHis, barofeeh off for a white, rose agaia in 
elow>meaeaced hannoniee, the litanies ringing out into the 
edtent air, the lights hnming on tire hlaaing altars, and ihe 
d^se crowds bowing down before the shrines throt^hont 
tl« dty, while the golden cross of the Teyn (Anroh gh^r^ 
in the %ht of the stars, and the hushed skies brooded in 
the twilight of the coming night over the towers and the 
.places, me river and the vineyards, the lighted altars, and 
the frowning fortresses of antique and historic Prague. 


CHAPTER IV. 

A TfnAN PICT0EB SEEN BY SUNSET-UGHT, 

•‘ MoGTOsr qui r^ive, are you thinking of Prague and of 
me, mon ami?" 

A curabersome Czeschen boat was drooping down the 
hlddan, its saUs idly happing in the sultry June night, in 
whi(h not a breath of wind was stirring, white the mournful 
musio of some of the national lays broke on the air from a 
little band of musicians playing in tho al’t of the vessel, wild, 
sweet, and harmcmious, as though they were the melodies of 
legendare Eubezahl and his Spirit Band. The boat was 
chiefly filled with peasantry going by water to a fair at 
Anzig, and brigflt-eyed glass engravers, with yellow or 
scarlet kerchiefr on their black-haired heads, were laughing 
raerrilyiwith each other, and casting mischievous glances at 
the sailcnrs as they pssed them. It was such a summer 
n'ght as you may see any year in Boljcmia; the lazy, 
dtent hour when the hot, toilsome, blazing day is sinkihg 
into the warm, still, tranquil nighl; when the peasantry 
teave .thefr fidd-work, chanting .fi’a|;mentB of the Niebelun- 
|(CBlied OP some other Sclavonic song; when the engravers 
mi ;add« their little graving.wfeeel^ and lean ont for a 
, bjfoife of air ‘from their single window under the eaves } 
the catild wind homeward tkiijwn Idie hilMde patli^ 

' amtin dw-doorways of the Cadthof, under the cherry*iai^i , 
dring their good*nigfat draughts of l4as^ MM , 
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flayeriscbes. The orchards white wifeh^ blossom, bbweted 
gaily-pamted homesteads ; the dath red .i!bo& pe^)^ out <A 
chMets half hidden nnder hollyhocks; jbhe pojf^y giOiia^ 
glowed scarlet, catching the last gleam of the se&g smi ; 
and over rye-&elds a^ low western breeze was mowhtg 
from the fir-corered hills as the vessel flo^d do«Q the 
stream, passing green wooded creeks, and wooi^ ^ow> 
ing between the clefts of riven rocks, andjgoldea g^mpses 
of hazy distance from the banks throng^ mich the Idoldan ' 
wound its way. , , 

“ Mouton qui r^ve, are yon thinking of IbSgae 
me, raon ami f ” 

The voice was low, and sweet, and rith— that moi^ excel* 
lent thing in woman ; and the spe*^er was worthy tiie voice, 
where she sat leaning amongst a pile of shawls and (rnsMo)^ 
with which her senant had covered the rough »bench (rf the 
boat, as an Odalisque might have leaned amongst the oonoheS 
of the Odh, with as innch Eastern grace and|' as mdcb 
Eastern languor. A hlonde am yeux noirs, her eyes wfitB 
long and dark and lostrous, with a dangeaons.drocm of 
their thick curling lashes, but her skin was dazzUi%lyn^| 
with a delicate rose tendio bloom in her cheeks; the heir 
wasmot gohien, nor auburn, nor blonde oendjre, but wb«t I 
have on'y seen once in my life, the “ yellow hair** the 
poets, of Edith the Swan-nccked, and of Laura of Avigntm; 
the lips were beautiful— a trifle too Ml, and too sensa^ 
feminine detractors would have objected, bnt B4ranger wotW 
have sung of them : • 

pour ma Itrro qui let preaie, 

G’est UB d^faut Uan attzayaut I , t ' 

and it was a month that surely smiled destraotion ! B wfaC 
a face, brilliant, 4®nder, marvellously lovely like a few of 
Titian or of Greuze,' as she leant there among her cations, 
with a black veil over ]jei’ hair, throro thora with the grace 
of a Spanish mantilla ; and her wliite liands lying cm tho 
mgh wooden edge of the vessel, with their lin^ gleandjig 
in the sunset glare. He# eyes were dwelling on1^ fece m 
a man who Jewit over i|»e boat-side within* a few yards of 
her, Imd Who was lobkffig (^pwn into the wtd«r, p cigar in 
his month, and his prome tamed towards imc, d^velMg 
with caribBhy, afeoil^on, satisfection. ' A wmoan' i^pre- 



38 STRATtmoXS, 


dated letter ijtaii i tam |)eci^i6r and Tarisd ;?^ing8 
of that phyfflognmj j womdi will not dffcea soo widdy, but 
they always b(« microecopioally; theyosonot aohly^ bat 
they bare intalnable, rapid intuition. 

" It is a face of Vandyke 1 so mneh repose, with so miieh 
{mraon. I like it. It tells a story, bnt a storf whose leaves 
are nnenV’ she thought to herself, as she leaned ftarttards, 
tondied his arm with a branch of cherry-blossomB she h^d, 
and ch^enged him with her laughing worda “ Montoh qui 
r^ve!” He turned; he had not seen hmr there before, 
thoogh both had been on board some hours ; and as the 
lij^t blow of the cherry-blossoms struck his arm, scattering 
their snowy petals, and her low, soft laugh fell on his ear, 
he recognized the fhee that he had seen a few days before in 
the gas glare of the Vigil of St John, whose broidored hand- 
kerchief he ^ad dropped into the bosom of a Bohemian 
peasant girl, mstcad of treasuring it en sonvenir of one so 
nur. Such a woman would have won courteous welcome 


and recognition from a Stagyrite or a nonogonarian ; and 
he took the hand she extended to liim, soft, warm, and 


small, with sapphires and pearls gleaming on its unmoved 
fingms, lifting his hat to her with answering words of grati- 
fied acknowl^ments. He had noi been thinking of her, 
but Diogenes himself would not have had ‘discourtesy 
tiaoQgh to have told her so ; and of a sommer’s evening, 
dropping down a river in a slow, tedious passage, such a 
rencontre to while away the time could not dioose but he 
acceptable to any man. 

" Ah, monsieur 1 ” she said, softly, as he drew near to 
her, "how brave yon were that night. To dare to stop 
those horses in full flight! — it was marvellous! it was 
heroic! Von saved my life ; how can I ever thank you well 
enongh? — ever show you half my gratitude,?” 

" Hush, madame, I entreat you !,” he said, with a smile, 
tiiat was rather the calm conventional smile of courtesy 
thm the warmer one she was oe^' to see lighten at her 
^altce. "Vem have thanked me abundantly; if yon do 
mmre^ yon wffl make me ashpicd'of having served yon so 
|iew ra&Q would not envy pm so. rich a yeoompei^ 
^ in having won the sniall^* title to yonr 

, Mhadlt aux n/tm noin looked np at him soarchin^l 
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throttgli hjBi dM laughed a awxddl^ 

airylaai^i ,'■ 

Graoefld words! bat aw 

**Ah, madantel*’ be answered^ laughing,, as .be seiiti^ 
hhitseil beside the fidr straagw, into whose patb aoddi^t 
bad thrown bim so agreeably. " Perhaps th^ is.a ^[Q^ion 
that it is always wisest never to ash coocemhig am wcurds 
ataH!" •/ 

"■What an odd man!" thonght the Iqffely <MBis(iHe 9? 
the Moldan, letting her eyes rest on the coanbnpusee Ihat 
had for her, as it had for most women^ a peculiar j^wduaK' 
tion, while she laughed again: “Veiytrnel Semeiiwi^ 
will tell you, monsieur, they do not li% dwi^m!»B(te--r 
never believe them; it is only that the pm 

I like flattery. 1 live on it as childrw lire rm bonbems ; 
if it be not sincere, it is nothing to me, the blame lies on 
the bad taste of the flatterers. I mnst have my 
and, as lung as they are sweet, what matter whether timy 
are real sugar or only French chalk ? ” 

" All offered to you must be genuine— you need have no 
fear ! ” he answered her— and he meant it. AS he looked 
down on the dazzling incognita, whose insouciant freedom imd 
yet all the grace and charm taught by the breediag of Ooutts 
and’beanx mondcs, though critical and very difficult to pease, 
he confessed to himself that he had never seen anything 
more lovely oat of the pastellcs of La Tom*, or the dreams 
of Titian, than this young and brilliant creature, found 
thus strangely out of place, and alone, in a Bohemian IxAt 
that was carrying a load of peasant passengms to Anzig 
Fair ! 

fTho could she be? — a lady of rank, lussee feire and 
untrammelled, amusing herself with the rmntmere and 
capric:» of a momentaiy incognita ; a Pibscess of the 
Tuilcries, or of the Qnartier Breda ; a Seren® Highness of 
Some ^squipcdolian-Strelitz, sans state and stms suite ; 
or a Gomtesse sans Cbdteaux (save eh Bipagne), with a 
face and a muQe more fetal to her prey than to vin musseux 
Mid hOT skilfal dcartd? , ^ yet it was ImpossiWe to tell, 
and with a lovely woman so ungracions cm intonwgi^mi can 
nevqr b® pntaa tbe faugjtent qnee^% “ j«u Jtof 

* ^he looked up and met has eyes b^ oh to;, as the Kght 
of^ue »an settnig behind the pine woods lit np her fece and 
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form, as sbe leaned among ber corona, into Bnbeni«Iiks 
richneee, Tritb a bright touch of iLng^o and Cbirlo Ddoe 
Boftnees about the tableau, 

“ How Btrangdv we meet, moneietnr, on this dumsy little 
Cz<^hen boat ! i catne by water because the niglrii was ao 
warm $ and jon came for we same reason ? j^h I (Teit 1» 
deei^ montmr ! We were fated to meet agwn.” 

“ If fate will always serre me as kindly I will become 
a pi^estinarian to-morrow, and go in leading-strings with 
bmod Contentment 1 ” 

God help us ! — how rashly we saythings in this world. 
Long years afterwards wo remember thow idle, careless 
unmeant words gaily uttered, and they come back to us like 
the distant moc&g langhs of devils ! — devils who tempted 
US, and now riot in their work. 

b des/m 1 ” she said, smiling, her fair face, with its 
Inminous eycf, looking the lovelier for that beaming coquet- 
tish smUe, half langui'd, half mogtievr; “But, mousieur, 
you have been my deliverer, may I not ask to know, who is 
it I have to thand:; for so daring a rescue as I owed to you 
iu Prague 

“Assuredly. My name is Strathmore — Cecil Strath- 
more.” 


“ Strathmore ! ” slie repeated, musingly : “ Ij is a very 
pretty name, and a good one. Then you arc Englisli, mon- 
aeur ? And if so, yon are thinking, of cour^ what a 
strange incorrect whim of mine it is for me to be travelling 
alone with only iny niuid in a little Czeschen boat in the 
evening ? You English are so raides, so prudish ! " 

Strathmore lau^ied, as he wound the shawls about her 
that had dropped aside : 


“The English are (though I am neither of the two, 
believe nie), but tliey generally verify Swift's aphorism, that 
‘ a nice man is a man of nasty ideas ; ’ the chill icing is 
only to conceal dirty water, and they freeze to hide what 
lies b^ow ! Btlt may not I claim similar confidence, and 
entreCt to know by name one fi>r yirhom no name is needed, 
it is true, to make one remember her ? ” 

She laughed, and shook her .head in a denial so oharming 


that it was woiih fi% assents 
“He, 1 am traveUiug ince 


“ Jte, 1 am travelling incognitar*Ul cannot reveal *tfaat 
senrk, . I like Bomanco and Ca{uice, monsieur, they are 
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fenuBioe ptirilegK, aaid follow^ tibem I foiwd |hr 
mote 'aammsoi, tbaniiT I had gone ia oae heoten 
between two bMk walle of Onst^mi and Frad^ee; Si pm'. 
have made me enemlea ; bat, beh ! who goes Im 

without them P** . . 

“ None I and nerer tiwwe who awaken m>T> Dabi^ ; 
’ and medioerit^ may live unmolested and u^taelf^ 
people nerer tire pf finding spots on a son a^m. bilQiaaea 
blinds them,” _ , , 

“ Never I ” she answered, with a nalva imd anM:^ 
sonal appropriation of his words. *‘If I had b(^ bM 
plain, like some poor women, I should not haifU ht4: P*^ 
many aiffleurs} but then, on the other hand, my 
would not have been so loud or so strmig $ and the 
always drown the hisses.” 

“ iou have had sijlmirs? They must have bah^kged 
their eyes, then, before taking so ungracious a y61e ! S^my 
society hissed iJiem for such atrocity?” said StrathuMse, 
noticing the dazzling fairness of her skin and the ex- 

J uisite contom" of her form, and thinking to himself; ** The 
euce! she makes me talk as absmrd nonsense as the 
Sabreur ! ” 


“ Of course it did, but siffiewa hiss on through aO 

sition, you Jpow, monsieur " 

“ Because it pays them ! ” 

“No doubt. But, what do a few hisses matter, meue or 
less, as long as one enjoys one’s-self in one’s youth — o®«?8 
delicious, irrecoyerablc youth ? I suppose if I live lojag 
enough my hair will be white and my skin yelbw, but I do 
not spoil my present by looking into the mtttre. If it must 
come, let it take care of itself. It may never come-*why 
mourn about it? Those people arc who wi^, and 

toil, and wear away all their beaux joun^ pid live hatdly 
and joylessly only p hoard mon^ to buy tisane, and nuips, 
and crutdbes, when all the pst of existence is gone ^nun 
them, and given to a jmw generation that bp puPP them 
out (tf thmr places ? Doep’t Balzac say, that whepP 
sweeps the greets with a broom or tlm TnilwiM “Pth a 
vtivet robe, it ctuaes to winch the some thing when one is 
old ; the salt is equa^out of the soup whethw jt is cstou 
is a^Haieon IKm or ira cy^ oh^teaul ” 

“idmosi thou parsuadpt me to be an Nj^icarefml'' 
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mOied w be tibonght to tomseli^ “>d>o tihe 

i^oe een be ?” and gazed dotm into bet aof^ lan^- 
iingt instvons ^rea, langsid jet coquettish, like the ^es of 
the women of Seville : “But I do not hold vith yon there, 
ma belle inconnae ; to me it Beems that with ynars alone 
can be gained what is worth gaining— powwu . The batter- 
fly {deasore of yoatb can very well be spared for the ambi- 
tions that can only be reaped with maturity. A man has 
^nly become of rem value, and able to grasp real sway, when 
to IS near bis grave.” 

“Ah, for your sex that is all very well, your youth 
laite to your tomb, but with us — mua mtrea fmmet! 
-rWith our beauty flies our sceptre. How can We reign 
fitter youth, without youth ? You will not care for a 
mistress who is wrinkled ! ” ciied the belle blondev im- 
patiently, the impatience of a lovely coquette incensed 
to be contradicted ; “ So yon think power the only thing 
worth having ? Then yon do not care lor love, monsteur, 
I presume ? ” 

“ Well ! I must confess, not much.” 

it was rank heresy in the presence of so fair a priestess 
of the soft religion, it was a fatal challenge to the one who 
heard it^ though Strathmore spoke the cold, careless, simple 
truth, ai^ did not heed whether he offended >or piqued a 
chance acquaintance of the honr by it. 

“And yet thait man will love, fieredy, imperiously, 
bitterly, one day ! ” thought the Heriad of the Moldan, 
who, a strmiger to him, as he to her, read his character 
by a woman of ^he world’s clairvoyante perception, as he 
miled to read hors by a man of the world’s trained pene- 
tration, “ For shame ! ” she said, aloud, striking him a 
blow with her sprigs of cherry-blossom. “ If 
yon are heretical enough to feel so, mon ami, you should 
not be unchivalric enough to say so I Your bay-wrealhs 
will by very banen and, withered if you don’t weave some 
roses vrith them. Csesar knew thS't. So you admire 
becfinse it will give you power i. and I loathe it because it 
wiS robmeof b^ty— I wonder how 
we shall both meet it 1 But,* bah ] why talk of these 




siij5 the ground frost-bound imsix month’s time'"; but 
tilie bntte^es playing there above onr heads are too wise to 
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cp(^.tbe msishhte by immbenog ^ ^siwire. 
j^cQieaDfi ; tM be 80 tern 1 ** 

To SQdi a doctrine, expounded 1;^ sadi lipai It 
imposeible to dissent. 'Hie smtset fbded, the 
stole on down the dopes of the biUs, the ymt wind idse, 
brin^g axieh odonr from the pine forests $ the Soh^aa 
musioians, for a few .coins, sang airs sweet CQop|h to have 
been played by the legendary musio-demons of i» land 
where Mozart mles ; the boat droppe(F slowly down the 
stream in the evening twilight* and ^athnuae leant 
over the vessel’s side, talking on to his ohanto «0(}tiaint>' 
ance, and looking down on to the exqnidto Utistfdike 
picture that she made, reclining on her pile of cashionsi 
with the black mantilla of lace thrown over her ye4oW ktir, 
and her dark, lustrous eyes gleaming softly and dremnily 
in the light of the summer stars. He was singulaxly 
critied of the beauty of women, and coldly careless of 
their wiles and charms ; yet even he felt a vagne dreamy 
pleasure in floating down the river in the sultry moOtdit 
night thus, with the echo of this sweet sflvery voice in 
his ear, and a face on whidi he looked in toe glmmihg, 
soft 'as the music that lingered on the silent air. I don’t 
Uiink he would altogether have found the voyage weari- 
somc though it had lasted till the dawn ; bntv-paidien, 
mes ft’^res ! one never drops hnff down any river, real or 
allegorical, with a smooth current add Arcadum lasid- 
scaps, under the shade of pleasamt woodlands, henem 
which we would willingly linger till snnrise, but that we 
are safe to be soon startled by the rough* grate of tt« ked 
on the sands, that breaks the spll pour toujonrs ! It was 
so now ; the boat ground in a shallow bit of toe water 
where red sunken rocks made the navigation trodblescme 
for a vessel so cumbersome and boatmen so clumsy a{a 
wei"e those who ‘now steered it down the Moldan’s course. 
No harm was done that could be ot seribtis aocottat, bBt 
the boat was stuck hoplcssly fast between the ami 
could not proceed to Anzig that night* at all events r Itoile 
its pasBongets had no choice but to remain yrhere 19^ 
vera till toe sunrise, or to disembark at a landing-plaoe 
whiqji was luckily ewaliilHo be reached I# a fetowiton 
the vessel and the imorey* where, brnt^. in. ton fcvovite 
chorty^orchards of Bohemia* with a gaudy sigs snijiging 
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under its dark red roo^ half hidden in a proihsioa of $^1 
hollyhocks, with linden trees in fell flower before the’ door, 
and tihe pine^wrered hills stretching behind it, stood a 
little rirer-side Gfasthof. La ilonch am yem »<»>«, into 
whose society and in whose protection he was thus in a 
manner forced, laughed brightly, and made light of the 
contretemps when Strathmore explained it V her. “ We 
must wait here ? — tant mieux ! I like the smallest soupyon 
of an adrenture. I will dine under those limes. I suppose 
th^ can find something to gire ns ; but I must go on 
,to-night if there be a vehicle procurable,” she said, gaily 
and good humoredly enough, without any feminine re- 
pining or piti^ de soi mfme, as she gave him her hand to be, 
assisted across the plank. Perhaps she was not altogether 
sorry to be able to retain as a (frtenu an English aristocrat, 
with a face like the Vandyke pictures ; who was coldly 
indifferent to the soft creeds of which she was a heatl- 
pricstess, and was a renegade and ftisl;ciiever in their 
faith. “ Destiny throws ns togetlier, monsieur I We must 
1*0 good friends. Dicu le veut ! ” she laughed, as Strath- 
more lifted her from tlie plank on to the landing-place, 
while the white soft hands lay in his, and the delicate 
fragrance of the ])erfemed hair floated across him, as the 
lace of her mantilla brushed his shoulder. , 

“ I am the debtor of destiny, then ! ” he' whispered, 
in answer, noting as she stood by him in the stai'light 
tke gweet grace and luxurious outline of her perfect form, 
that even the dark drajiery of her travelling-dress, 
wrapped about in long voluminous folds, could not avail to 
hide, 

Mes freres! — it is well for ns that we are no seers! 
Were we cursed with prevision, coold we know how, when 
fee idle taiifle of the present hour shall have been forced 
into a link of fee past, it will stretch ont^d bind captive 
the whole fetnre in its bonds, wp should be paralysed, 
hopeless, powerless, old ere ever we were young ! It is weU 
for 08 that we are no seers. Wer^ we cursed with second 
Mght we feoold sec the white shroud breast-high above the 
living man, the phosphor light cf death gleaming on the 
jroofefeli radidqt fece, the teatherr^d, lightly sown, bear- 
ing in, it fee germ of fee upas-tre^hfee ime careless "wwd 
gndy cariying in its i^mb the fetnre bane of a 
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f^iiue i we should see these fliings till we sickened, end 
9 (^ed^ ^ grew hlind with before the g^Uy foee of 
he Paitere^ «i men in ancient days bef<ae the loethsome 
isage of the Mednsa 2 


CHAPTEE V. ^ 

XHi: nONNS-AVEKTUns TOLD UNCSB tHS USUKSg; 

1 ! 

CosTEBTEMPS generally have some saving crambs 
insolation for those who langh at fate, and look good* 
humoredly for them ; life’s only evil to him who wears it 
awkwardly, and philosophic rwignation yrorks as mai^ 
miracles as Harlequin ; grumble, and you go to the do^ 
hi a wretched style ; malic mots on your own laisery, and 
you’ve no idea how pleasant a trc^t even drifting “to 
he bad ” may become. So when the Czeschen boat grated 
on the laud and stuck there, coming to grief generally 
ad hopelessly, fortune was so propitiated by thenwiiant, 
emile with which its omi souivy trick was reodved Iff 
the Iqveliest of all the balked travellers, that what wonid, 
under any dther circumstances, have been the most pro- 
voking bore, became a little episode, picturesque and ro- 
mantic, and took a coleur de rose at once under the rmstr 
less magic of her sunny smile. It was a l)eautiful nigh^ 
stany, still, and sultry ; the riverside inn stood like a pic- 
ture of Ostade, hiddeu in its blossomed *limes ; the pme- 
woods stxelchod above and around, with the itlddy gleam 
of gipsy fires llashiug between the boughs ; and with sudi 
a companion as hazard had given him, Skathnum coaSd 
hardly complain gf the accident, though he a man w^ 
found the gleam of women’s eyes in a'cabinet partioalto of 
a cafo, or a cabinet de toilette of a palace, for hotter 
all the nncomfcartably-roftiantic situations in the World, iwd 
held that a little gallant^ was infinitely mote 
and rational in a rose-tenihe-hung chamber thsjt d i$ ieHt 
etoHe in a damp midnigM under the fitted vfofot that 
ey«r enraptured a poetgir * 

fhe little hostelry was alfeady fhll of travellers. 
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m route to the tr&terB of the Simdel) eoeose Ho^ 
raTiahs #ad Bohemians m their wa,j to or fr^»m 
car Aasig ; and the amvals from the Jwat jBftlBd Bi V 

lor its accommodation tms soant, and Its attrao> 
ti<^l| solely oonSned to its gaily-painted and blossom- 
butlc;^ exterior. There was bnt one Qpmmon sittings 
roo%‘ bnt one common sapper-table, and the ^cste^ 
whetter grtiffins or glass-engravers, were treated without 
distinction ; a Bohemian Gasthof is about the only place 
upon earth where you see the doctrine of equality in ab- 
solute and positive practice. The Selavonians, accustomed 
to it, took It unmurmuringly ; the English tourists grum- 
bled unocasingiy j preserved (the ladies in especial) a 
dead mlenco to companions for whose respectability tocy 
had no voucher ; scorned the sausage, the baked-pie, ihe 
cucumber-soup,' and the rest of the national tnmu, and 
solaced themselves with gloomy consumption vf hard 
biscuits from their travelling-bags ; while with-at, under 
the lindens, on the sward before the door, Strathmore’s 
Albanian servant making a raid upon the Gasthpf larder 
wiUr the celerity of long continental experience, spircad 
on a little table the best fned trout, TopliU' and other fare 
that the iim afforded for the refreshment of the fair tra- 


veller with the Titian face, who, refusing, to enter the 
hostelry, sat on a bench under the limes, leaning against 
the rough bark as graceftilly es amongst velvet cushions, 
(oOking upward at Strathmore with her soft Orientalesquo 
eyesi whde the leaves and dowers of the boughs swayed 
4^st her yclipw hair. She gave a Tokay flavor to iho 
liSgcr, a Tatm delicacy to the trout, a strange but charm- 
ing spice of petits souper to this primitive supper under 
the limes ; an nnauitable but delicious aroma of Paris to 
toe soliiaiy river-side hostelry in Bohemian pine-woods, 
f* Who toe deuce could she be ? ” he vpondered in vaiu a 


fbr on that head, under toe most adroit cross-questioning, 
jtoft nerer birfacayed herself. Sjp talked gaily, lightly, 
toarmdajfdyi with some little wit^ and a little goes a long 
Hw when uttered by such lips. With something, too, of 
S(p jpraci^d, romance, probab^ natnral to her, perhaps 
second-hand from and InMm^ and 

and ^atHhore, toongh toe* light 
s l<adznn bad little diam for him, and the 
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^aij^on Umt miM ^er lmT« Paired Idm from hil 
ipould have been the deep, VQltJ|«ia<«tti did%iife 
Ecite and keen as pain, that ewsyed and €Stit(^, 

could pot refhse his admiration of a^otme w> perfect as 
she sat in the light cd the midsnmmer Stan, laming hw 
head on her smail jested hand, the hme-bongbs drwqa^. 
above her, and the. dark, disilj4it ’room foimt^' s 
Kembrantesqae back-groniid, while the b^ow brcdce 
against the rocks, and the heavy odour of toe lindens and 
pines filled the air. 

“ How cold he looks, this handsome Strathmore, does be 
dare to de^ me? ” she thought, as she glanced upwards at 
him where he leaned against the trunk of the linden when 
the supper was finished, and while she herself siaH lingmd 
under the limes as the stars grew larger and clears in the 
May skies, and the purple haze of night d^iened over the 
hills. He was the only man who had not bowed down at 
her feet at her first smile, and his calm courtesies piqued 
her. 

“ Do you like ransic, monsieur ?” she asked him, with tbak 
enddentiess which had in it nothing, abrupt, but was rather 
the suddenness of a fawn’s or an antelope’s swift graces. 
Then, without awaiting a reply, without apology ot prelude, 
inspirdd by that caprice which rules all women mote or less, 
and ruled this one at every moment and in every zsood, the 
began to sing one of the sweet, gay, famlhar Canzone of 
Figaro, willi a voice at which the nightingales in the liqden- 
leaves might have broken their little throats in envying 
despair. Then, without pause, she passed on to the snblinie 
harmonies of the Stabat-Mater— now wafling like the sigh 
of a vesper hymn from convent walls at even-song, how 
bursting into passionate prayer like the swell Of a *Te Ihsum 
from Cathedi’ol altar, me sang on without sdfort, without 
pause, blending tfie most incongrnons hawnonies into one 
strai^ bizarre, weird-like yet entrancing whole, ehai^fing 
Uje Preghiero from Masaniello for (me of Verdi’s gayest 
nrias, Bungling Kuken’s Slumber Songwil^ smne remoess 
Venetian barcarolle, breakij^g off the solemn cadence (ff ^ 
Fro Peccatis witli some misdtievous ebansoneste out of the 
Quarlacr Latin, and wel^'j% the loftieet melodies of ^^del’s 
Jshml with the langbial refSaun of Louis Ahadie’a bhUaihu 
Oat on the still night air rose the matchless mnsiceff tcace. 





rvJif cleat*, thrillitig, a very mtoxication sound ; 
xritti tiie ebb and flow^of the waters, the fcremnlous sSpi m 
the kaves, and the rivaj song of the birds in the boughs. 
Th^sa sitting within the darkened chamber listened spell- 
boiind; the peasantry, laughing and chatting under the lew 
roerf of the hostelry, *hnd^ed their gossip in enchanted awe ; 
the boatmen in the vessel moored in the shadow below looked 
up and left off their toil ; and, as suddenly as it had rung 
out on the summer air, the exquisite melody ocased, and died 
away like the notes of a bell oil' the silence of the night. Site 
looked up at Strathmore, the starlight shining in the dreamy, 
smiling depths of her eyes, and saw that he listened eagerly, 
breathlessly, wonderiugly, subdued and intoxicated even 
despite himself by the marvellous magic, the delieions intri- 
cacies, the luxTuious richness of ibis voluptuous charm of 
song, with a spell whicli, the moment it censed, was broken, 
^‘You bice music?’’ she asked him, softly; “ah, yes, I 
see it in your You Englishmcui, if you bo as eol<l 
they call you. luivo very eloquent eyes sometimes. Are yon 
not thinking wliat an odd <‘.;xpricc it is for me to sing to you 
—a stranger— at ten ("clock at iiiglit, under 
“Indeed, no; I am far too grateful for the ciqu’ico, 
Pasta herself never equalled your voice : It is exquisitCi mar- 
vellomr’ ^ 

She laughed softly. 

Do you tliiuk so ? And yer, I imagine, yim very 

difficult to please? When I ring some of those the 
Inflammatus or the Agnus Dei, they make me tUuilrof the 
old days in my convent at Valiadarra; how' 1 used to lietit 
\ny wings and hate my cage, and long to cseaj)© over the 
parrlc mcunltiinR. Why is it, I wondei*, ihat a gloomy past 
often looks hrigliter than a brilliant present? what is tnero 
in the clmm of Distancie to give suclua golden chkro’ 
scuro ? ” 

“ Vnlladarra ? Are you a Spanioid, mndamc ? ” he asked 
her, catching at any clue that miglft enlighten him as to the 
whence and the whither of the bewitching creaturel 
“ A Spaniard ? What imikes fou think so ? ’’ 

“Be(iaiise ft. is nsnally said, belle anie, that a Spsnish 
k the ^eatest marvel of l^ty that the worlKi eijpf 
jRjes/’ Stri^thmore, with a Imile, 
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tou6 remercie! Well, pethape I am Spanish. Xoti 
would like to Icnow? Ah, ban! what a slander on my sex 
it is to say that Ere monopolised all curiosity! ^ 

« Curiosity ! ” repeated Strathmoret There may, mrely, 
be a deeper interest that bears a better name, madame ? 
When one lighfs <m a matchless^^gem, or on a rare, loteiy, 
i'orcign flower, it is not nnnatnral that one may soek to 
know where it has come from, and wher^we may te it 
again.” 

You are a courtier, M, Strathmore, and tnm your phrases ^ 
very prettily,” said this most provoquante of all women, with 
the slightest po8F,iJ,)lc shrug of her shoulders : " but it is 
curiosity, for all that; and, by all the rights of wwanhoM 
I claim my title to the first indulgence of the pririito. 
Your name is Strathmore, and your seiTant calls yon * My 
lord,’ and if asked about your country, you W'orfd answer, 
‘Civis lioraanum sum,* with true Britaiiulo bombast, I dare 
suy, Wvill ! England is figuratively rather like Rome, for 
it slays ils Senecas, gorges its Vitelliuses, and is often gar- 
risonod by ganders I But one more thing remxuns to know. 
BV/ajf are you? 

Leaning licr aims on the table, her cliin on her hands, ami 
resting her e^^cs upon him, sbe asked the point-blank qucfs- 
tioii wiiii the most charming insouciance and assurance of 
coiimuuid; and Strathmore could not fail to satisfy her 
demaiid, though he was not fond of talking of himself; his 
egotisni w^as of a much loftier sort. 

a diplomatist I” she said, raising her eyebrows: 
*‘Mou ami, I know your order; but you will not content 
yourself with settling internecine squabbles, and writing 
Cretan labvrmths of words, and being ‘ sent home,’ like an 
expelled schoolboy, if your two countries quarrel for a split 
hair, will vou? I^u will want the triumph of the monsfcrari 
ligito, ani the guidance of the helm through stormy waters, 
md you will pine for the old Medici and Strozzi days, when 
a stealthy arm conld sti*efth and strike fer aw'ayin a distent 
land, and a subtle brain could compass the supyeme ruk, 
and wield it, troubled by m sornplcB ” 

Madame,” said Strafipore, with a slight laUgh — ^his 
kngli was usually cold-gMf you draw such a Bketoh of ijie 
af:* .fet sight— though 1 don’t really deny its acetraey— I 
u oa&tiot havB impressed you ve^ favombly P ” 
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“ PoBfquoi BOB ? Ton are ambitionB, by your own con* 
fession yon coret age for the sake of power ; and am 

bitions 4tre all alike. If you bad your own will, yon 

ambitMe wotdd check at no flights ; and if we don’t hare 
the Medici and Strozjd secret murders in our day, 1 am 
afraid the virtue that refrains from them fe nothing very 
mmdi bete than fear of the analytical chemists.” 

As she spoke, with a certain smile on her rose li^s, and 
in the mocnng light of her gazelle eyes, something in this 
brilliant and witching creature struck upon Strathmore as 
dangerous — almost as rcpnlsire, and made him think of 
those women who gleam out from the pages of Guicciar- 
dini and Gallnzzi, who dazzled all men who looked on them 
with the shine of their iresse ^oro, or the languor of their 
Southern eyes, yet whose white hands shook the philtre into 
the loving-cup, and whose title was “ Opra d’inoanti i di 
Budie faUufa.” But the moment.'iry impression passed off 
as she looked up laughing: 

“ Bah, M. Strathmore 1 Ambition is a weary work 
its ripest; .epicurean enjoyment is far better: ‘gather 
your rose-buds while -you may.’ Old Herrick is the true 
philosopher ! ” 

“Spken by such lips, his theories are irresistible,” 
smiled Strathmore ; “ only if one has the bad* taste not to 
care much about the roses, how then ? There con iio 
nothing for it but to entreat some fair priestess of the. 
creed to t^e one’s conversion in hand.” 

“ But converts have to pass threugh fiery ordeals ; if you 
are wise you wotfld not brave them. You despise love, mon 
ami } it will be Gie worse for yon some day.” 

“ I ^all have no fear for the future ; if I escape to-night 
untofuched, I must, indeed, be clad in proof,” smiled Strath- 
more ; but the smile, like the compliment, did not please 
her } its flattery was contemptuous ana derisive of her 
power. With quick intuition she saw that Strathmore bad 
nevmr been in love in his life, and would have defied any 
w<nnan to make him so ; and she smiled as she leant her 
head upon her arm, silent for oig;e, playing with one of the 
lieae-blossOQil, and knowing that the moonlight was diining 
oat « perfitot ifictufe which conldnnot be improved,*whidi 
"j^ht .be broken, by speech. • Strmiunore was silent too i 
||»iel ifl'TOStleas, v^de conjecture as to who and w’>a'|^thi« 
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capricionB, dsasUi^, gnoeM tmibare eooM he, 
iiEils <u(nie, Ob night, ttwrelling throngh B<toiiia, 
'While his qre6 rested on her where she si^ hi the stu^ht^ 

' her beauty well befitUngto the snltiynighiv that was odtHWM 
with the fragrance of the limes and mnsical with the nanir- 
mnrs of the w&ters, breajdng bdow againi^ ^ lOckB, the 
voice of a Zingata broke on his reverie and hma, aa a gi{wy> 
girl-^ne of a par^ camped among the ^e-wooda at the 
back of the Oastho^— drew near the gronb of hnd^ m the 
moonlight ; a wild, dark, handsome Schenuahj with % 
scarlet hood over her jetty hair, and her ottering ^fea 
fixed longingly on the jewels that qiai4cied on ^ hands of 
the fair moonnne, as she said, in a ocnnponnd of CaeaBheQ 
and Komany, ' 

“ "Will you hear your fortune, fair lady ? Let the 
tell you your future.” 

The blonde anx yeux noirs, whose head ‘was zesting 
thoughtMly upon her band, started, and looked up in 
surprise as the handsome black>browed Arab, who might 
have sat to Murillo or Sdvator, appnmched her in the 
moonlight from the wooded ^ladows (d the pine-foeests 
behind them. 

“ Let me prophesy for yon, fair lady ! I can look im the 
palm»of yoia hand and foretell yon dl things that will coma 
to you ; the predictions of Redempta, the danghter of 
Phara, can never fail,’’ chanted the Zingara, in a wild, 
monotonous recitative, that sounded hoarse andjSad in tiie 
still summer night as she drew nearer, her ejm glmtenii^ 
longingly on the sapphire rings. • 

“ Kon, merci ! ” laughed the bright incognita, looking 
upward at the strange picturesque form of fee Ctifena, 
standing out in the starlight against the dark woods be- 
hind ; “ I know my past and my present — e’est assoi 1 I 
do not trouble myself a moment for the future ! ” 

“ But in the past and in fee present lie fee seed to hew 
fruit in fee future ! ” • 

The words spoken in OiseBobea sounded ominmu and 
moumfril, foiling from the Ups of fee Gitifea like an angtu; 
of ill ; and the other shodd^im a little as fee heard, feoufe 
without tx>mprfeendittg,Ahem. ‘‘Qn'efe os qn’elle ditF” 
she afeed of Strafem^ He translated them to her, aod 
spoke to the gipsy-girl in her oali iongno, bidding her 
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more ; bat the capricioos eoaj^tTefis, whcon tihe 
fancy of the moment swayed as completely as it sways a 
kitten pr a child, laid her hand on his sm as he stood 
beside her. 

“ Ho, m I dcm’t send her away ! She is like a paotnre 
of Maifllo. Let ns hear some of her prophecies hrst. 
'Whsd would she say to you, I wonder ? t have a great 
cnriosity to know your fate, my lord ; the fate of a man 
who desires age and despises love ! It must be on odd 
one ! Come 1 cross her hand, and let her tell your bonne* 
avmtwre. Obey me at once ! It is my whim and my plea* 
sure, monsieur. Give her some silver, and ask her youi 
destiny ! ” 

A lovely woman is never to be disobeyed without dis- 
courtesy, and pretty caprices are commands. With the 
white jewelled fingers lying on his arm, with the perfumed 
hair shining in the starlight, with the fair dasoiing face 
upraised in tlie shadow of tl\e linden-boughs, the sternest 
stoic could not have refused to chime in with her ftmey, 
and please this charming tyrant in her most airy nonsense. 
Strathmore laughed, dropped a gold coin into ^he Git&na's 
brown hand, and, leaning against the trunk, stood await- 
ing his destiny fiom the coral lips of the handsome Arab 
in the silence of the summer night, while the distant lights 
of the gipsy fire.s gleamed fitfully tlirough the dark pine- 
woods. The Zingara looked not at his hand, bat up at 
his face, as the white, clear ray of the moon fell on it — (« 
the aquiline outline of the features and the varied meanings 
of the ^ysiognomy, on the proud and generous sweetness of 
the 8»outh, contracted by the dark passions in the eyes and 
the cold straight line of the brows. She looked at him long 
and fixedly in silence, with a dreamy vague staro in her own 
tsthomless eyes, while her lumds moved over the beads of 
atrit^ of Egyptian berries : « 

There will be love, and of the love sin, and of the sin 
and of the crime a enrsj!. And the curse wiii 
pursue with a pitiless bitterness and on upslackened 
speed, and when atonement is sought and made, lo I it 
win bpi to .ashes and to gall.*^ The innocent wiE taste 
tltoien^ 0 ^ share the doom Uiexhaye not woven. Your 
woe will, he wrought by yoiy own hand, and yott will 
e^ tho fiimt of TOUT own past, and throng yon will 
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dmth* £edempta, Uie daughter of Im^k 

spoken!’' 

The words fell slowly and sadly on &m sQence of the 
niji^ht, while the river-waves beat against the rooks wiidh 
monotonoas murmur, and the sough of the wind arose in 
the pine-foreat^ sweeping with a sudden chill yiiottgh tihe 
sultij air ; an^ as ho ^ard them, a mo&ptaiy shudder 
ran through Stmtbmore's veins at the thM the 

GiUna vagnely shadowed ibrth ; an iiTepressible eoldness^ 
like that which comes from the touch of a opfpse, passed^, 
over him where he stood. And the incognita 
to him, her white hand closing on hk arm, and her wghiBg 
lips turning pale ; 

lyion Dkii ! quel sort £envoyea*Ia ! Bile 

me fait |)eur.” 

Stratliinore laughed, the impression of the ominous pJFO- 
phccy passing off as soon as it was made ; and he threw 
other gold dollar to the Zingara : 

My handsome Arab I you might have been more cour- 
teous, certainly. If you wish your predictions to be popu- 
lar, you must make them a little more lively. Be off with 
you I Go and frighten the peasants yonder I " 

" liedempta can say only that whimi she secs," murmured 
the C^tAna, %adly and proudly, as she stooped for the gold 
where it slione on the turf, and turned slowly away, till her 
form was lost in the dense gloom cast by the Shadow in the 
woods. 

“ Quel sort affreux ! ” said his companion again, not 
able so quicldy to shake off the vague ttrror with which 
the sing-song, chanting recitative of the Zingara had 
iiauiited her. 

She has terrified you ? ” laughed Strathmore, “ I am 
Sony for that, mad^o ; you shouldn’t h^.ve tempted 
prophecy in my behalf All seers, from the political world 
to the gipsy camp, must make their predictions ominous, 
or tn ^ would carry no weight ; and evil is so getaeraiiy 
predominanu in this life, that to croak is pretty sure to be 
on the right side.'* 

“ Ah, mon SXieu ! do not^esfc I *' cried the belle iucoanue, 

^ with a little shiver of prfdty terror : It is no laughing 
. *80011 a horrible iiaturV ^ ’ 

^ ^ it IS a kughing matter^ suck a horribb bonne aten 



52 


StmTHMOMM. 


said ^a^hmore/ emflingy aad tlimking how lovely 
she looked M ^livei^d with pretty, pretended flw, and 
cla^d hands, on wdiieh he notiecd a mass of biiEiant 
rings, th^ HUght have Monged to an empress’s toilet^ boxes, 
but ivhijbh dimx’t tell him mn^ since paste is very glittering, 
and defies detection by moonlight. ** me deals in the TeniWa 
~|jrophet8 always do, or what sway would they have ov^ 
their dupes ? You should have let her told yours, madame ; 
she would have given something better to the lines in so 
beautiful a band ? ” 

Ah, bah I ” cried the incognita, shaking off her supersti- 
tion with a sweet, silvery laugh: ** I know my future I I 
riisQ triumph by my beauty till that goes, and then I shall 
triumph by my intellect, which won’t go. 1 shall tread my 
way on roses, and rule as Venus Victrix till giey hairs come 
and 1 have to take to enamelling : and then I shall change 
my sceptre^ and begin ^cart^, embroglie, prudence, and 
politics. But I don’t count on the change ; I am not like 
you, and do not court Age ” 

** Because you are not like me, and need not wait for Age 
to bring yon Power ; your power lies in a glance of the eyes 
and in all the puri>tiieal light of youth ! ” laughed Strath- 
morei ‘‘ I fancy our ambition centres alike in ruling men, 
but — with a difference ! ” ... 

^*Tou are very secure in your future, despite all the 
Gi^ia’s foretelling ? ” she asked him, with a curious glance, 
hal^-malicious, hau-interested. 

Very 1 We can make of our future wdiat we like. Life 
is clay, to be cmoulded just at our will ; it is a fool, 
or an unskilfu} w^orkman, indeed, who lets it fall of itself 
into a shape he does not like, or lets it break in hiB 
kands.” 

" But one flaw may crack the whole I ” said the bdle in- 
connue,'aB Strathmore’s valet drew near- them to announce 
immediate departure of a clumsy vehicle, the only one 
tie Gastbof could furnish, that ^ad been eng^ed befoi’o 
their »ival by English travellers, and .in vmich, at her 
ui^gent instance, Strathmore had teken the sde remaining 
for bersdf and her maid; Are they starting ? I 
m ^»^yl Ky lord, I owe yott^more gratitude srill; how 
I grow m your debt 1 1 , Butol forgot ; if I take these ^ 
WO |ps^: yon must remain under that misemble littila red 
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nof M to-mratow. I oi^t to i^Ve 4 one It, 
tm t^oitU, moil'’ : . 

“iio matter! 1 am most happy to mtiTKjoM’i <wy*^ln| 
in your s^icc ” said Stn^hmore, as he took lu^ hem 
ont to him witjun his orr^. He did care lilMmt .iromeh, 
but this one vas qtecialty lovely and ^leoially 
and thrown as she was on his oonrtoBy* h^im Qe^ iefo^ 
it to her: I shall sleep under the pines $ U wiU not be the 
first time I have camped out, but, I ccmfess, I vras tetoj^* 
to make you a d^tmiue, madame, pWfoioe to-nighiby bi4d^S! 
Diaz let the car go without you. Give me 
my self-abnegation ! ” 

His voice was very melodious, and had a softoess when 
he was (jnite guiltless of intending it, while his featurei^ 
with their cold, proud Velasquez type, on which the passimi^ 
that had never been roused still threw their shadow, h^ 
always a fascination for women, who, by the instinct 6 t con- 
tradiction ever dominant in their sex, always seek to Ohahi a 
man from whose hands their fetters dip. Her Mght, 
dazzling eyes looked np to his almost ^derly in ute li(^t 
of the midsummer stars : 

" I will thank you when we meet again ! " 

“ IKAm/ *801 what gage do you give me that we may 
ever do 60? Yon refose me any nmne, any addrem, ai^ 
single cine; yon oblige me to part from you in ignorance 
even of—" 

" Who I am ! The first question you Englishmen adc 
before yon give your hand in friendship, Jr spe^ to yonr 
neighbor at a table d’hdte," interrupted tbe bright otprj- 
eieiMS, with a low, ringing laugh: “no! 1 will not give yon, 
even a due. It will be a Chinese puzzle for your ingenui^. 
When we meet (and we shall ; wo are botlj in the world ; we 
are cards of the satne pad^ and shall some time or other 
be shuffled together), I will thank yon tor dl ynnr cour- 
tesy and obivaliy, and pay my debt— comme voas vou- 
drezl TiU then, you nmst submit to mystery. X may be 
a prism ddma, a dame d’l^dus^ i prinOess' isoognita, 
a dangmons Greek— you may think me whatever yon 
’^llfce. ^oa wfll remember Ae bdtar if you are left in pra;* 
plerity ; yonr sex alway# oovdt the nnattolndfie, and. tome 
IS a goldmi dmna in mystoiy that shaU lei) me-^tUl nP 
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But wliat a cmel caprice I what an indefinite profoa* 
tion ! ^ 

** Bo yon, good, mon ami I Perhaps you have never had 
to wait before; I fancy so! There ! they are waiting, and 
wc must part, monsieur. Adieu and m rcvoir! 

Tantalizing, obstinate, capricious, wilful, wiiywar^ buu 
bewitching; all the more bewitching fni* that very quintette 
of faults — she let her hand linger in his where they stood in 
(he shadow, with the moon shining on her upraised fa®e, and 
the lime-blossoms swaying against her hair, delicately scented 
as the fragrance of ilieir flowers, as he stooped towards her 
in farewell : a soft, subtle, amber-scented perfume, such as* 
the tresses of Lcsbia might have borne as she came from her 
odorous bath, or wound the rofses amongst them at the ban- 
quet — a j>erfume that, as he caught it, had something of the 
same soft intoxication as her voice had carried with it in her 
song. 

Aiiother moment, and the hand that had lain in his, soft 
and warm as a bird, had unloosened its clasp, and the clumsy, 
covered cart of the Gasthof, laden with its passengers, had 
rolled slowly from the door beneath the roofing of the lime- 
boughs, la blonde aux yeux noirs leaning out from its heavy 
tarpaulin, and looking at him with a gay farej^^ell smile — 
leaving according to her vow, mth the golden veil of mystery 
flung over her lovely, dazzling face, soft with Eastern languor, 
and bright with the biilliancc of youth, that disapixwed 
from his sight as the car, creaking slowly over the moss, was 
lost in the shadows of the pine-woods as it turned a bend in 
the hills, and left him beliind — alone, 

** Who the deuce can she be ? Something very out of the 
common, talking to one at first sight about love, and singing 
to the nightingales, au clair de la June ! 1 never saw a love- 
lier creature in my life, nor a more nonchalante one ; and 
yet she isn’t exactly Quarticr Br^da stylo r she lias more the 
look of a Court than a casino. W^o the deuce can she be ? ” 
wondered Strathmore, as he threw himself down on the moss 
xmder ihe' limes, smoking and throwing stones idly into the 
river that flowed below. He knew most Courts and most 
oiti^ ; he lived chiefly abroad, and thought he knew every 
b^Ofthty m monde or demi-moijde, sovereigns of the feft h^ 
nil of th^ ri^ht.^ The numberless anomalies in this dazzling 
piqued his curiosity— the first of her sex wljo bad 
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eter m far excited him. Strathmore thought ron^tnee simply 
insanity, atid had lived at too thorough a pace to cife to 
twist a ^aBce into an adventure, and make po^ic materia} 
out of a rencontre with a stranger, as other men mi^t have 
done. But he^ thought of hef, and of little save her, whc^ 
he lay smoking, while the river broke against its over-hang* 
ing banks, and the heavy odors of the pines rolled down 
from the hills above. And as he mused dver the bright, 
capricious mystery that had come and gone suddenly as a 
swallow Carnes and goes through the air, and listened to the 
distant chimes of churches and monasteries tolling out tlm 
short summer hours as the night woic away to the villages 
sleeping below, he only thought once, as he caught the gleam 
of‘ trie camp-fires flushing fitfully in the darkness from the 
gloom of the pine-woods, with the dark lurid glare of a Bern* 
brondt scene, while tlieir flames leapt up through the fan-like 
boughs of the firs, of the destiny the Zingara girl had fore- 
told him ; and then he smiled as he remembered the prqihocy 
the Gitfma had made. 


CHAPTER VI. 

TTin WHITE nOJriNO POWPEllEP WITH GOLDEN BEE8. 

** Not seen La Vavasour! — ^mon cher, you have yet to 
live! ” yawned Arthus de Bellus, Vicomt# and Chambollan 
du Roi, wiping his long ]x^rfamod moustaches as he rose 
from a baccarat table, and drank down some iced Chamberlin 
from a buffet near at hand. . 

Cards and Napoleons lay on the table in confusion in 
Strathmore's room at Meurice's; four or five men had lieen 
dining with him, and htMi been playing baccarat for the last 
hour or two, as more piquant than the olives and more taste- 
ful than the Burgunaies they had trifled With and left. 

It was about twelve montfis since his run down the Moldan ; 
affairs threatening to the peace of Western Ettroi>e had kept 
bon much longer than the h#d imagined, and this was the 
first night of his arrival in Paris, free for a little time after 
hift ^legotiarious with Prince Michel, though he meant to 
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lenTe ag«l& for Baden as rood ha the races veie ran ai 
OiantiUT, irhere his wn chestant, Mar^ale, stood a good 
seccsad &t the Fi^dh D&chy. 

“ Tii iB tii!$ !” he said, Ijing back in his ^•ohair and 
a leaf ronnd his cigarette ; “ My life don’t hang in 
wtaoen’s thank Heaven ! I can exist cmfortably 
withont se^g your divine Yarasonr fbr the next tventy 
years, if t^t’s aU, and by that time I snspect nobody ■will 
oaia much about seeing her ; your superb Helen will be 
like most other Helens of a certain age then ; decolletoe to 
a disadvantage, ruddled with rouge, jealous of her daughters, 
aM fet (or Bci'aggy), d faire fremir!” 

“ Blasphemer, hold your tongue!” cried Bellus, “ What 
a future for La Vavasour ! She would poison herself with a 
bonbon, or die of a bouquet of heliotrope, before she’d exist 
for such a degradation !’' 

“ Tres cher, she may be a siroilod hcanfy, but she can’t 
change the laws of nature. Breidenbach luid Bulli haven’t 
the Bm>age de Ninon in their toeasnry, and to be steeled 
i^ainst and disenchanted with the loveliest mistress, one has 
only to remember — witatshe will be!” 

“ Or — to see what slie is, sometimes, even will do," laughed 
theVicomte: “En grande tenue, what lovely. figures they 
have ! but the embonpoint is dreadfully fictitious with oer< 
tain divinities we know ! ” 

“ And so is the bloom ! However, so that they look well 
that’s all they think about, since it’s wliat they’re bought 
up on in Belgravia as in la BohAme. Lady Ida and the 
vespasie alike kgep themselves under a glass cose to their 
buyers until the money’s down ! ” laughed Strathmore, “ I 
always make up my mind, though, to enamel, &c. ; 1 
should die of a mistress who was bile, and their wit’s 
rarely worth much till they’ve come toi, their first touch 
i(rf rouge." 

“ The Lady Vavasour is alon^ an exception ; her bloom 
is hm: own — as yet ; but her mots are perfection. Tou 
must see her, Strathmore; sbe’ll make you recant that 
heterodoxy.” t 

** I don’t the least think she wijl,” said Straibrnore, giving 
to one of the gold pie^ : “My dear Arthus, *I Itave 
Mira to many of those divme brauties, those dames du 
ttoiide^ raose Helens h la mode. I admire tocm; ih^ ate 
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dolight&lfy lH«dl« ib^ hare, .cbanomg mhuHlderiei, asp 

pei^ly ^antSat, eo^iea, Uresa, d ^f^tkre ^liaftaa; ika& asa 
chaming to talk to m iheir ova houdidis, vini^ ihe Jtght 
ia half veiled, and ejea the eame; sch admindde 
when you vaut a little lore d mth Oi^ deli> 

cately scented Vith ieuqmi, and with pkaaaat . ^afioBito as 
elastic as india-mbber. I admire thmn; b^l have seem 
BO many ; there can be nothing so vary ndir in the 'ealo&e t 
Yonr exquisite Marchioness may be the best of the km4 
bat then-K>!mJaiow6 the kind so well! Wha vasshe^l^f 
the-by?” ! 

“ Weill nobody knows exactly," eaid Lyatar Qage, ^ the 
British Legation, reluctant to admit such a flaw in thaa idid 
as that she had not a pedigree to flatter in the face of the 
world, blazoned with bezants of gold, and rich in heraMio 
quarterings : “ When she appeared at St. Petqrsbm’g, yw 
know she was already Marchioness of Vavasour ; it was said 
that the Marquis ha^ manied her in the Manritins when she 
was liftecn — those Creole.s are women so early. I never 
heard anything more definite, bat his eixteem qaarterings 
are quite wide enough to cover any defloimiim^ and her 
divine beauty did the rest; — she became the fathiem at 
once„ and §he has reigned tlie queen of pleasures, cappoes, 
and the salons ever since, here. Her circle is a* exclusive as 
the Princesse de Lnrine's ; it is only plain women who dure 
to hint her as ‘ adventuress.’" 

“ Adventuress ! — adventurer 1 That is the name the 
world gives any man or woman who da^es to be (dever, 
brilliant, or successful out of tire old ro^ine I The world 
must have its revenge 1 Society falls dora before the Jog* 
gemaut of a Triumpii, but, an revanch, it Mways throwa 
stones behind it. I detest Creoles — Aose blaii^'hrowed, 
lazy, inert women, who have fattened on migar»canm^ and 
learned to scold slaves instead of to speUl I idmU.not 
admire yonr matchless ^ress.” . 

“ Peste !" said the GMmbellan da Roi, setUim the dim 
mond stud in his wristband ; “ If you dm% ytmll be the 
first man in Europe who’s diraved her. The htotort any of 
them can do is only to let^eir tyw be damsle^ and not lose 
%ur heads. As Till]|said^of G-nstavos, ‘e’est nn jonem 
eontie qtii de rim perore mt de beaneoup gagnm* It ii 
Indi^ Lmd Varefloar is no Gmrges Dandto 
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Bah ! 8d ha p^ve her hie rank, and gets rewafiledwith 
dishonour ! It’s always tho wajr ! That’s the common coin 
in whi(^ wiree pay their gratitude,” laup^ed Strathmore, 
with a da^ of disgust. 

" Dishonour? Fie, fie, Strathmore!” cri^d the Earl of 
Lechmere, a good-natured fellow, in the Coldstrearas : “No- 
body uses those coarse, ugly, dictionary words now-a-days, 
esoept when one wants to get up a duel. Vavasour’s a wise 
man, and doesn’t ask the character of his lovely wife’s 
ca|rriceB and coquetries. They sign a mutual Roving Com- 
mission, and don’t trouble each other to know where the 
cruise extends. Besides, madame’s amitids may bo only 
friendship 5 some say so. and swciu* she’s so heartless, that 
her pretty, dainty brodequins dance fire-proof over red- 
hot ploughshares that would sear tenderer feet to the 
bone.” 

“ I don’t believe in miracles, thank yon!” said Ch^teau- 
Renard, of the Guides : “ She must get scorched en passant, 
at any rate. How metaphorical you are, tr6s eher, and your 
metaphor’s remarkably inappropriate ; ploughshares are for 
raart^B, and madam will never be a martyr, however many 
martyrs she may make. You’ll see her to-night, Strathmore, 
I expect, but if she don’t unmask ” 

“ The sun will stay behind a cloud. Very well ! I shall 
midnre it. I never exist on that sort of rays at any time. I 
don't feel the slightest interest in your Creole coquette, 
Bellus. Fm getting tired of Mondes one confounds so 
easily with Demi'^nonde, and Arisixicrates that arc so near 
allied to Anonym^ I should rather have liked those old 
limes when • noble women were chaste,’ end dishonour got a 
haste of cold steel. Jim, vour hu.sband is as obliging as 
Galba to Maecenas! The lady goes to Baden ‘till the 
gossip’s blown over,’ and her lord is disoseetly silent, and 
doesn’t trouble himself to notice what goes on before his 
eyes. Unless, indeed, he thinks bemoan tom the scratch <m 
his scutcheon to pecuniary account, and make out of the 
dim. con. a neat little sum to stop the hole in his exchequer, 
or cover his Goodwood debts ; he becomes as anxious 
as his counsel to prove his oim dishonour, and take 
thft W-rdqmndent’s money wi^h aediuckling compassion 
far^^^the wr devil that’s bought the damaged article 
lem doesn't know very well what to do with itl iniat's 
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tbe flfyle in England, and i^ese Yayaeonrs are 'of 

nfl.^ ^ 

“ Qm U diahh U prmne, StaathmMo!" cried Bdlns ■ 

Don’t be so bitter ! What would yon haTO the husband 
do ? If he’s a gentleman," he keeps quiet, and yoft Bnglirfi 
are nerer quiet, unless it’s ‘ made worth your while.’ Fom*io 
much more fit for the Middle Ages than you are fi» the pre- 
sent day.” ' 

" I think I am. Things were called by theiriright names 
then ; men sharpened their steel, and struck a straight^ 
swift blow ; now they sharpen their pen, and wound in the 
back, sheltered under a shield of anonymity. Them they had 
‘honour,’ and held it at the sword’s jmint; now they’ve 
‘mock morality,’ have lawyers to defend it (wliich is some- 
thing like giving an artificial lily to a sweep to keep nn- 
soiled), and trade in their shame, and ask for. ‘costs’ for 
every stain, from a blackened eye to a blasted name ! Ca- 
ramba ! this claret is corked!” 

“ Uncommonly inconvenient times ; yonr fovourite ones, 
though, tr&s chW,” said Lechmere, taking some maruns 
glac^es: “One would be in perpetuak hot water. Fancy 
an inch of cold steel waiting lor ns at the bottom of 
every, csca^iw derob/, and an iron ganntlet dashed on our 
lips every time we laughed away a lady’s rotation ! 
Where should we all be? It woixld be horribly trouble- 
some.” 

“ No doubt ! We’re much wiser now. We chat amicably 
:n the clubs with the husband after leaving madame’s dress- 
ing-room. I don’t dispute oar expedienqj- ; it’s a quality in 
Hio highest cultivation in liie age ; even Aspasia, while she 
"jsughs over her own domi vertu in the evening, takes the 
(loinmunion like a devotee in the morning, to w^h*away her 
.sins in Sacrameatal Tent. Apropos of Aspasia, Ymmon- 
Cade onsse is fettered hand and foot by Viola Y6f she 
boasts that die will mi^ a Peer of France every &tim»fr 0 . 
Take care of yourself, BelluS !” 

“ Tes, for she’ll keep her boast, the little demon !” 
lauf^ed tlie Vicomte ; “ She might begin with a more pixt- 
fi^AWe speculation than Abe ‘ Duca senaa Docati,’ to La 
Harillia calls him ; Ca4erouffie is all but ‘ gone.’ I wish he 
would stnadi quite ; I should bid for that Petitdfc'anuft-boi 
of bis, the Ariadne h Naxos.” 
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"So much £» Mendshipl Take a piaoh oat of m« 
Buuff-box to-day, and bid for it to-morrow ; with me oa 
MoadOT, and epecnlate on my rades on Tnesday 1 1 think 
yoaH hare your widi, Arthua Ve would ruin a million 
naire, and will make very short work of Caderooese. She 
shoald net Tchemeidoff ; Bnssians are the best prey ; the 
Rosi^res revel in their roubles, and the lords of the serfs 
are the slaves of the serail,” said Strathmore, as his guests 
rose to leave and dress for a bal mascj^mi in the Faubourg 
St. Germain, at the Duchcsse de Luilhier’s, an inauguratrix 
of a thousand modes that passed the time for her own 
thorough-bred set, and served for talk for half Paris. 
“ What are you all going for ? It’s so early yet— onlj 
eleven. Baccarat is better than a ball, though it « one of 
Marie de Luilhicr’s ; those things all bore one so after (me's 
first season.” 

"Horridry!” yawned Ledimere: “hut one’s on the 
treadmill, and one must tramp along with it, that's the 
worst.” 

“ Stay and play, Lechmerc,” said Strathmore. “ You’re 
all going, I do believe, for the salco of this Vatvasonr. For 
shame, Bellus ; et tu Brute ! I did think better of you, on 
my life. 1 never dreamt that sort of thing survived m any- 
body after twenty.” * 

“You haven’t .seen her,” said the Vicomlc, pettishly. 
“ Bah ! she does •«vliat she likes with one.” 

“ A very self-evident fact, trds cher ! If you like to be 
slaves of a domineering, lazy Creole, &e it ; I don’t under- 
stand yoDi taste,* that’s all ; but then I suppose I’m excep- 
tional altogether ;1 don’t like olives, and I don’t care about 
women.” 

“ Quite right,” swore the Earl, under his moustaches ; 
“ both of ’em make you buy the nice ros% flavor with too 
salt a bitterness.” 

“ 1 dmift know anything about the bitterness, thank God , 
I never travelled to that stage,”* lafl^ed Strathmore : “but 
(dives tempt one to drink, and women tempt one to weak- 
ness.. and when either the love «r the brandy’s taken too 
Stmi^ loM our heads and te)^ our secrets $ and, on th* 
wtole, I think two bottles less detrimental than one wmuun ’ 
jf^Wiue steals eur wits, but Iftdilsh does urorsef— b^ua* 
a tongue to ask questions.'*^ 
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“ Devil take yonr philoeopby-’’ 
liien oblig4. 1 aoii*t vnsh any devil to take ft, iaale on 
female, Betohe^ wr Meliismo. * My mind to me a king- 
dom is.’ I Shonld be qwcially sorry for any inidB to w, 
made' on it.” 

“I bet yon fifty to one, Strath, yon adore La Tavaaour 
when you see her.” 

“If This Yavasonr tyrant. 1 bet yon^ a thousnod to 
one I don’t even admire her.” 

“In Naps?— -done! It’s a heavy bet, mtm ami,” wd 
Ch&teau-Bcnard, entering the vr^er in a littft damty 
jewelled book, a gift of S. A. R., the volage, and im( mi 
peu mdiscriie Princcsse de Lurine. 

“ And a very safe one for me,” said Strathmore, with a 
slight yawn : “ if you don’t m^e your wagers more dis- 
creetly, Armand, it’s not much to be wondered at that yon 
come to grief at Sartory and ChantiUy as you do.- An revolt, 
if you wiU go. We meet again at Philippi, I suppose, in an 
hour ? ” 

“ I promised the Sabrenr to give him correct notes of the 
Yavasonr. I must notice her if she comes hme to-nijdit,” 
thoimht Skidhmore, as he lay back in a docmense mfore 
the fire, when he was left mone, finishing his cigareftte, 
whilefthe firelight danced on the marble bromse and ormolu 
of the mantlepiece, and the gas shone on the gold lying on 
the table, and on the wines &at stood in a dozen decanters 
on the console; “I can picture her perfectly — a tawney, 
large, black browed, volnptuons woman, silent, sensual, 
handsome, heavy, with a brow of Egypt, a^Tuno figure, tmd 
a West Indian languor. She ia&es because of her lumrious 
outline and her Creolo indolence, and because ^e’s a new 
style, and has done two clever strokes of diplomacy, by prar- 
Buadiug an English Peer to marry her, and a ihoroa^it4rad 
set to make her Queen of the Ton. She must hfive been 
very' adroit — ^these silent, still-Ufe women often covmrmatdi- 
less finesse; nobody snsiects them of the maanfimture tili 
the web is woven. What conld the Marquis be abotft i 
However, be was three parts a fool, they used to say, 1 
think, and wmen make idiots of wiser men, if <mce they’re 
allowed to have their owtfway. I dare ray bisyadbt an- 
chored off Mardnique, tnd one day, when he was .very hot 
and rerj languid, mtenselj| bored, and had drunk a good 
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deal of brandy* tliis Avoman bad him alone in a veraud^ 
where she lay fanning herself amidst a pile of flowers, with 
the air scented with pastilles, and everything planned to 
, take him in a moment of weakness, and looked so handsome 
that she did what she liked with him, and made him say 
what he couldn't unsay. So much is done in that sort of 
^ way ; there would be no marriages at all if mefi kept their 
' heads cool always, but they’re taken at a disadvantage, just 
after dinner, when they’re laxy, and would consent to any- 
thing ; or after the champagne at supper, when tliey talk 
nonsense they’d never have committed themselves to at 
noon ; or in the whirl of a waltz, when the turns of the 
dance turn their heads ! If we were always wiiat we are 
betwx*en hreeddast and luncheon, wo should never do any 
bStises at all. We’re cold after our matutinal nuicha. but 
we’re easily fooled after our dinner coflee. What defy in 
the morning light, we yield to in the moonlight. 'Women 
know that ; this Lady Vave sour, I dare say, lured her lord 
into his declaration when the stars weitj sinning on the 
mango-gi’oves and on the green sea-vines, or perhaps, more 
likely, she was a nouvelk riche^ and brougli t him money. Men 
barter their good blood now-a^days ; soiling the scutcheon 
don’t matter if they gild over the dirt;wedon*t sell our 
souls to the Devil in this age, we’re too Ohrh^Uan, we seU 
them to the Dollar ! ” 

With which 8atir!v?al rcflecHon on his times, and his 
order drilling through his mind, Strathmore’s thoughts 
floated onward to a piece of statecraft then numbered 
among the delicate diplomacies and intricate embroglie of 
Europe, whose moves absorbed him as the tinesses of a 
problem absorb a skilful chess-player, and from thence 
stretched onwards to his future, in which he lived like all 
men of dominant ambition far more than he lived in bis 
present. It was a future^ brilliant, secure, brightening in 
its lustre, and strengthening in its i>ower, w ith each suc- 
eessive year ; a ftiture which ws^ not to him as to most 
wrapped in a ebiaro’seuro, with but points of luminance 
gleaming through the mist, but in whose cold glimmering 
he seemed to see clear a(hd distinct, as we see each 
obfeet of the far-off landscape iptand out in the air of a 
win tor’l. noon, every thread t^at hcr.ghould gather uf>, every 
point to wdiich he should pass onwaid ; a futuzt 
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singalar and dbaractenstic, in wMch state-power was tbe 
single «nbition marked out, from which the love of women 
was banished, in which pleasure and wealth were as little 
regarded as in Laoedacmon, in which age would be oour^ 
not dreaded, since with it alone would come added dominion, 
over the minds of men, and in which, as it stn^ed oat 
before him, failure and alteration were alike impossible. 
What, if he lived, could destroy a Mure that would be 
solely dependent on, solely ruled by, himself f By his own 
hand alone would his future be fashioned ; would he hew out 
any shape save the idol that pleased him ? Whea we hold 
the chisel ourselves, are we not secure to have no enw in 
the work ? Is it likely that our band will slip, that the 
mai’blc wo select will be dark-veined, and brittle, and im- 
pm'c, that the blows of the mallet will shiver onr handi- 
worl^ and that when we plan a Milo— god of strength^we 
shall but mould and sculpture out a Laocodn of torture ? 
Scarcely ; and Strathmore held the chisel, and, certain of 
his own skill, was as sure of what he shonld make of liib as 
Benvenuto, when he bade the molten metal pour into tiie 
shape that he, master<craflsman, had fashioned, and mve 
to the sight of the world the Winged Perseus. But 
Stratlimore did not remember what Cellini did— chat one 
%w might m»r the whole ! 

The rooms were ^llcd when he ascended the staircase and 
entered the first of that suite of superb salons where Madame 
de Luilhiers gathered about her her own particular and ex- 
clusive set, and reigned sai>reme. Her ball was a replica of 
a dal (k I’opera, yfiih a dash of the brilliance pf the Eegentgr, 
a time the Duchess loved to lesuscatatc ; sciuidal, indeed 
said -that she loved it so well that she enacted the r^le of 
t l>e Marquise de Parab^re with a descendant of Monseigneux 
d'Orleaus ; but, iaisom mus, scaudtd is ever indiscreet, and 
never true, we know, save here and there, when it hits the 
iefencolcBS, or besmears the fallen, or so delicately stabs 
our bosom friend that w^ haven’t heart to forswear itt 
The low hum of many voices, that sound which, subdued 
and harmless as the musical hum of gnats, yet husases away 
the peace of entire lives, a&d murmurs deathddows to a 
Myriad ^ reputations, fiUech the rooms as he moved slowly 
thruugh'Hie throng of ^jsttcripg dominoes, broider^ wita 
gold or studded with jowe^ while brilliaat eyes smiled 
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noognition m turn tbrongb t^ir maskB^and idtty badbuige 
was whispeted fco him by fair incognite. 

“ Dmicsdiy like life, mon cher — eh ? , People take advan- 
tage of ^sgtdse to slander at their ease, and under a meek 
the dastard grows daring, and whispers a scandal, or — 
what^s as bad— a truth ! Very like life ! Under the domino 
how snavelT they stab their foes, and unrecognized in the 
vicinity of his dear friends, how secure a man is to over- 
hear them damning his name!” laughed Strathmore to 
Ohktean-Eenand as he passed him in the vestibule,* and 
went on to chat with the Gomtesse de Ohantak a bewitch- 
ing little bmne, who had confided to him the color of her 
adorable rose domino, and would quickly have been recog- 
nized without any other guide than her bright marmoset 
eyes. 

•‘The domino gives one the pwdlege of hmm-fairt 
and laiaaee-farkr ; it would be very pleasant if the world 
were one long bal masqu^,” said Madame la Comtesse, 
letting the eyes in question rest on him wth coquettish 
brilliance, for Strathmore was much courted by the sex he 
oontemned. 

" Madame ! I think it is one. Who is there in it with- 
out a disguise ? ” he answered her, laughing, as they moved 
on to the ball-room through the’ crowd of titled rcaskcij, 
while the music echoed from the distance, and the lights 
gleamed on the gorgeous dresses of those bidden to the 
Duchesse’s fete it la Kegencc. 

“ Who, indeed ! Noi even Lord Cecil Stratlimore, since 
he disdains women, yet he flirts with one ! ” murmured a 
winsperathis side. 

‘*Mais qtti neus pctrMt alors, Cecil?” said the Com- 
tesse, slightly disgusted with the style of the attack. 

“Some one of your Court jealous of my distinction, 
madamu,” laughed Strathmore, os he thought to himself, “ I 
would swear the voice was a woman’s,” and turned to see 
who had jceoognised him with km mask on. Among ihe. 
crowd of dominoes near, the one closest to him was white,' 
powde^ with golden bees. 

“ Fi done i ditait une femJas ; a man would have at 
tacked mo, not you,” said Madame de Chantal, giving hiir ' 
a blow, of her flm, a littlU) jealous of the donuno tha 
Btrathnnoi'e’s eyes were tracking : more jealous still, whei 
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dexterously disentejigliiig biioself from ha, he lefb ber 
with Bellus, aad Mowed the white domino in its swift 
passage throogh the crowd, that would hare hem a crush 
in any other salons than those of the Hdtel Lnilhifirai 
followed on an impulse vague and irremstible, as he had 
never before followed the voice of a woman. Wth What- 
ever swiftness and dmcterity he traced her, she peipetnUlly 
eluded him ; though she never turned her .head, he would 
have sworn she knew he was pursuing her (women, him 
dies, know all that goes on bddind them), and she seemod 
to take a perverse delight in winding in and eutinta' 
niinable mazes, and in letting him approadi her only to 
escape him; the white folds of the domino, with its 
glittering golden bees fluttering in the hght, ever witiiin 
tantalizing reach, and ever at provoking distance. At 
last, when he was tired of the chase, and on the point of 
giving it up, her own passage was obstructed ; he pn^ed 
hastily forward and overtook her in the Pavilion de Hoe, 
a winter garden, where Marie de Luilhiers had the tropics 
reproduced under glass in all their Oriental heat and 
Oriental fragrance, and in which the maskers were moving, 
amidst the broad leaves and glowing creepers of the East, 
while the falling waters of innumerable fountains cooled the 
■air, ahd subflued lights gleamed through the dork tropical 
foliage, like fire-flies in a palm grove. 

“ If I disdain all women, 1 have followed one. Belle 
dame, whoever you be, Imay trust your reproof to me shows 
some sign of interest in him you condemned,” whispered 
Str.'itlimore in her ear, * 

Though she had penetrated his disguise, he could not 
penetrate hers ; shronded in her domino she defied detec- 
tion, and by her voice he could not recognize her in the 
least. He only saw, as she turned her head, that her eyes 
laughed, shining Brightly as stars, and that the lovely mouth 
below her mask had the bloom of youth on its lips, like the 
soft bloom on an untoucliSd peach, 

^ “ Not at ell ! You are far too presamptnous, aad if you 
disdain all women, you camjpt care what cme of fliaa thinks 
jf you. You have only pursued me becanse Telnded you ; 
ive beai yon best, ‘m fi%mi eomm let Seffthee.’ Mon« 
aime is j^rfectly right.* • 

Her vdee had a sound in it fiamiliar to him; but uot 
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bmiliw enough to he reooipuzaJjle in h<nr disgnm Slie 
baffled aU i^toeHon, iffOYocatire as were tho Inmiuous e^es 
sbining on him throngh her ma^, tmd tlio langhii^ lips, 
like two roses d’amour, which were all tliat the envious 
gmsqnerade gave to view, 

“ I hafc pursued you to leam who honors me by for- 
bidding me to flirt. Presumption or not, hello inoonnue, 

I ^all construe its interdict, as it flatters me most You 
recognized me even in domino ; tliere must be some elective 
affinity between us ! ” 

iJeme whatever, I knew you by your eyes, T^ord Ckscil. 
What does your legend say ? — 

* Swift, .‘^ileiit, Striitiiiuorfi’s eyes 
Are fathomless and darkly wise ; 

No wife nor lemau Bees them Kmilc, 

Sibve at bright steel and statenrai't wile ; ^ 

•And when they lighten, foes are wdr<*, 

The shrive is short, the shroud is thciu.’ ” ' 

The words startled him, spoken by tlic lips of the lair 
mask in the gay salons of the IWtcl Luilhiers ; they wei’e 
the burden of a rhyming chronicle, old as Pkn tho Ploivman 
— a wild, dark legend, still among the cradle songs of his 
Gountry and the chronicles of his own household. It was 
strange to hear here, in Paris, in the gay revelry of the 
fete jV la Regeuce, Avords wliich he thondit had never tra- 
velled beyond the woods of Wliitc LaJieH, which he luul 
never remembered since the clays of his boyhood ! Who 
could she be who knew liim bo well ? 

“Bello amie,*^lie said, bending his head to her as they 

C edund^r the fragrant aisles of the wiuier garden, “ you 
er me more and more ! I must, at least, have aoino 
interest for you, since you know by heart my family le- 
gends and the look of my eyes I We cannot possibly be 
strangers™*’^ 

“ PerhaiB we arc enemies ! ” interrupted the mask, the^ 
sapphires gloaming here and thero^on her domino, flashing 
them mm beams in the light : “ The- instinct of enmity is 
qmeter them that of friendslnp or of love, you Icnow, all tlm' 
world through* How did you Bend Prince Michel to yotlr . 

few months ago ? by p%ing on the subtlest and 
(lU^st Of human passions — ^revenge^ ” ; . 

** The deuce { is she a witch or a clairvoylauto 1 ” thought 
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Strathmore, fairly astounded. The policy ho had pm^sued 
md been closely kept, if ever the tactics of diplomacy had 
Deen so. “WTio had betrayed them to this Domino BWc ? 
iVho was this Domino Blanc that she knew them ? The 
vnly woman who could haye penetrated their intricamea 
was that modern De Longueville, the Prineesse 4c Lurine ; 
but the princess was a brune^an olive-cheeked daughter 
of Sardinia, and ilic delicate chin of the which (save 
the rose lips) was all he could see of his clairvoyaate nu- 
known, was white as the skin of the fairest blonde. 

Did you think your state secrets wei'e unknown, I^ord 
Ocdl ? ” she whispered rapidly, her bright eyes dancing 
with malicious ainus(3ment : “ Bah 1 even a swift, silent 
Strathmore cannot ilcfy a ’woman, you see. If we are not 
good for very much in this w^orld, we are good for med^ 
dling and Ibr espionage. We arc the best detectives in the 
world, only w’C can’t hold our tongues — we cah’t keep the 
Kcci-ets when we have learned them. We are so proud of 
our stolen nuts that wc crack them m pUin jour^ instead 
of keeping tluuu to enjoy in the darkness of night, as you 
wise men do ! ” 

‘‘ Oaniinba, madame I ” laughed Strathmore, looking down 
into her glittering eyes : “I think it is a popular error that 
your* sex cilmiot keep a secret ; you guard your otvn mo^ib 
admirably for a lifetime, if you deem it politic ; it is only 
the secrets of others that you betray ! ” 

He had no under-meaiiiug, no hidden innuendo iu the 
satire on her sex, but, for an instant, the bright eyes of 
the White Domino were clouded and angri|j^ troubled. 
rerhai)S he had struck without knowing it, on some jarring, 
chord ; perhaps she was startled for the moment lest 
diould have encountered clairvoyance, m VBvmiM* Thm 
—she laughed, i^gay, fantastic chime of mellow laughter. 

Those who ixre wise trust us ; those who are unwise 
pique us by drawn veils and forbidden fruits. A woman 
IS never so exasperated* as wlien she is refused— of course 
A spurs her to her mettle, and into what in bolted and 
^n*ed from her she will eiiter by a chiuk> eoftte quo coUte. 

letter, and we looljLinto it by a corner shut a door, 
kperm pass through by the keyhole ; tell us a thing is 
pfoison, and wo, taste it* as it it were elixir. No book is m 
imgerty read as one you forbid Os j no secret is so quickly 
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fonad out us you taboo to us. If you do uot wish ras 
to learn all about the Voltura embroglio, you will tell 
with a good grace, what private instructions D^Arrelio 
received from Turin ; you were with him this morning ! 

She whispered it very softly, where they stood beside 
one of the fountains, Ming with measured murmur into 
its marble basin, and casting its silvery spray high up 
amon|:st the soai'let blossoms and the luxuriant foliage of 
the Eastern creepers. The Voltura embroglio ! thatintri* 
cate knot of Anglo-Praneo-Ttalian intrigue, whose slightest 
threads bad never been dro]»ped save in the privacy of tin 
most secret bureaux ! Who the deuce coula she be, ail 
how could she come by that ? Witch, clairvojante, politi 
cal intrigante, whatever she might be, he would havi 
defied her to have probed that most secret of diplomatic 
secresies, and know of a visit paid to the envoy of Turin 
by a side-door and an emlier lUrobe ! This mystic ma~ 
giaimm baflaed him utterly ! She knew his own move- 
ments — she knew his own tnouglits — she even knew the 
seca^et moves of the great chess-player at the Tuileries, 
who had Europe for his chess-board ! Strathmore was 
piqued, excited, provoked ; he had never been so impatient 
in his life ; he could almost have forsworn all the courte- 
sies of masquerade, and have tom off by force ine envious 
mask which hid from his sight the face of his mys- 
terious clairvoyantc, and which shrouded 'every feature 
save the sweet, sensuous, mutinc mouth, that only made 
concealment the more cruel ! 

“Tlie sure way to win whatever you wish, and heat 
whatever you seek, ina belle, would be to iwomiso removal 
of your cruel masir as a recompense ; none could resist such 
a bribe, let their probity be what it would he whispered 
her, eagerly. ^ 

He by no means intended to confess' to the accuracy of 
her Voltura knowledge ; it might pe but the clever guess- 
work of a feminine politician, fl^ung out to entrap him h"ap* 
bmrd. 

How rash yon are !” cried ^he Domino Blanc, inter . 
ruptihg him misclnevously : “ I may bo wrinkled, haggard, 
^d eusictolled, for anything yop can.W ; I may be a TSinqn 
of seven tvj lit T)u Deffand coquetting in my eightieth year, 
« female lffirab(Jau pitted with ■*anall-pox and yellow with 
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ijyspepsia. Unmasked, I should havo lost, the charm that 
only goes with tlie Unseen. Thank you I I am too wise to 
part with it ! ** 

‘"I am anything but rash, and you are anything bul 
wise,” persisted Strathmore; ‘'One guesses the perfec- 
tion of the statue by tlie little that is nuveiied j the beauty , 
of the volume by the gnice of the vignette that peeps 
through the uncut leaves ! Enamel, ma2amc> eould no 
more have given the bloom to your lips than their bloom 
to those blossoms, and those eyes would not be so danger- 
ously eloquent unless they were washed with the morning 
dew of their dawn !” 

" Ohaiming compliments ! ” langhed the mask, striking 
him on tlie arm with the jewelled sticks of her fan : “ But 
you only flatter my beauty to have your curiosity gratificKh 
J t is not to see my face, Lord Cecil, but to find out who 
whispers to you of your tete-tVk^te with Arrelio that you 
would like my mask olf. J/. nwn diplomat, I take your flat- 
tery at its worth ! ” 

Then you do injustice to yourself and to me,” whispered 
Stratlimore, urgently, tantalized and provoked to the hist 
degi’ec by a woman who knew so much of himself and would 
h't him know nothing of her : " Your hand alone is iu- 
signiit and tjqic of what the tout ensemble would be were it 
only unmasKed. Those Titania-like fingem must have face 
find form to match witlir^hcm* Do you not think your 
mask is as cruel as the closest veil of the Odalisque, sinc^e, 
like that, it only shows us enough to m^ke us wistfully 
iream of all we are denied ? ” 

“ Gracjefully turned ! were it only sincere ! ” answered 
the White Domino, her low, musical, mocking laugh echo- 
ing softly where they stood by the fountain, whore ‘ th^j 
liiiht of the lamgs was shaded by the fantastic ferns and 
tun-like leaves of the profuse Oriental foliage that drooped 
around. “But with Lord Cecil Strathmore it is only 
flattery, adroit and diplomatic, to find out who has the 
clue to his secret interview with Arrelio I .Neither the 
mask nor the veil are cruelties to you 5 you jeai'o nothing 
for what they shroud ; a^d as tor dreaming of what is 
denied -to you, you wm^d disdain so poetical a weakness, 
uifless the denial involved a^state secret; then, indeed, it 
haunt your sleep a little 1 Listen, iiord Cecil I I 
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know your diplomacies, see if I Imow you pemonally ; 
You are ambitious, but with a singular and lofty ambition, 
in which wealth has no share. You disdain gold as the 
dm de la roiure^ and seek power alone. You are cold, and 
proud of your coldness, as of the polish of steel that hfw 
never been diinmed. You prize friendship, but disdain 
love as the playlliing of fools and the dalliance of dotards* . 
You look oil life as tlio clay, and on men as the plaster 
through whom you, master-craftsman, will fashion the 
shape that pleases you without a flaw, ductile and plastic 
lo every turn of your hand. You love fiiuisse, sway 
dominance ; you ai’C independent of sympathy ; you ar«k 
perfectly and presumptuously self-reliant ; you have tlu 
profound subtle intellect of the old Italian statesmen . 
jicrhaps you have their swift, dark, relentless passion, too , 
but, if so, it slumbers — as jet, as it slumbered wiihtlicm 
till it was time to strike. You are like the Sbrathmores 
of White liadies, line by line, feature for feaiairo, and with 
their physiognomy inherit their clmnicter, Mm, am 1 
clairvoyante or not ? Tell me ! 

She spoke in a low, sweet whisper, bending towards 
him with her luminous eyes shining on him through her 
mdsk, while the sapphires flashed their azure ^ rays in the 
light, and the mystical, monotonous music of ‘the fountain 
murmured on and on, and the scarlet flowers of the East- 
ern creepers swung against the glittering, snowy folds of 
her domino. With something of the strange, startled 
W'onder with which Surrey saw his love sliadow^ed out on 
the Mirour of Oranmryc, Strathmore heard his character 
drawn in the unerring words of the mysterious mask. A 
moment before lie would have sworn that no living crea- 
ture, save, perhaps, Bertie Erroll, could have known him 
so well ; and the portraiture, exact to ^the life in eveiy 
line, startled him as we nuiy have been startled coming 
suddenly upon an unseen mirror that gives us back our 
own reflection in every trait ana in a strong light. He 
Btretched out his hand to her, his grasp involuntarily closing 
on the folds of the domino. • 

‘‘Clairvoyante or not, you an enchantress ! and I 
must know who has studied ^e sfi miraculously before we 

f ort. ITnnn^k ma belle. I cannot let you go unkuom 
will notr ^ 
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She laughed the laugh sweet as mtisie, that had eomo* 
thing TUeoacmg ai^d mocking in its s(^ subdued carillon. 

“mt yon must, by the rule® of all laasqnetades. I am 
like Eros, I must be adored unseen ; bring light to nuTell 
me, and I shall take wing I Will you lament as rinoerely 
as Psyche ? Adieu ! ” 

With a swift, sudden movument, ere he could detain 
her, the white folds slid from his hand, add she had flnt- 
ter^ away, as though she literally took wing like the Eros 
she spoke of, floating oif under the tropical folii^ like** 
some rich-plumaged 6 ird, the gold-flowered domino brush- 
ing through the dark glossy leaves as she passed. As 
iwiftly Strathmore pursued; but before it was possible to 
overtake lier, a group of dominoes had surrounded her, 
and on the arm of one of them she had passed so rapidly 
out of the Pavilion de Flore, that ere he could follow lie 
was lost in the throng. 

Who eould slic be ? Who could know him so well while 
she was unknown to him ? Her air, her voice, her cyt®, 
were half familiar while yet strange, and the mask might 
have effectually disguised his best-known ftiend. Tet, as 
he recalled those who alone could have spoken thus to 
him» he rycctcd them all ; this mvstcrions clurroyante 
could 1)1! none of them. The lost \Vhite Domino piqued 
him. Soft voices challenged him with witty toots, fair, 
ma.slcers kept liim talking to them that light, brilliant badin- 
age that women live on, as hnmming-birds on farina, and 
bees upon lioney ; eyes diizzling as hers wooed lam ten- 
derly through their masks ; but Strathmore was haunted 
by one woman, to the exclusion of all the rest ; he sought 
her unceasingly through the Luilhiers’ salons, but always 
in vain. The sweet, sensuous mouth, the luminons eyeS, 
Die thrilling, mu.sical voice and hmgh, that would have 
had magic for others, wore not what piqued hiia; it was 
the strange knowledge, that she had of himself, the uner- 
ring fidelity with wliich die hadlsketohed traits in his 
chaineter that ho himself even had Ictioiyn bnt itf indis- 
tinct shadow till the light of her words W streamed in 
npoa^theto. Had he iselietcd in clairvoyance, he would 
have ‘sworn to it nqp! Jle sought the White Doipino 
perristenWy, ceaselessly, through the crowds tliat filled 
Die rooms ‘for the Dueficssc’s f?(e h la Rdgence— sought her 
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always in Tain. At last, gmng up in. provoked despair 
Vis bootless chase of the azure sapphires and golden bees, 
^hat onlr flashed on his sight in the distance to perpetu- 
ally elude his approach, he leant against the doorwajr of 
one of the oonservafcories, where a breeze reached him, 
^'M)oling the air that was hot with the blaze of the myriad 
lights, and heavy with the odor of perfumes and floors ; 
and stood there looking down the long suite of salons, glit- 
tering with the moving throng of dominoes, and holding 
his mask in his hand, so that the ligl^t fell full upon the 
peculiar Vandyke-like character of his head, rendered the 
more striking by the dark violet of his masquerade dress 
and the diamonds that studded it. He was provoked, 
impatient, interested more than ever he had been in his 
whole life — save once— and he was annoyed with himself 
that he had so mismanaged the affair as to let tlie Domino 
Blanc slip from his hands. He was annoyed with himself, 
and not less so when, as he stood there, snowy folds swept 
past him, the jewelled handle of a fan struck his arm, and 
a soft voice was m his ear : 

Biveur ! you look like a portrait of the Old Masters ! 
Arc you thinking of the Voltara affair, or of me ? Yon 
will bo foiled with both ; Arrelio will not sign, and I 
shall not unmask I Good-night, Stratlimore ! ' I^erhaps, I 
shall haunt your sleep this morning, as 1 know a state 
secret I ^ 

The words were scaroe whispered before she had passed 
:iim ! Again she eludeil his detention ; again, swift as 
lightning, be pufrued her, this all-mysterious and all-tanta- 
lizing mask ; but destiny was against him. The throng 
parted them, on Austrian Baroness detained him, the trail- 
ing folds of a rose-domino entangled him; .s^^jwas pcr{) 0 - 
tuily at a distance as he foDowed her through the salons, 
whidfi she was then leaving on the arm. of a black domino 
to go to lier carri^, the golden bees glittering, the snowy 
dress fluttering, just far enough off to be provokingly near 
and provokingly distant, as, detained now by this, now 
by tnat, he threaded his way through the interminable 
loMth of the salon^ ante-chambers, cabinete de pdntnre, 
ima reception-rooms in her wakefand passed out into Uie 
stedrease -at the very moment *that %he was desomiding its 
last step ! She bad a crowd about her, following her as 
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wmrtierB follow their Queen, and her were gktaa- 

ing and her white dinnino glittering a^ ahe crossed in a 
blaze of li^t the marble parquet of themagDifieent hall of 
the H6tel Luilhiers. 

“ A' white domino, powdered with gold bees t'Msaii yon 
tell me whose that is, Arthus ? ” asked Ettrathmeuo, eagerly, 
where he stretched over the balustrade as Bellns came oat 
of the Tcstibule, while below, with her masted court about 
her, she passed on to her carriage. 

“ A white domino with golden bees ! ” cried the Viconite t 
“ Pardieu ! you have seen her, then ? ” 

"SeenAer; Seen whom?” 

“ Did she take off her mask ? ” went on Bellas, not heed- 
ing the counter-question : "Did you see her fece ? Did 
you look at her well ? What do you think of her ? ” 

“ Iffr I Whom ? I ask yon who the white domino is. 
Look — quick ! von will catch her before she has passed out 
of the hall. Wliosc domino is that ? ” 

“ That? Nom de Dieu ! that is hem !” 

“ Hers f Curse your pronouns ! She must have a name ! 
Whose ? ” 

“ Peste ! Lady Vavasour 1 You have seen her, tten, at 
last!” 


CHAPTER VII. 

TWO NIGIIT rXCTUBEiS— BY WAXUOIIT, ANB BY 
MOONLIGHT. * 

Mabion, Lady Vavasour and Vans, eat before her 
dressing-room fire (wliich, born in the West Indies, she 
had lighted in summer or winter), watching the eralwrs 
])lay, nestled in the cozy depths of her luxurious chair, 
with a novel open in her lap, and her long shining trasges 
unbound and hanging in a loose, rippled Ihxuriauee as the 
hair of the Vtous i la Coquille. No toilette was so 
becoming as ihe azure neglige of softest Indian tetmre, 
with its profusion of gossa^ncr lace about thfi arujft and 
!)osom, ^hat she wore; ilb ebaussure more bewitching 
tlion the slipper, fontate'callp broidmd witii gold anff 
*earB, into wnidi the foot she held out to the fire tA 
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was tslipped 5 no sanciuaiy for ‘that belle des belles fitter 
and more enticing than the dressing-room, with its rose- 
imdre hangings, its silver swinging lamijs, its toilette- 
table shrouded in lace, its mirrors framed in Dresden, its 
jasper tazze filled with jewels, its gemmed vases fall of 
flowers, its crystal carafes of pcrlumes and bouquets, its 
thousand things of luxury and grace. Uere, perhaps, 
Marion, Lady Vavasour, wim had rarest loveliness at all 
hours, looked her loveliest of all ; and 1101*6 she sat now, 
thinking, while the firelight shone on the dazzling white- 
ness of her skin, on the luminous depths of l\er eves, on 
the shining unbound tresses of her hair, and on the dirr 
inond-studded circlet on her fair left hand that was llic 
badge of her allegiance to one lord, and the signet of her 
title to reign, a Queen of yociety and a Marcliioness of 
Vavasour and Vaux. Her thouglits might well be sunny 
ones; she^vas in the years of her youth and ihc height 
of her beauty ; she hud not a caprice she could not cany 
out, nor a Avish she could not world, deli- 

rious with her fascination and ductile to her magic, let 
her place her foot on its neck and rule it as she would ; 
she was censed with the purple incense of worship wherever 
she moved, and gave out life and death Avith her smile and 
her frown, with a soft Avhisjiered Avord, or a mbue bdudeuse. 
From a station of comparative obscurity, Avhen her existence 
had threatened to i>hss aAvay in insular monotony and 
colonial obscurity, her beauty had lifted her to a dazzling 
rank, and her tact had taught lier to grace it, so that nonci 
could carjA at, but all bowed before her ; so that in a 
il)orongh-bred exclusive set she gave the Liav and made the 
fashion, and conquests unnumberiMl strewed her path 
“ thick as ihc leaves in Vallambrosa.*' 

On her first ap{»carance as Lady Vavasour and Vaux, 
which had been made some six years* before this at St, 
Fetersbuvgli> women had murmured at, and society been 
shy to receive, this exquisite breature, come none kncAV 
W'henoe> bom from no one knew Avliom, with whom the 
world in general conceived |;hat my lord Marquis had 
made a wretched mesalliance i the Marquis being a man 
reprocM as far as blood” went, if u^on some othei 
sr!oi*e' he was not quite so^staithess as might have been. 
But the wprid in very brief time gave way before her 3 
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with iho scc{)to of a matchless loveliness, and the skill of 
a bom tactician, she cleaned all ohstacles, overmled all 0^ 
ponents, bore down all hesitations, silenced all sneers* She 
created a furore, she became the mode ; women might 
blunder her as they would, they could do notliing against 
lier : and in brief time, from her debut of finesse, by 
^\ itcliery, by the double right of her own resistless fascina- 
tion, and the dignity of her lord’s name, Marlon, Marchio- 
nesB of Vavasour and Vaux, was a Tower in the world m 
lashion, and an acknowledged leader in her own spheres 0/ 
ton, pleasure, and coquetry. “ Woman's wit’’ can do any- 
thing if it be given free" run and free scope, and with that 
iiiflescribalile yet priceless quality of her sex she was richly 
fMidowcd. How richly, you W'ill conceive when I say that 
now she Iiad so etrcctiially silenced and bewitched society, 
that in society (save hero and there, where twp or three 
very malicioiis ginndes dames, whom she had outrivalled, 
were gathered together for spleen, slander, and Souchong) 
tlic auestion of her Origin was never now mooted, It 
would, indeed, have been as presumptuous to have debated 
such a (luestion with her as ror the Henries to have asked 
Aphrodite of her birth when the amber-dropping golden 
tresses* and Ahe snowy shoulders rose up from the white 
sea-foam. Lady Va,vasour was Heraelf, and W'as alLsufli- 
c.ienb for herself. Her delicate azure veins were her sangre 
aznl, her fair Avhite hands were her seize quartier^ her 
shilling tresses were her bezants d’or, and her luniinoiis 
eyes her blazonry. Garter King-at-Ams himself, looking 
on her, w^ould have forgotten heraldry, flung* the bare, life- 
less skeleton of jiodigrce to the winds before the living 
beauty, and allowed tliat Venus needs no Pursuivant’s 
marshalling. 

She sat looking into the dressing-room fire, while the 
gleam of the waxliglits wm waim on her brow, and played 
iu the depths of her dazzling eyes ; a pleased smile lingered 
about her lovely lips, and her fingers idly played with the 
leaves of her novel — her thoughts were more amusing than 
its pages* S!ie was thinkiifg over the trium^of the past 
night apd day ; of how shfe had wooed from the Marquis 
d’Aiirelio, for pure insotcianfe curiosity, state sccrots that 
honor and prudence alilce bade him withhold, but which hs 
waa» powerless to deny before her magical wiichery ; of how 
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Ocmstfttitine of Lanaris had followed her from Ath^jos, to lay 
%i her feet the sworn homage of a Prince, and be rewarded 
rith a tap of a fan painted by Watteau ; of the imperial 
sables Duke Nicholas Tchemidoff had flung down h la Ra- 
leigh on a damp spot on the Terrace des Feuillans, where, 
otherwise, her dainty brodequins would have been set on 
some moist fallen leaves, as they had strolled there together; 
of the pieces of Henri-Denx and IloBO-Berri ware, dearer to 
him than his life, which that king of connoisseurs, liOrd 
Weiverden, had presented to her, sacrificing his Faience for 
the sake of a smile ; of the words which men had whispered 
to her in the perfumed demi-lumicre of her violet-hung 
boudoir, while her eyes laughed and lured tliem softly and 
resistlessly to their doom ; of all the triumphs of the past 
twelve hours, since the doors of her hotel in the Place Ven- 
d6me had first been opened at two o'clock in the day to her 
crowding court, to now, when she had quitted the bal masque 
of her friend Louise de Imilhiers, and was inhaling again in 
memory the incense on which she lived. For the belle Mar- 
quise was a finished coquette, never sated with conquest ; 
and it was said, in certain circles antagonistic to her own, 
that neither her coquetries nor her conquests were wholly 
harmless. But eveiy flower, even the fairest, has its shadow 
beneath it as it swings in the sunlight ! 

‘‘ He did not remember mb ! ” thought the Yenus Aphro- 
dite cf the rose-hung dressing-room, looking witli a smile 
into the flames of the fire, which it was her whim to have 
even in so warip a night as was this one : My voice should 
have told him ; it is a terribly bad compliment! However, 
Jie shall pay for it! A woman who knows her power can 
always tax any negligence to her as heavily as she likes. 
How incomprehensibly silly those women must be who be- 
come their lovers’ slaves, who hang on their words and seek 
ihoir tenderness, and make themselvea miserable at their 
Iflilidelities. I cannot uuderstandjt ; if theip be a thing in 
the w^orld easier to manage than another, it is a maw ! 
Weak, obstinate, vain, wayward, loving what they cannot 
get, slightujg what they hold in their hand, adoring what 
they have oidy on an insecure teijure, trampling on anything 
that to at their mercy, always papricious to a tonstant 
ihistrc^' and constant to a capricious— men are all alike , 
there is nottiing easier to keep in leading-strings when qnca 
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you know their foibles ! Those swift, silent Steathmores, 
tliey are very cold, they say, and lore rarely ; but mhm 
they love, it must be imperiously, passionately, madly, tout 
aa riem I should like to see him ivused* Siall I rouse 
Iiim ? Perhaps! He could not resist me if I chose to wind 
liiiu round my fingers. I should like to supplant his amhi 
t ion, to brealc dowii his pride, to shatter his coldnost^ to bom 
him down to what he defies. Thcj^ facile cont|ue^ are no 
h(mor, those men who sigh at the first sight of due’s eyebrow, 
and lose their heads at the shadow of a smile ; 1 am tired 
of them — sick of them I Toujours perdrix ! And the birds 
so easily shot ! Shall 1 choose! Y^i^l No man living could 
defy me — not even Lord Cecil Strathmore ! ” 

And as she thought this last vainglorious but fiilly^war- 
nmted thought, Marion, Lady Vavasonr, lying back in her 
fauteuil, with her head resting negligently on her arm, that, 
in its turn rested on the satin cushions, with that grace 
which was her peculiai’ charm, as the firelight shone on her 
loosened hair and the rose-leaf flush of her delicate cheeks, 
glanced at her own refieetjon in a mirror standing ©ear, on 
whose surface the whole matchless tableau was repioduced 
with its dainty and brilliant coloring, and smfled-^ smile 
of calm security, of superb triumph. Could she not ranqimh, 
whom and when and where she would ? 

Thai night, far across the sea, under the shadow of English 
woodlands that lay dark, and fresh, and still beneath the 
brooding summer skies, a woman stood within the shelter of 
a cottagc-poreh, looking down the forest lane that stretched 
into the distance, with the moonbeams falling across it^ 
njr)ss-grown road between the boles of the trees, and the 
silent countiy lying far beyond, hushed and ^m, and 
shrouded in a white mist. She was young, and she had the 
light of youth— love — in her eyes as she gaxed wistfully into 
the gloom, vainly solving to pierce through the dense foliage 
of the boughs and the darkness of the night, and listeiaS, 
thirstily and breathlessly, for a stop beloved to break the 
imdisturbed silence. The scarlet folds of a cloak fell off her 
shoulders, her head was uncov^d, and the mocn lathed her 
in its radiance where she stood, the branches., above her, aa 
the wind stirred amongst them, shaking silv^ drops of dew ^ 
rom*their moistened leave# on hfer brow and into her &{.»soni 
Jhe loved, and listened for that which she loved ; listemsd 
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patieuiJiy, yet eagerly aud long, wliUe ‘ the^ stttomet 
clouds swept over the dark azuire heavens, the stars shining 
teough their mist, and the distant chimes of a church clock 
from an old grey tower bosomed in the wwds tolled out tlio 
quarters, one by one, as tho hours of the night stole onward. 

Suddenly slie heard that for which she longed— hcaid ere 
^ other ears could have caught it — a step falling on the mos^j 
that covered the forest road, and coming towards her ; tlien 
she spmng forward in tho darkness, the dew shaking from 
her hair, said the tears of a great gladness glancing in her 
eyes, as she twined her aims close about him whom she met, 
and clung to him as though no earthly power should sever 
them. 

You arc come at last ! Ah, if you knew how bitter your 
absence is, if you know how [ grudge you to the cruel World 
tliat robs me so long, so often of you 

He laughed, aud looked down ibndly on her while she 
clung to him, wreathing her arms about liis neck ; 

Silly child I I am not worth your worship, still less 
worth the couseerniion of your life, wlien I repay it so little, 
recjompense it so ill.” 

She laid her haad upon his lips and gazed up into his 
eyes, clinging but the more closely to him, and laughing and 
weeping in her joy: * 

“ Hush, hush ! Pay it ill? Have I not the highest, best, 
most precious payment in your love? /care for no other, 
you know that so well,” 

He stroked lier hair caressingly, perhaps repentantly (fm^ 
\nen can moet*the eyes of a w oman who loves them purely 
ind faithfully, after a long absence, without some pangs of 
conscience, without some contrast of the quality of her 
fidoiity and their owm), and kissed the lips uplifted to bin 
o'wn ; the love that he read in her eyes, and that trembled 
in her voice, saddened him, he could nol have told why, even 
whilst he recognised it as somethin g’-unpurchasable in the 
world he had quitted, where its strength and its fidelity 
would have been but words of an unknown tongue, subjects 
of a jeer, objects of a jest. 

‘‘And Vqu have seen noneVho have supplanted me since 
we patted; none of whom I ^eed have jealousy^ or fear? 

‘ she. whispered to him, with accertain tremulous, wistful 
auxi^y— he was her all, she could not be robbed of him !^' 
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with a fodd, Buhnf smile upon her face as it was raised 
o his in the feint sh^ of the starlight, the smile of a love 
too deeply true, too truly trustful to harbor a dread thav 
were doubt, a doubt that were disloyalty to the fiuth it 
receiTed as to the faith it gave. 

He looked down into her eyes, and pressed closer against 
his own Uie hemt that he knew beat solely, purely, wholly 
for himself. , 

“ My precious one 1 you need be jealous of no living thing 
with me. None have twined themselves about my heart, 
none have rooted themselves intx) my life as you have done. 
Have no dread ! No rival shall ever supplant you, I swear 
before God!” ■ 

He sjxjko the oath in all sincerity, in all feith, in all 
fervor, speaking it as many men have so spoken before him, 
not dreaming what the day will bring forth, not knowing 
how fate will make them unwitting perjurers, unconscious 
I’cncgadcs to the bond of their word, os they are lured on- 
Wiirds, and driven downwards, almost one would say blame- 
les.s, iu tlio hands of chaiwe. 

And the woman that nestled in his arms and gazed up 
into his ej'os sighed a low, long, tremulous sigh of too great 
gladuess. He was her world ; she knew of and needM no, 
other I • • 

Then he loosed her from his close embrace, and still look- 
ing down into the eyes that uttered a love which the women 
in the world ho lived in neither knew nor guessed, and to 
which ho came back as from the atmosphere of gaslit salons 
one comes into the clear soft air of the davfn ; he led her 
under the drooping brahehes of the trees that hung stirles-s 
and dew-laden in the warm air, into the honse hidden in the 
profuse and tangled foliage. Their steps ceased to fell on 
the moss, their shadows to slant across the star-lit path, 
their whispered vc^rds to stir the silence; the woodland 
country lay beyond calm and still in the shade of the night, 
the floeegr clouds drifted slowly now and then aefoss the 
bright radiance of the moon, the winds moved gently 
amongst the leaves ; in tlic lattice casements shrouded in 
the' trees the lights died out, and the church chhnes struck 
faintly ia the distance theft' hours one by tme. On the 
Imshed earlh three angofc broaded—Night and Sleep, and 
I’eace. 
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CHAPTEE Vni. 

THE ElfiXET THAT WAB WRITTEN ON A llILUBl‘I>BintB> 
80ENTED NOTE. 

“ Ueurioe’at Fmrla.' 

** My beae Eeeoll,— -To keep faith with yon, I must 
tell you that I hare seen Lady Vavasour ! Esther, to 
speak more pro])crly, have he«ird her, for she was masked, 
and I saw nothing" except, what I freely confess to be, as 
lovely a mouth and chin as the devil ever gave his special 
aides-de-camp, the daughters of Eve, for a weapon of 
alaughter and a tool of perdition. I met her at Madame 
de Luilhiers’ bal masqu^, and she has her full share of Eve's 
curiosity ; for though, to my^riain knowledge, I have never 
seen her before, nor she me, she informed me of everytliing 
about myself, and a little more besides 1 She repeated one 
of the old White Ladies chronicles — whei’e the deuce could 
she get hold of |t ? — and was up to some diplomatic tricks, 
whose juggling we all thought had been done strictly in 
petto, I suppose the Na^arenes, who lie in the laps of the 
titled Lalilah, let her coax their secrets out of them. The 
ass that Samson in all ages ought to smite is Himself ! 
You will think her divine, I dare say ; fascihatinj^ I can 
very well believe that she is, by the wiles she tried upon me 
to-night ; and site's gifted with the sex’s true genius for tan- 
talizing, I like nothing I have heard of her, and 1 sliould 
S4iy it is partici^larly lucky the Marquis is of elastic conjugal 
principles ! I never remember seeing him, do you ? 1 
don't envy him his wife, though I admit she is half a sor- 
ceress, and has a very pretty mouth ; hut it is a mouth that 
would whisper too many iulidelities to please mc^ were 1 /le/ 
What the deued are you doing with yourself ? Caxiton tells 
me you said ‘you were going out of lown — e'otait tout/ 
Out of town in J une ^You surely are not turning pastoral, and ' 
getting mate of proviuciidi.ty ? The Beau Sabreur a Strephon ! 
What a vision 1 I dare say a woman's at the bottom of it ; 
but Aspask was always youi^ game, not PhilUi^ except^ 
ind^ with that mystoriout W^ite Ladies inamorata, whom 
you wouldn't be chaffed about. But it can't bo she, because 
love's twelve months' old now to ray knowledge, hud 
must baire been rococo long ego I will piaue Lady Milk 
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cent till she badgers yoti out of your secret. Good-night, 
old fellow ! I shall be heartily glad to see you again. When 
will it be ? Can’t you run over here ? I expect I shall get 
the French Derby, though Lawton’s confounded love of a 
close finish lost me the English one. The betting’s quite 
steady here on Marcchale, always five to one. I shall start 
nim for the St. Leger, and send him over to Maldon to train 
through August and September. Ifessehpde’s a good 
second. Tliey don’t offer freely at all on Tnmbonr, and I 
half think he’ll be scratched. The Abbey’s at your service, 
of course, as it always is, to fill as you like for the First. 
You will oblige me very much by keeping the old place 
open, and knocking over the birds, whether I come 
or not. 

“ Yours as ever, 

“ Cecil Strathmobe.” 

• 

Strathmore, having written those last words as the morn- 
ing sun streamed in through the persiennes of his bed- 
chamber, addressed his letter to Major Erroll, 19 a, Albe- 
marle-stre^t, London (where that debt-laden Sabreut had a 
suite of rooms, dainty and luxurious enough to domicile 
Lady Milliceut), and lying back in his chair, put his 
Manilla between his lips, stirred the chocolate Diaz had 
placed at his elbow, and sat thinking, w^hile the smooth 
Albanian moved noiselessly about, laying out the clothes 
that might be needed through the day, polishing an eye- 
glass, rubbing up a diamond, refilling a bouquet-bottle, "or 
performing some other office of valet-dom. •Carelessly and 
lavaliorly as he had dismissed the Domino-Blanc in the letter 
}e had just been writing, the tantalizing mystery of the 
'light before was not so easily to be dismissed from hit 
memory. Lady Vavasour! For once Strathmore’s keen 
penetration and diplomatist acumen were baffled and at 
1‘ault ; he could fathom neither the means nor the motive of 
the dazzling Peeress’s interest in, and attack upon him. 
How could a woman, whom he had perpetually missed, and 
never met during the five years that shp had sparkled 
Through society, know him, A he would have taken his oath 
nis oldest friend could not dd| and photograph his character 
with a realistic accuracy#thatJiemmBel^ limning it fioin 
analysis, could barely have attained ’ 



SmATffMOJiJS, 


The belle Maranise lying bact in her fauteuil, gazing 
dreamily and noncfialantly afc herself in the mirror, with net 
shining hair falling over her arm, and a smile of sujjerb 
consciousness on her rich curling lips, might have exercised 
' a mesmeric power of ndll the night before, so persistently 
had she haunted him from the time that he saw the last 
flutter of the snowy folds of her domino. Is there any 
electro-biology bo i)otent as beauty ? A vague prejudice 
had associated Lady Vavasour in his eyes with a dangerous 
and disagreeable aroma ; he had mistrusted, without know 
ing her, this w^oman who fooled fools at her will ; she hau 
been a mesalliance, and he abhorred mesalliances ; she wa& 
a Creole, and he detested Creoles ; slie was a coquette, 'ano 
he was always impatient of coquettes. If Strathmore had 
ever wasted his hours in imagining an ideal mistress (whicli 
he most assuredly never did), his ideal would have, probably, 
clothed itself in some form, pure, stainless, lofty, of a soil- 
less honor, and a gi\avc and glorious gi’ace, such as Hypatia, 
when the sunlight of Hellas fell on her white Ionic, robes, 
and her proud eyes glanced over the assembled multitudes. 
This malicious mask, tins tantalizing clairvoyante, was cer- 
tainly of an order its direct antipodes ! IJufc despite nil 
that, perhaps because of it, Lady Vavasour, seen vet unseen, 
unlaiown yet knowing so much, haunted him; piqued him, 
usurped bin thouglits; and wdien a w^oman does that, what 
use is it for any man to send her to the deuce, to consign 
her to the devil ? Heaven knows, not one whit ! Ana- 
thema Maranatha only jiK?cnses the sorceress, and the more 
she is exorcised the more she persists. 

To dismiss her troublesome memory, he took up one out 
of a pile of letters Diaz had placed on a salver beside him. 
It was a delicate cream-colored Millcfleurs-scentcd billot, 
fragrant with the odour of the boudoir, breathing of a buhl 
writing-case, and a gemmed penholder,' and wIto jewelled 
fingers ; it was only a note of invitati6n, pressingly worded, 
and signed Blanche de Ruclle-Couranccs, askmg him to 
join the party gathered at her chdteau of Vernougeaux, now 
that Pans was growing empty and detestable, and the 
country anJt the vine-shadows ii la mode. The Comtesse dl 
liuelle was a charming leader Sf his own set, English bj 
birth ahd tint, Parisienno by marflage and habit ; there wai 
np ^ora agreeable place in Europe to visit at than Vemon- 
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^aux, aud bIic always had about her as amusing and as ehk 
a circle as the fashion of the two nations afforded. He read 
the note ; not inclined to accept the invitation, but intend- 
ing tq go across the Kohl, in common with most other Euro- 
pean dips and d6cor4s, to the pet Bad of ministers and 
martingales, congresses, and coups ds bonhmr, Chevaliers of 
the order of honor and Chevaliers of the order of industry, 
king-like Greeks and Greek-like kings. HiaVeighing of the 
merits of Baden Vernongeaux, and fifty other places open 
to him, was interrupted by Diaz approaching him frcun the 
ante-room : 

M. le Comte de Valdor demande si milord est visible? " 

Strathmore looked up, setting down his chocolate : 

“ To him — oil yes ! Show M. le Comte up here, if he 
have no objection.” 

The Albanian withdrew (Diaz was soft, slecj:, noiseless 
os a panther, and obeyed implicitly — four inestimable 
qualities in a valet, a wife, or a spy !), and, in a Ibw 
minutes, ushered Valdor in ; a very young man, not more 
than four or five-arid-twenty, slight, graceful, animated, 
delicately mode, the beau-ideal, as he was the descendant, 
of those who turned back their scented ruffles, and shook 
the powder from their perfumed locks, as they went out 
with a* mot on their lips to the fatal cJmrretU while tlie 
tocsin Sounded. 

“ Valdor, tri^s cher, forgive my receiving you m n^ffligey^ 
laughed Strathmore. We don’t stand on ceremony with 
one another. Tm later than usual, and you are earlier. 
It isn’t twelve, is it ? ” 

Valdor looked at his little jewelled watch, the size of a 
fifty-centime, and answered a trifle d tori et d travm as he 
sank into a dormeusc, and played with OalignmL 

“If you. come cjpt at noon like this, Valdor, you’ll soon 
lose your deputation ; you’ll tan yout skin, disenchant yoUr 
lady worshippers, and sink among the ordinary herd, who 
are deep in busiiicss before t^e’vc bad our coffee, and trade 
ill their coupons before we’ve t><uaght of cur valets,” 
laughed Strathmore, noticing his unusual absence of man- 
ner, for Valdor was gonatally the most iusonclaut ' of 
hlondins^* mdi boasted tl^t he^ never reflected but oh two 
f sul)]eots— the fit of his gloves, and the temperature of his 
I eau-dc-Oolognc bath. 
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Yaldor laughed too, and stroked his moustaches with a 
hand as small and delicate as that which the White Doiniuf 
could boast : 

It is horribly early ; friends are great bores in the 
morning : nobody’s mot’s good till the luncheon wine has 
washed it; indeed, I don’t think a decent thing’s evei 
said before dinner. I’m sure Horace himself was prosy 
l)efore he had sat down to the emm; wit must have 
starred of famine on a date ! I owe you fifty exaises, 
Strathmore, for intiniding so soon, but — T wanted to see 
yon alone.” 

I’m most happy to see you, my dear fellow. If you 
are going to be unassuming, it’s the prerogative of friend- 
ship to prose, as of marriage to bore one you know ; every 
virtuous thing is dull ; a preacher and a prig from time 
Immemorial ! ” said Strathmore, fmilUton7iant the dainty 
paper of the Millefleurs-scented .note : “ What’s the matter, 
Valdor — anything ? Arc you ruining yourself for Viola 
V^, like Caderousse ? Has Nesselrode gone lame ? Has 
some Irave de la roiure been copying your liveries, or has 
some ugly Serene Ihincess fallen in love with you, and 

f ^ou vacillating between the horrors and the honors of the 
iaison ? What is it, eh ? ” 

“ Only this— once for all, I’m ashamed to say’I must keep 

in your debt a little long(3r ” 

‘‘ That all ! ” cn-led Strathmore, stopping him before he 
could finish the sentence : “ My dear fellow I never trouble 
your head about suoli a trifle : 1 had forgotten it, I assure 
Vou ; oblige me by doing the same.” 

Valdor shook his head, the color in his face deepening 
is he tossed the Galhjmm with the nervous gesture of a 
man embarrassed and mortified ; 

“ I can’t forget so easily ; I would not if I could. You 
are too generous, Strathmore ; you lend*" to men who have 
nothing. I never dreamt I should be unable to pay you ; 
1 made sure that by this time — but Lascascs relies to 
t'Giiew my bill ; I cannot get money anywhere just yet, 

»ind *’ ^ c 

Stmtlpnore stopped him wi^ a gesture, and stretched 
out his hand ; he liked young Valdor, and his own wealth, 
»H I have s?d(J, ho hold in Ku{)erb ii-isdain, save in so far as 
f^nduoed to Power. He gave freely and royally ; evil 
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there nii^^ht be in his nature, but not a touch of meanne:<>b ; 
at that time he would have succored Ills darkest foe frou* 
his purse ; the virtues, as tjie eriors of iliis man, were all 
naturally in extreme ; petty thinj|B were not alone beneatlr 
him, but impassible to him. 

“ You would get into Lasoases' debt to get out of mine ? 
For shame ! Trust your friend rather than that beggarly 
Jew, surely ! You will rnpay it when yovt? can, that I am 
certain of ; meantime, give me your honor you will never 
renew the subject unless [ do. Ih was a trifling affair, and ” 
you were most welcome to it ! " 

As ho spoke, he generous smile which gave much of 
sweetness to his face, came on it, softening wliat was dark, 
relaxing what was cold ; and Valdor, as his hand closed 
on Strathmore's, saw all that was best, all that was most 
attractive, in a nature that was an enigma in much even to 
itself. He spoke a few liunied words of thanks ; ho, a bel 
esprit of the salons and the circlas, was now at a loss for 
speech — now that ho felt; and Strathmore stopped him 
once more. 

Not a syllable more about it ! If ever the time come 
tlrnt I have to ask you to do anything, I know you will do 
it for me — e'est assez. Are you going to Vemonceaux thh 
year, Yuldor ? ” 

Ho spoke carelessly, laughingly, to cover whatever em- 
barrassment the other might feel in accepting his gene- 
rosity ; he little foresaw what the service would be that he 
would call on his debtor to render him. 

You arc ? Well ! there isn't a more cliarming chiite- 
laine than Blanche anywhere. She invites me, but I shall 
?o to Baden after the raco-wcek,” w^ent on Strathmore, 
crashing a fly off the rose Cashmere sleeve of his dressing- 
?own ; shall meet Arrelio there, and you get a man's 
neaning out of hifti in chit-chat as you never do in a con- 
ference. If congresses were held m petit cmiti, with a 
mpper worthy Car^me, they might come to something, 
instead of ending, as they alwavs do now, in cobwebs and 
in moonshine. Why do th| finglish always get cheated 
md fooled in a Euronean congress, I wonder ? Not because 
bhqr cmCU lie, it is the national metier. Because they lie. 
Loo much and too barefacldly, ? think ; and no gohhioudu 
is ever tricked into even suspecting them of— the tn'th 1 
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A wise man never lies ; I don’t mean because he’s moral, 
but because he’s judicious : ‘ On pent fitre plus fin qu’un 
autre, mais pas plus fin que tons les autrcs.’ Somebody 
always finds out a falsehood, and, once found out, your 
credit’s gone ! I say, Valdor, do you know my compatriote, 
Lady Vavasour ?” 

** Lady Vavasour ? Bon Dieu ! I think I do ! What 
a oold-bioodcd question to anybody in tliat indifferent 
way 1 Who doesn’t know her rather 

/ don’t. What sort of w^oman is she ? ” 

Pcste, inon cher, you ask a folio. I couldn’t tell you. 
She is divine — — !” 

“Divine ? Well ! ‘ a woman k a disli for the gods if the 
devil dress her not,’ Shakspeare says ; but I think the devil 
geuerally has the dressing, and serves up sauce with it so 
very papiante that it’s all but poison ; it’s a dish like Jiiush- 
rooms, dainty but dangerous ; with the l)cau sexc as with 
the fungi, it’s fifty to ten one lights on a false one, and pays 
penalty for one’s apixitite ! Is she a malicious woman, your 
jlivinity ? ” 

“Malicious? No! Malice is for women, pinched, 

sallow, and hungrily jealous ; for dowagers who nod their 
wigs over whist and their neighbor’s character ; for vieilM 
filler who vacillate betv;ccn sacrajnents and scandals ! 
Malice is a vinegar thing that belongs to a * certain age ! ’ 
— it has nothing to do with her. Slie’s a little tantfdixiug, 
if you like ” 

“ Distinction without a difference ! I tliouglit she was I 
And a coquotta ? ” 

“ To the last extent ! ” 

Strathmore lauglicd : 

“To the JfLstl I dare say! — when women once pass the 
boundary line they generally clear tlic ramparts. 1 suppose 
the Marquis gives the latitude he tolcea— just, at any rate. 
We’re not often so on those points ; ^e take an cll, but w'e 
don’t give an inch. That’s the beauty of vesting our honor 
in our wives ; it’s so much easier tp forbid and dragonize 
ipother than ourselves I What a droll thing, by the way, 
it is, that an Englishwoman piefaes herself on being THOtraHT 
faitlifiil to her husband, and a Fi^nch woman on being thought 
mfmthful; their theory’s different, but their practice wnes 
to much the smne thing J ” 
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They’re like schismatics in the Churches, they split in 
semblance and on a straw’s point, but, sous ks cartes, Bgtm 
to persecute and agree to dupe ! As for Lord VaTasour, he’s 
a detestable gourmand, invents saucer., bores you horribly, 
and lias but one virtue — a great conjugal one !— lie never 
interferes with his wife ! He’s a semi-sovereign with a lot 
of parasites, a mauvais sujet with a ton do garnisonf and 
just brains enough to be vicious without? enough to be 
entertaining.” 

“A very general case, my dear fellow! Vice is verj 
common, and wit is very scarce ; fifty men make mischief 
to one that makes mots. We can fill our cells with con- 
victs, but not oujc clubs with causeurs. I wonder govern- 
ineiit dun’t tax good talk ; it’s quite a luxury, and they 
might add ch luxe, since bo mjny go without it all their 
lives, in blessed ignorance of cvcju wliat it is 1 Where does 
your belle Marquise go this year ? I suppose yoti know all 
liev movements ? She must be leaving now.” 

“ Pcbte ! don’t you know ? I thought you were asketd to 
Vernon<^eaux ? ” 

‘‘Well, if I be, what has that ” 

“ To do with it ? She is going there, too. She leaves 
Pans to-day.” 

The word had a dash of eagerness in it, 
diflbrenl to the uninterested, careless tone with which 
Strathmore had asked all liis other questions. 

“ Y(‘s. She and Madame dc Iluelle are sworn allies ; 
Ihey are constantly together. Go there am^ you’ll sec her, 
Oo, Strathmore ; parole d’honneur she is worth the trouble. 

is oxciiiisitc, and for you, you icicic, she can’t be 
dangerous.” 

“ Dangerous ! ” said Strathmore, with his most contemp- 
tuous sneer: “Thank God, no w'omau was ever yet dan- 
gerous to mo ; a nlaii must be a fool indeed, who is summed 
by the ready-made wiles of a coquette,” 

“Antony was no fool.” 

“Ko, but he was a madman, and that comes to the same 
thing ; besides, Antony nmst have had very extraordinarj* 
tastes altogether, to be in Jove with a woman forty yeara 
old, and ^ brown as a berry.” 

“Yes” said Valdor, pathettcally, “I do wish, 'for his 
credit, Cleopatra had ))een half her years,* and a sha<ie 
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or two fairer. Actiura would have been very twtic 
then.” , / 1 

Poetic ? Pitiable, if you like, ad it is now. I say, 
Vddor — ^to go to a better theme— those stcel-g/eys of Leo 
Vivian’s went for nothing at the sale yesterday ; they were 
splendid animals, and the pigcon-bkie Arab mare was 
knocked down for five thousand francs ! The wines will be 
Vorth bidding for, too ; he had some of the best comet- 
hock in Paris. Poor fellow I one drinks his wines at his 
table one month, and discusses them in a catalogue tlie 
next. Ars longa, vita brevis I — one's connoisscurship 
survives one’s friendsliip ; Orestes must die, and lolatia 
must dine ! Damon must go to the dogs, and Pythiai 
must season his dislies ! Because our brother’s in the 
Cemetery, that’s no reason why wc should neglect our 
Cayenne ! ’’ 

With which remark upon friendship, which was with him 
as much serious as satirical (since Strathmore was an 
egotist by principle and profession, liabit and natui'c, and 
had never had any dcatli touch him as lie had never bad 
any life wound round him), he began to discuss the nows of 
the day with his guest, and it was not till Valdor bad left 
that he took up the letter from Vernom^eauj again, and 
drew a sheet of paper to him to answer it now'— by an 
acceptance ! 

In the little Millefleurs- scented billet lay, unknown to 
its writer as to him, the turning-point of his life ! God 
nclp ns ! what, avail are exjierience, prescience, prudence, 
wisdom, in this world, when at every chance step the silliest 
trifle, the most common-place meeting, an invitation to 
dinner, a tuim-dowTi tlie wrong street, the dropping of a 
glove, the delay of a train, the ialroducbion to an unnoticed 
stranger, will fling down every precautio^i, and build a fate 
for us of which we never dream ? Of what avail for us to 
erect our sand-castlc when every chance blast of air may 
blow it into nothing, and drift another iifto form that we 
have no power to move ? Life hinges upon hazard, and at 
eveiy turn wisdom is mocked by it, and energy svrept aside 
by it, as the battled dykes are jvom away, and the granite 
wealls beaten down by the fi<^le c^iean waves, whifih, never 
two hours together alike, never two instants without rest# 
less motion, are vet as changeless as they are capricious as 
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(iinnipotcnt as they are fickle, as cmel as they are couiitleas ! 
Alcn and mariners may build their bulwarks, but hajsard 
and the sea will oTcrthrow and wear away both alike at 
their will — their wild and unreined will, which no fore- 
sight can foresee, no strength can bridle. 

Was it not the mere choice between the saddle and the 
barouche tWt day when Ferdinand d’Orli^ans flung down 
on second thoughts his riding-whip upon the console at 
the Tnileries, and ordered his carriage instead of his horse, 
that cost himself his life, his son a throne, Borndjon 
blood their royalty, and France for long yemn her progieira 
and her peace r Had he taken up the Whip mstead of lay- 
ing it aside, ho might be living to-day with the sceptre in 
his hand, and the Bee, crushed beneath his foot^ powerless 
to sting to the core of the ! Of all strange things in 
human life, there is none stranger than the dominance of 
Chance. 


CHAPTER IX. 

THE WAHEINO of the SCABLET 0AUEET4AS. 

• a 

WliEiiE the grey pointed towers of the Chateau of 
VcmoiKjcanx rose above the woods among the vine- 
shadows of Lon-aine, the air seemed still perfumed with 
tile amber, still echoing with the madrigals of Gentil-Ber- 
nard, still rustling with the sweep of robes i\ la Pompadour, 
still filled with the mots of alMs galants, and the laughter 
of pretty pagans of a century ago. For Vernongeaux was 
near to Luneville — the Luncvillcs of Stanislas, of Voltaire, 
of la belle Boufflers, the re^lka of Versailles, the plea- 
sant exile of forbidden wit^ the Luneville of a myriad 
memories ! 

Vemonqeanx stood as secluded in its forests ns the castle 
of the Sleeping Beauty — so tranquil and so shaded, that thv 
gay sinners of Lundville gnight have been drained there iu 
enchanted slumber, likq the Moorish Court under the 
, marble pavements of the Alhambra j bnt if, without, there 
tvas a sylvan solitude, *rokdi but by the song of the vint- 
agers or the creak of the oxen-drawn wagon ; within, when 
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.he Jomicssc do Ruelle Trent there for the summer months 
ivith a choice selection from her ultra-exclusiye Pms set, there 
irorf! much luxiuy, wit, and refined revelry as ever the 
Marquis de Boufflers, a hundred years before, had presided 
over at the little palace of Luneville, 

No sound broke the silence, save the ring of his horse’s 
feet, as Strathmore drove the mail-phaeton that had been 
sent to meet him through the park to Vernon^caux, on 
his way to the visit for which he had abandoned Baden, 
There was not a thing in sight save the rich country beyond 
and the dense forest-growth about him, until, as a break in 
the wood brought into view the gTcy facade of tlie building, 
a riding-party rode into the court-yard by opposite gates to 
those by which he would enter, looking like some court caval- 
cade of Watteau, some hunting-group of AVouvermau’s, and 
breaking suddenly in with ISe, ami coloring, and motion 
on the solitude of the landscape, as they wei’e thrown out 
in strong relief against the ivy-hung walls of the diateau. 
‘‘Fm in time for dinner,"’ lie thought, noticing how well 
one of the women rode who Avas teasing lier liorse with 
sharj) strokes of her Avhip, and making him rear and swerve, 
before she sprang from tlic saddle : the distance was too far 
for him to make out Avho she Avas, and, as he dropped his 
eyo-gluss, he Avished for a loi’gnon. 

The saddle-liorses were being led off by their grooms, and 
the first drcssiiig-))ell liad just rung, Avhen lie drove into 
the court-yard. At the moment of his arrkal all the world 
was dressing, and Strrtihmorc, us lie wont straight to his 
room, passing atong the (xaleric dcs Dames, consecrated 
from time immemorial to tlie repose of the beau sexe, heard 
a handsome irune coming out of one of the dressing-rooms 
say to another lady’s-maid, apparently her sub-lieutenant in 
office, Va vite clicrchcr les canielias roses, dans les serres 
chaudes. Madame desire des flours natureltes, e’est sa w?mn 
corame disent les Anglais. Ah ma foi ! qu’elle a des ca- 
prices, Miladi Vavasour ! ” 

This name was the first that he heard at Vernongeaux. A5 
ne heard it, Strathmore, the last man in the world Avho 
was ever troubled bv regrets or haunted by forebodings, avIio 
ever descended to the weakness of vacillation, or paid him- 
self so ill a compliment as te imaii;ine any step he took 
however great, hpwever trivial, could by any possibility fasi 
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anwisely taken, wished for the moment, on an impulse he 
could not hare explained, that he had to Baden 
instead, and left the Mask unmasked, the White Domino 
unknown. It was the first time a woman had ever influ- 
enced him, and he resented the influence. His prejudice 
against Lady Vavasour came back in full force as he hoard 
her maid .order the fresh scarlet camellias. The flowers were 
liamlcss, surely, and yet (perhaps it was association with La 
Damoaiix Camdias /) with them she reassumed a dangerous 
aspect, as of a sorceress unscrupulous in her spells, a co- 
quette merciless in her wiles, a woman who/ lived upon 
vfuiity and adored but herself, a creature like the Japan 
lilac, lovely to look on, but to those who lingered near, who 
touched or who played with her, certain destruction ! By 
wliat force of argument ho could not have told — trifles play 
the deuce with us, oddly someymes, but by some irrepres- 
sible instinct, all his old dislike and mistrust of Lady Va- 
vasoui- came back with that innocent and luckless hothouse 
order ! 

Who arc lierc, Diaz — do you know ? ” he asked the 
-Albanian, as ho dressed after his bath and a cup ot 
coifeo. 

The inimitable moch/s operandi of that priceless person 
had mastered fhe whole visiting list of Veruongcaux, thongh 
he hat? had,* on tlie whole, but about three minutes to him- 
self for the process. 

“ Manjuis and Marchioness of Vavasour, please your lord- 
ship,’’ began Diaz. 

“A sfcuj)id pigeon and a clever snarer ! ’^thought Strath- 
rriore, as he Jjcld out his wrist to have his sleeve-links 
,Si.sione(]. 

“ Lady George Dashwood and licr sister ” 

“Pretty precisians, naughty as Mcssalina, who go to 
church, like Marguerite, to meditate on Faust ! ” reflected 
Strathmore. 

“ My Lord Viscount Blocquehedd and M. de Croqms,” 

“One a fool, who writes slangy, burlesqued travels, 
that sell because hundreds in coronetted carriages drive 
up to his publisher’s (loon to get a copy in. public and 
enjoy a laugh iu private ; *and the other, a magnificent 
fellow, i^o’d have beeir fit company fof Scipio at Lintei;- 
tiuih, but who can’t seim a sfieet of copy to press without 
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(I ‘ caution^ and a chance of Cayenne,** thought Strathmore, 
perfuming his beard. 

** Lady Piteeden, my lord,” pursued Diaz. 

Who giTes ball-vouchers for other people’s ‘ unimpeach- 
ability,* but couldn’t on oath give one for her own,” 
reflected his master. 

Monsignore Villafl6r and M. I’Abbe de Vcrdreuil.’* 

** A brace of priests, who have intrigues and absolutions 
in their hands, make penitents and shrive them, hide the 
roue under the roclheU and Cupid in the confessional. [ 
know the race,” thought Strathmore. 

“M. le Vicomte do Clermont, Lord Arthur Legard, 
Colonel Dormer, and M. de la Rcuuccourt,” pursued 
Diaz, in profound ignorance of his master’s mental com- 
mentary. 

“Very good fellows all of them; dross better than they 
talk, shoot with tnicr aim than they think, boro one rather 
at everything but billiards, and bestow more on their hair 
than on the brains underneath it, comme il fmt but 
common-place,” said Strathmore to himself, with the con- 
tempt of a clever man for men who are only educated, of 
an ambitious man for men who are only d la mode, of 
a man who but makes society his stepping-stone for men 
who never see or soar beyond it. 

“Madame de Saiut-Olaire, D. S. H. Helene of Mechlin, 
and Lord and Lady Bcaudesert, are here too, my lord,” 
added the Albanian, closing the list. “ I tliink that is all 
—■all I have licard of at present, at least.” 

“ A bas-blcn <as mathematical and material as Madamo 
du Ch&telet, a babyish blonde with a mushroom royalty 
and a nursery lisp ; a dashing brunette who smokes cigar- 
ettes and has led the Pytehley. Well, there will be 
change, at any rate, Blanche hasn’t sorted her quests as 
she sorts her embroidery silks, in shades that suit ; how- 
ever; good contrasts are efiective sometimes. There’s 
nob^y I don’t know, except the priests and the Vava- 
sours. That’s a bore ; new acquaintances are much plea- 
santer than familiar ones ; the varnish is &esb, and the 
gilding is bright, and the polii^ is smooth, and yon only 
just touch the surface with friends an hour old. Nothing 
w^ars p badly, and stand? the^.^ microscope so ill, .as 
Humanity. I suj^se because we are all sham to one 
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onofcher, and let hmvm m haissmt natwrdhmnt; so the 
tlectro comes off, and the hatred comes out, when wei'Te 
been some time together,’’ thought Strathmore, as he left 
his room to go to the drawing-rooms. No one was yet 
down when he was ushered into the salons, and he threw 
himself d:Own on a dormeuse with bis back to a window 
bpening bn the terrace, playing idly with the snowy curls 
of a little lion-dog, who, recognizing him, leapt (m his 
knee, shaking its silver bells in a joyous welcome. Strath- 
more did not care about animals— in truth, I drat think 
he cared much about anything except — hinwclfJ Not 
that he was an egotist in any petty sense of the word: 
he would have shrouded no man’s light, profited at no 
man’s cost, taken no man’s right, but he was self-sustained 
and self-absorbed ; keen personal ambitions were dominant 
in him, pure personal interests alone occupied him, and 
the instincts and weaknesses— kindlier if you like, but 
more general and less viril of most men — ^had no jart in 
him. He was kind to a dog, for instance, because it was 
helpless, and he would have disdained to be otherwise ; 
but to care for a dog’s fidelity, to regret a dog’s death as 
he had known Srroll do, were utterly incomprehensible 
to him. 

He «at there some few momenta listlessly twisting the 
ear of the Maltese, while the clock on the console near 
gently ticked away the time, and pointed to a quarter to 
nine ; he did not hear a step approach towards the back of 
his chair from the terrace behind, he did not turn £Uid see 
a figure that stood just w'ithin the window betwixt him 
and the faint evening light. 

“ Bon jour. Lord Cecil ! Are you meditating on the 
Citlina prophecy, or on the Domino Blanc — which ? Or is 
the Voltura aflair absorbing you, pray, to the utter exdnaoao 
of both ? ” • 

That light mScAanfe voice, that had mocked him ftom 
the mask, struck on his ear like the ga^, sadden chime of 
some silvery bell, and, for once in his life, Stn^hmore 
started ! As he rose and swung round, the night under 
the C^schen limes came Hlick swiftly and vivi^ to his 
memory.^ how had that voibe failed to recall it before? 

AVitli the scarlet coronal o& flowers on hear lovely amber 
hair, and the light of a suimy laughter bfaming in her 
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fsyes ; framed belwccn the gossamer lace and broidered 
a^iire silk of the curtain draperies ; a form bright and bril- 
liant and richly coloured as any picture of Watteau’s# 
thrown out against the purple haze of the air, and the 
dark shadows of evening that were veiling the landscape 
beyond; there stood the blonde aux yeux noirs of the 
Vigil of Sk John, the White Domino of the fAte h la 
Regence — Marion Marchioness of Vavasour! Strangely 
enough, he had never even by a random thought con- 
nected the two as one. Involuntarily, unwittingly, he 
stood a moment dazzled and surprised, looking at the deli 
cate and glittering picture that w'as before him, painted ii. 
all its dainty coloring on the sombre canvas of the night ; 
and she laughed softly to herself— for one brief instant 
she had startled him from his self-possession. She guessed 
rightly, that no woman before her had ever boasted so 
much. 

Then Strathmore bent to her with the soft and stately 
courtesy for which his race Of steel had ever been famed 
-*-the velvet glove that they habitually wore over their 
gauntlets of mail : 

I merit a worse fate tlian the Gitfina predicted me, for 
my blindness in not recognizing the veiled pjctui'e^ by its 
eyes, in not knowing that no two voices could have a music 
so rare ! May 1 ask to be forgiven, though I can never 
forgive myself? ” 

she smiled as she gave him her hand : 

“ You may. *You rendered me too daring and too gene- 
rous a service, Lord Ocoil, for me not to forgive you 
weightier offences than that. I am your debtor for a heavy 
debt — the debt of my life saved ! Relieve me, 1 am very 
gi'ateful.” 

The words were few and simple ; a y^uug girl out c. 
her convent could not have spoken more earnestly ana 
touchingly than the woman of the w'orld ; where more 
florid, profuse, eloquently-studied word^ would have been 
set aside by him as the conventional utterances of nece& 
sitv, these charmed and won Mm, these rang on his cat 
with the accent of tmth. 

To ijecure so high a pricq m wour latitude m"ost men 
wonld perilled much more than I did,” he answered 
her ** Bnt I liad not then thp incentive that would tempt 
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the world fo any madness at Lady Vavasourt bidding, 
I had not seen what I rescued, I did not know whom I 
^lervcd.** 

She looked up at him from under her black silken lashes 
as Biie sank into the chair he wheeled to her, and smiled: 

“ Yon compliment charmingly, Lord Cecil (you remein^ 
ber, I suppose, that I said I liked bonbons),* but then, how 
much is true ? You are a diplomatist : It is your habit to 
sj)cak suavely and mean nothing, it is the that 

will get you the Garter and give you an Earl#)m.” 

“ Lady Vavasour—by everything I have heard of her— 
can sm'cly never mistrust her own power to convert the most 
sceptical, and do with all men what she would?” 

Her attitude, as she sank down into the chair, had all 
tlie soft Odalisque-like grace with wdiich he had first seen 
her lying amongst her cushions on the bench of the Bohe- 
mian boat ; and ho confessed to liiraself that this matchless 
and dazzling beauty, at once poetic and voluptuous, at once 
gifted with the loveliness of the cerail, and the toumure of 
the salons, miglit well play with men, and make their mad- 
ness at its will. 

Ah ! ” she laughed — her aiiy, silvery laugh ! — “ but I do 
not jjroicss to deal with j)eople who desire age and de<?ph<o 
lovo;*tliey*o.re not in my experience, or my category. 1 
shall be a long while before 1 credit any compliment from 
you, mon ami. Did I not show you how well I . knew your 
character at the lal masque ? Was it not sketched, now, as 
accurately as any one of La Bruydre’s ?” , 

“ It was, though it was not drawn altogether m hau. 
It was so accurate that it flattered me even by its unflat- 
tering points, sincje it showed that I must have been a 
subject of interest and of study to my unerring clair- 
voyantc.” 

A momentary Blush tinged her cheek, making her lov^ 
iiness lovelier, and not escaping Strathmore, though he 
knew how grandes dames can blush, as they can weep at 
their will when they need it to embellish their beauty, too 
well to be much honored by^it. She looked at him with Hit 
same glance that had flashed through her mask, 

NoUat all 1 You are much too vatn 1 I ouly wanted 
to ‘puzzle you. If mylihaft^ hit home, it was chance, noi 
effort. Hearsay and penetration made my Clairvoyance, as 
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ihey make all. You were no stranger to me by name. 1 
had heard plenty of you from others ; though we had never 
happened to meet till that night in Bohemia. Come ! tel’ 
me the truth. Do you not think it a terrible escapade to 
hare travelled alone, at night, in that inconsiqumt manner, 
with only my maid ? 

I thinkef^a ‘ caprice dune belle dame^^ which became her 
far better than the common-place and the conventional, 
which have nothing in common with her,” smiled Stratli- 
more. And for once he paid a compliment that was sincerely 
meant ! “ But why did you so cruelly refuse me your name, 
and condemn me to pursue ^un ambre^ %m rhe^ mi rimi iu 
seeking to sec again the phantom which had flashed on m^ 
when, had I but known mhom I sought, all Europe would 
have guided me to its idol ?” 

« Veiy gracefully asked, indeed !” said Lady Vavasour, 
with a sign of her fan made eloquent in her hand, as in the 
hand of a Gaditana of Cadi^: “But, first of all, you never 
pursued the pb \i tom at all, mon ami. You don’t do those 
things 1 I wasn \ a state secret, and I didn’t ctury despatches ; 
sequitur, you wi'/e courteous to me while we were together 
because you wf re well bred, -''d I was a woman ; but you 
never thought twice about me after we parted, except just 
that night, wh m 1 left you behind to smoke tuid^sleep under 
the pines, wUen, perhaps, you said to yourself : ‘ Blonde with 
dark eyes—unusual ! IVavelling alone, too — very odd I’ 
and then dismissed me to think of Prince Michel ! Se- 
rondly, I refused you my name, because it was my whim to 
n^avel incognita ; and down the river I dispensed with even 
my courier. 1 am as capricious as the winds, you know» 
and, like the winds, never change my caprices for any one’s 
will !” 

Before he could answer her the door of the salon was 
’ thrown open, and several people entered— &is hostess among 
.•others, with that courtly, velvet-shod churchman, Monsig- 
nore Villafl 6 r. Strathmore had to rise,^ and his place was 
taken by the priest, who was a courtier, a connoisseur, and 
a cmrew dee ruelles. The rooms filled ; dinner was aii- 
nounoed and served as the little chimds of the clock rang 
nine, and to Strathmore’s lot fAl Lady George Dashwood, 
Whos 6 06 ft platitudes had never seamed more weansome* to 
bim thin tomight, when they di 8 fX)ursed of cbamber-m^sic, 
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old ohina» Mattese dogn, new fashtons, Ekeylr editiona^ bbA 
altaMoreena, in the same nhvarying: and petfeotly teed 
monotone, which had much the same eifect as if a hiHnlile* 
bee had been perpetnaily humming in the flowara At the 
^pergne before him. At some distance from him — too great 
for any convemtion with her — sat Lady T#asomr; and^ 
while keeping up his .recitative with Lady Gksoi^ge, l^ath 
more could not choose but look at her, could not chooae hut 
think of her — ^this woman who had been final so strangely 
thrown in his way, against whom^he still felt "an uncoaqiier^ 
ably stubborn prejudice, yet who exercised over him, When 
he was with her, a necromancy of air, of glance, of tone^ 
that surprised him, incensod him, and yet beguiled Mm* 
Had he foreseen his future, he would have flung aside every 
thought of this bright, brilliant beauty, as he bad flnne 
aside her broidered liandkerchief into the bosom of the 
Czeschcn peasant girl in Prague ; but, could we foresee one 
step before another, would the lives of any one .of ns be 
blasted, blundered, full of bitterness, and of evil as tb^ are ? 
Is not the misery of every life due to the band that is bound 
fast on our eyes, which the wisest can do little ^to lift, which 
makes us feel our way blindly, uncertainly, erriugly, dam- 
bling^at o^fery step ; which is never lifted, save when our 
laces are turned backwards, and we are bidden to l^k be* 
hind us at the land that we have miitted, whidi is sown 
thick with graves ; and at the gates that are closed upon ns, 
on which is written “ Too Late ? 

Amidst the hum of conversation, the bouquet of the 
wines, the fragrance of the exotics, the numberless murmurs 
of “ Sautemc, monsieur?” — Chfiteau Yquem ?” — Supreme 
dc Volaille ? ” — “ Macedoine d’Abricots ? ” — Beignets a' Ana* 
nas ? ” Btrathmore throughout dinner let his thoughts 
be usurped by tlfe dazzling face, with its amber hair druwii 
slightly back from the delicate temples, in masses and 
ripples of yellow gold, which was but tautalizingly visible to 
him through the clusters of goi^eous flowers, and beliind the 
form of au alabaster Ariadna that intervened between her and 
himself. Is there any separation more exasperating tlmn the 
length iOf a diuner-tiiblo r I don’t believe Uie HcUesponI 
was half so provoking^! liflander could cross thAi if ilero 
<hcln’t mind receiving him au naturellet^b^ what mnn, 
pra*v\ can move from his place at a diuuer-porty ? He uiom 
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mf wifili OUpde Prollo, “ Amkii^ ! ” submit, und sit where 
Wsput! 

Stmtbmore found the dinner an interminable bore, and 
fejt his iirejudice giving way 5 his judgment in no wav 
swerved n-oin his settled conviction that Lady Vavasour was 
vain, spoiledtdangerous, and a consuniiuate coquette, bent 
upon conquest, and not over-careful of her character-— a 
glance told him that ; but the rich, glad, luxuriant it.usio 
that be had heard from her lips under the lindens b}" the 
river^side, now sweet as a. bird’s carol, now sad as a miserere, 
seemed to ring in his car again, and he caught himself 
thinking— -a poetic sentimentalism woriliy oftlie Sabreiir — 
that film must liave some of that music in her soul ! Against 
the White Domino, tlie mali(aous Mask, lie w^ould have been 
prepared and steeled; the bright Odalisque of the Moldau, 
the songstress of the Spring nigljt, took him iniawares, and 
disamnS him. 

As the women I'ose at length and swept out of the groat 
banquetting-hall, where Guises had feasted Valois, she had 
to pass his chair, the lace oJ‘ lior dross brushing his shoulder, 
the subtle fragrance of her hair wafted to iiim like Iho 
odor of some hoihouse flower; as slic did so, a bracelet of 
f«meo dropped from her .arm {milhj dropped, she was too 
highly finished a coquette to ue(id any such vulgar and com- 
mon-placo ru*scs), and jis Strathmiorc bout for it and 
fastened it again ou her arm, he noticed liow snow-white 
and imlisbed fhe skin was, like llic skin of the unguent- 
loving and dclicSite Greeks, and confessed to liimsidf lliat, 
llie smile on those sweet, luugliing lips w'as Dig loveliest a 
woman ever liad at comnnmd. 

“ Merci I \Ve leave you, a VAntjldiSy to olives and repose, 
])o]itics and cigarettes, Bolitude und slander. How you will 
pick our beauty to pieces and legislate dor the nations ! 
Adieu T’ she wlusjfcrcd, as she passed onward. 

By George! they did not overrate lipr, and that fool is 
her hufibftlid ! k'angh ! it is Caliban wedded to Miranda 
thought BtraUimore, us he jiourcd some Johaimisbcrg into 
Wfj glftfis, hiking across at the 1\Iarquis of Vavasour, The 
ejttihefe inid the com])ari 8 on wtre both somewhat ovei- 
MtMneS/it must be admiltedtj butethore are very lew men, 
I who,, admiring a bountiful woman, are not disposed 
iAi her lord >md masto a con’emDtible fellow, and, feel 
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m'Y inuch towards him as you may have felt on a still grey 
day in September, lounging along by the sunken fence qf 
some splendid preserves of which you have not the enkk 
looking at the cover and hearing the whitT of the birds to- 
wards the owner, whoever he be, for whom game’s set 
apai*t. And when M. le Mari is a muff, or %e owner no 
shot, your sense of injury is vciy naturally redoubled in both 
cjxscs, and your animus increased. Envy is a quick match, 
easily lighted, and needs no spirit added to the^vick to make . 
it strike fire and flare into flame. 

The Marquis was not a Caliban, and not a fool, though 
Strathmore, from the eminence of an acute, sa))tle, and bril- 
liant intellect, chose to call him &c.v lie was a short, plain, 
grey-haired little man, with small dai>^ eyes, that leorea and 
(Avinkled viciously ; a very sensual mouth, a good deal of 
wickedness in the upper jiart of liis face, and a good deal of 
wcaknchs in the lower; a man specially to enjoy taking the 
world in neatly and slyly, yet a man not difficult to govern 
])y any one wlio kneAv Ins weak i)omts* He liad not very 
many brains, and those lie had had been spent chiefly in the 
sLiidy of lirillat-Savariu, and the elucidation in theory of new 
plats and sauces. He had taken no share whatever in public 
life, hjjd li^ed chiefly uliroad, Avas principally noted for his 
dinners, was considered rather an insignificant person by 
those Avho stripped him of liis strawberry-loaves ; but being 
a very great ?(?rsonage lo the A\mrld in general, had the kow- 
tow^ perlbnued to him to any mnount, throw his ermine over 
liis emptiness, covered all cancans with his coronet, and 
hushed all Avhispcrs Avith liis wculih. Ho w^as the Marquis 
of Vavasour — had livings for Avhich the ecclesiastical saints 
s(irainbled and truckled, granting him -easy absolution fo^ 
such superior advowsons, and presenting him Avith a brevet 
1 0 heaven, as onljia decent return for his rich presentations ; 
he had a considerable amount of family patronage, the eighth 
cardinal virtue, for which a man will gOu loved more than for 
all the other seven put together ; he had a title of tiie highest 
rank and longest date ; therefore, though chiefly remarkable 
lor gourmandize and a certdlu monkeyish mali&, this inert, 
obstinate, sly, and rather dtmoralized gourmet gave the law, 
ha^ the jfos, and was helc^n high hon and distinction by all, 
save, indeed, by Strathmore, who thought again, as he looked 
at hjs lordship ; ” Faugh 1 it is Caliban wedded to Miranda I ” 
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Ic wsis the linie that Strathmore had ever thcmght a 
woman thrown away upon a man in marriage-— ordinarily 
his opinion was precisoly the reverse ! But the Marquis 
a provocative owner of "anything half so lovely as Marion, 
Lady Yavniour, though it must be confessed he was an easy 
one ; the lilierty he took he gave, he never crossed her ca-* 
prices, and there were invariably between them that polite 
bm accord, that cool don’t-carish, very-happy-to-see*yon 
ncvcr-interlere-with-you sort of friendship which is the 
popular hue of “ mamago in high life,” and is decidedly the 
best and least troublesome it can wear. If you liave to look 
long on one color, let it be a welLweariug, never-dajsxlin* 
nmnee; if you have to nm in leash, doii*t pull at the collar,, 
it won’t keep your companion from going her pace, and will 
only gall your own throat for nothing. That discreet, tran- 
quil friendship ” of the Yavasours is an admirable thing ; 
it*8 like a vrell-bred monotone, or a well-bred man that 
smooths over all things and never makes a row. Galba, who 
shuts his eyes and shakes hands with Mfecenas, is the wise 
follow, Mcnelaus, who raves, can’t rouse his friends in (mr 
day ; he’ll only get a sntioring chnckle from them all, from 
Nestor in at Boodle’s to Amphimachus in at Pratt’s, run the 
risk of a Tmes leader, which is onr modem substitute for 
the pillory, and in lieu of Troy will only obtain a Decr<>e 
Nisi, witl) cohU! ” 


CIIAPTEE X. 

LA BELLE V, LA BELLE. 

«> 

When tiicy entered the drawing-room, half an honr after, 
the first thing that met Strathmore’s eyes wag the woman 
wb^ more or less, had haunted his memory and excited his 
coxiogity since the May night under the lindens, in tlie soli- 
tndes of Bohemia. Lady Vavalbnr wag lying back in a dor 
^ilse, glancing throngh Georg# Sand’s last norel^ the ftiL 
ij^t .fimm a chandelier abore &li upon her, msdeing the 
iHuOT^emei daazling, and the scarlet fiowers glow; she 
•lookaglike some rare and exquisite Sevres figure as she sat 
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thoi'e, with her cheek resting on her hand, and the lashes 
drooped over her eyes, the form perfect as* a statnette of 
Coysvox, the coloring rich and delicate as an enamel of 
Fragonard. And yet— those cursed camellias ! Was it tJte 
strange grouping of those scarlet flowers circling the dead 
gold of her hair that gave to her something stsroing with 
all her seductiveness, bizarre with all her beautyi dangerous 
Avith all her delicacy ; something that made him iUToluntarily 
think of Lucrezia Borgi^^ Catlierina Medici, Clytemueatra, 
Fred^gonde, Olympia Mancini, Gunilda, in a pMe*mMe chaos 
of every divine demoniac, eveiy fatal kscinairess that the 
world had seen since the world began; something which 
struck him with nothing less than aversion for the first mo- 
ment that the glowing coronal on the. amber hair met his 
eyes again ; but Avhich then forced him against himself into 
a dizzj', blind, breathless, admiration, such as no woman had 
over wrung from him. 

“ That ever such beauty as this should belong to a crea- 
ture good for nothing but to criticize sauces, smell tlie bou- 
quets of wines, and gluttonize over green fat!*' thought 
Hirathmorc, who held all gourmands in contemptuous dis- 
dain, and this one especial gourmand in particular, as he 
drew neai* her, and sank down in a low chair by her coucli, 
regardless ^that Lady George looked chagrined, and that 
Lady^Beaudesert had signalled him Avith her fan. The 
bright beauties of liis set rather resented Ida sudden and 
immediate desertion to another standard. 

‘‘ Lady Va\msoiir, may I not trust to hear to-night the 
roice Avhose music drove the nightingales 4o despair under 
llio limes?” said Strathmore, as he sank into a Ioav chair 
teside her, to the chagrin of Monsignore Villafldr and a host 
of baser rivals. 

She glanced at him under her silky lashes, and that under* 
glance AA^as the iqpst dangerous in the world : 

“No! I sing to nightingales, but not to order, like a 
priina donna. The birds can appreciate me, the bores 
cauT ! ” and her ladyship included, in a disdainful sign of 
lior fan, the men whom Strathmore in his pride had dassifled 
as “ emm il fauU but C/omftiOii-plaoe ” — a clasdifleation, by- 
the-by, which would fit, I fear, most of jhe members of gootl 
society.^^^ a • ‘ * 

But you sang to hh, and you will sing.f^ me again! ' 
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said Strathmore, with the calm, appropriativc, Brummelliari 
nonchatoco of tone that women always like. Women love 
an antoeratio ruler ; even your imperious coquette^ believe 
me, feel tlie charm, though tliey won’t, I dare say, olten own 
to it! 

Do not be so sure of that! I am not Miilibran, whom 
you can hear any niglifc for five guinens, and 1 did not sing 
to ym under the limes ; you are infinitely too vain I I sang 
ptmr m'amtmr, and to scandalize those English women who 
grumbled at the cucumber-soup, and thought me * evidently 
not a proner person ! * The English are bom travellers. I 
wonder why they think it necessary to make one of the 
spedalifes thi voyaye a compound of ice and acid for every 
stranger they meet ? ” 

^ Because suspicion and reserve are to ns what their sliclis 
are to cocoanuts; they make a little kernel look big, and if 
there’s emptiness inside, conceal it,” laugbod Strathmore: 
“ but you are very cruel io charge me wiUi vanity. If 1 be 
vain, have I not "food for it in knowing that I am such a 
subject of interest to one wliose tap from her fan is one ol 
the cordons (Vltonneur of Europe, that she honored me witli 
studying my character, learning my preferences, and even 
making researches among my family legends ? Lady Vava- 
sour must not send me to Coven iiy when I rememUr the 
Domino Blanc ! ” 

Her eyes laughed with mnlicions amusement : 

“ The Domino Blanc seems to huve made a great impr(*s- 
sion on you, Lord Cecil ! but only because slie knL!^Y of the 
Volfcura ailkir, anV. you aro cuiioua to know /loio slie knew it. 
No woman everr makes you vain. What you are vain of arc 
things like your conduct of the Murat entanglement, when 
your cliief ’s*d projjps brain-attac*k so obligingly left you alone 
to steer through the troubled waters. Now, confess me the 
truth, were you not glad when Lord Templefcown hud con- 
gestion just at that juncture? ” 

“ I believe I was ! If a militmy map’s friend dies who 
had the step above him, his first thought is ‘ Promotion ! 
deucedly lucky for me! ’ Ilis next, ‘ Poor fellow! what a 
pity! ’ always comes two seconds after. I understand Vhl 
eairc. If your companion’s exiitence at tabic you 

have a dish dressed as you d(m’t like it, you arc naturally 
relieved if an apoplectic fit empties his chair, and sets you 
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free to Ray, * Polnl de tauee hlanche!’ All i|ien tire ngettsts , 
tliey only persuade themselvea they aawj not it^&h l^tiwew'- 
ing; so eo often, that at la^t tliey believe what tiiej 2l|'o 
motive under the sun will stand the miCt08CDpe; hiiihan 
nature, like a Med beauty, Inust only hard a detniJi^fire ; 
draw the blinds up, and the blotches come flttt, thb WrMkieB 
show, and the paint peels off. The beauty scolds the srar- 
vaiits— men hiss the satirists — who dsareto let ihdf^^tl” 
'She listened, and laughed her low, silver laugh; This 
was not the conversation witji which her cottiers usually 
entertained her, but, if only as a novelty, idiC rather 
liked it : 

“ Quite true 1 It is only here and there a b^iuty like 
nu/nelf, who can brave the noontide, and a man udio, like 
ynwHclf, can stand the satire, who dare to adinit it as true- 
I don’t want rouge yet, and ymi don’t want ruses yet' } but 
1 daro say wo shall both come to them, and then we shan’t 
lilcc the blinds up better than any one else.” 

“ Lady Vavasour needing rouge ! it is an impossible 
stretch of imagination. One cannot realise tho poom of 
mortality thoroughly enough to picture that cheek of child- 
like bloom ever condescending to the aid of the dressiii^- 
box !” smiled Strathmore, his eyes dwelling on the bloom 
in qnsstioi?, that was softly faint, yet warmly bright, as the 
flush on a sea-shell. 

“ But a diplomatist needing ruses is not so difficult ! 
You must condescend to the ilmc de perle of the hureUU — 
White Lies — or you will forsake your metier, or your miikr 
yon. If I C371 defy enamel, you won’t be* able to defy e* 
pedieucy, moil ami !” ' ■ 

Strathmore laughed ; 

“ Enamelling is ns much in favor in the cabinets as in 
the cabinets dc toilette, I admit, and is very nseftd in botli. 
Nations suffer f« the cost in the one, and husbands fot the 
cost in the other ! But, for myself, I d(mt tMpk I shall 
ever use the hhm de perk you predict. I am of Tallvsy- 
rand’s way of thinking, that tho able man disdains so clumsy 
a tool as falsehood. It is jjie Weapon of the btmglcr, hot of 
ihe master. Take refuge in falsehood, and yda hasNs dealt 
a tnunit into your enemy’! hand tlut he can play i^inst 
yen whenever he likes.* Tho most adroit falsehood is but 
thin ice that may break any day. The true art is to know 
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hm to liold toith, and^how to wMhb<dd it : bnt DeTa* to 
deal mth anjthjmg else." 

** l^hen oaa neTer homor men, and ner^ flatter 
theta t Hour can power be obtained without ? ” 

“By nni^ them and mling them. Men are thowitic 
raan% tocde, to be commanded, not his mntinons crew, to be 
bribed and pampered !” 

She h)okw at him as he spoke, and saw on his &oe the 
look, of pitiless power, of imperious passion, of merciless 
will, that the Gitfina had seen as she studied it under the 
Bohemian stars — that all saw who looked at the portraits 
of the Norman Strathmores, w’hen the western sun shone 
on them through the stained windows at White Ladi^i — 
and, while she was fascinated by it, thought to herself how 
die would soften it, subdue it, break it down beneath her 
hands, chain it there beneath her feet. Women delight to 
nondm^ how “ the dove will peck the estridge ; ” and the 
keener and fiercer the hawk which is their quarry, the more 
they g^ory in blinding him with the dazzle of their silvery 
wings, and in disabling him with the music of their soft 
woodmOtes ! Shakspeare knew that women justified his 
metaphor, though falconer’s lore might not I 

“ zon are very secure of your future,’’, she laughed, while 
the brilliant light above her head shone down on the, waves 
of her amber hair, and the scarlet coronal that wound ronncl 
them, in so startling and strong a contrast of color — a 
eontrad that no beauty less perfect, less delicate, less ex- 
qnisitely tinted, could ever have borne : “ Doesn’t the Bohe- 
mian’s prophecy make you tremble? How horrible it 
was !” 

Strathmore laughed too, looking into the lustrous eyes 
fladiing on him sweetly and softly as an Oriental’s : 

“ Yes ! she gave me plenty of melodrame for my money, 
bnt I don’t see very weU how it can come to pass. I’m not 
a hero of romance, with a mysterious parentage or a hidden 
murder : Z shan’t midco a doable marriage, discover a family 
secret, or take anybody’s life in hot or cdld blood 1 All ny 
aetioiis are. patent to the world; 1 fear Z shall never do 
anythipg to ‘merit Bedempta’s Vomanrio prediction ! Bnt 
tialb remhids me, when yon talked to me that night, yon 
fsdked fmly i& Frei^h, Lady l^ivas^fir. I thought you w^re 
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Of courtsc you did. I would not give you » clue eftt 
to niv counted'.” 

“ Whicl* was very cruel, madame 1 But, though you 
gave me no clue, you gave me a promise, and 1 must oimm 
its fulfilment.” ‘ 

'* / gave you one? Indeed ! I have fta-gotten it, th«i. 
A year ago is an eternity to be called on to r^embm'. 
Don’t you like these Maltese dogs ? I think ^y ate sudi 
jiretty snowy things.” 

“ But I remember it,” said Strathmore (^kpotnd to 
turn the conversation from himself to the Ihm-pnps), with 
a smile that piqued his companion because Ae couM not 
translate it : “ It was, that when wc met again you would 
thank me for my chivvy, as you honoured mo by terming 
it, and would pay your debt — oomme Je voudrak f lam 
tempted to be art inexorable creditor !" 

The lovely mouth made a move hnudmse, but she gave 
him the look that she had given him under the lime in 
Bohemia — soft with all its coquetry, tender vrith all Its 
dazzling brilliance. 

"1 dare say! Well! what would content you?" she 
laughed, softly stirring her fan, while ito motion floated 
the subtle fragrance of her hair to him when he leant to- 
wardadtopi* 

It was a dangerous question for such lips to put to any 
man ! He conld scarce have but (me answer rise to his 
tongue within sight and touch of that tempting loveliness— 
an answer that could not be uttered in the salonicf, Yemon 
^caux, to the wife of a Peer, to Marion,* Lady ’^■^'Sdsonr ! 
tSfratlimore bout down towards her till jiis voice cotild I’eaoh 
Jier ear alone, his eyes darkening with that swift, instan- 
taneous light whicli showed — to any woman — ^tbat the p^ 
bion he disdained did bnt sleep, and might yet wake, like 
“ giants i-efreshsd from their slumber." 

“ Some day, perhaps, I may dare to tell you— ^ liere, 
not yet.” 

The words escaped him before he knew it. AS Hie wr- 
fume of her hair reached him, Ss he met the glaaoe of ner 
^yes, as he looked on her*delioate dazzling tafx> i^e 
light 4;om the chandelitr shone mpon ^ this womaa’s 
beauty captivated him ogainst his will, %nd made Hie blood 
course quicker through his veins, as though he had draak 
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in the rich bouytiet and the subtle strength of.f^qmd rarc: 
mby wine, warm from the pui*))le clusters 
The faint rose-blush, that was the most dangerous of all 
Lady ^Wli^asour’s charms, since it was the onew'hich flattered 
most, and most surely counterfeited nature, came on her 
cheek, and her eyes met his with a languid sweetness. It 
was the first whisper of the syren’s sea-song, that w'as to 
lead by music unto wreck and death ; it was the first beckon- 
ing of the white arms of Circe, that wore to wreathe, and 
twine, and cling, till they should draw down their prey be- 
neath the/ salt waves flowing over the fathomless abyss 
whence there is no return. 

Then with one of licr rapid, coquettish muiations, one of 
those tantalising hotiiafhs that were her nuist cruel and car-, 
tain witcheries, she signed him away witJi a blow from her 
fan, and laughed lightly: 

“Loi’d Cecil, I have talked to you alone for full ton 
miuut/es. 1 neA^er give any one a longer monopoly, Sur- 
render yotir place to Monsignorc Villafl6r, and let the world 
in to our conversation.’’ 

Stmthmore leant back, and nestled himself more closely 
in among his cushions with calm nonchalance : 

Panhn^ madame I Monsignore can seat himself, and a 
signal of your pretty toy will summon the woild -vrithout 
my moving. I am very comfortable just now !” 

She glanced at him ivith a sparkle of malicious amuse- 
ment : 

You are piqued, mon ami, already T she thought, wn'th 
gratified tri limp! I* as she arch»jd her delicate eyebrows with 
provoking indiflbrcnce, and signed Villafl6r towards her. 
bormer, Legard, and Rennecouit gathered about her dor- 
ineuse the instant the signal permitted them ; and for any 
evidence she gave of remembering his presence, or evcn his 
existence, * Strathmore might have utterly* fad^ from her 
memory as she dispensed the mischievous mots, the moqueur 
smile, the silent, dangerous glances that were the war- 
weapons of the arch-coquette whom Lord Vavasour had 
taken to himself. ^ 

She knew %hat no possible mode of' action could 
hete impressed her on Strathfiiore’s thoughts, tiie verj 
aunoyauoo it awoke" in him with hteiself, retained her in 
Ids mind j the momentary tenderness that had gleamed in 
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her eyc4 weeedcd by the tantalizing indifference of her 
dismfesar^jtWkuew them well enough, they were the tuctica 
of a coquette, and he%atecl coquettesa, women who live oii 
the censing of fools, and spend their time in fooling wise 
men;^’ he thought contemptuously, while witjiout moving 
BO us to give up his place to VillaflAr, or any one else, he 
began to play ecarti* with the Vicomte de Clermoht, at a 
table that stood at Ijis elbow. Strathmore was specially 
fond of that little witching French game ; he one of 
the best players in Europe ; he liked its tranjuil, subtle 
liricBses that were to be enjoyed without stirring from Iiis 
dormeuse ; he liked its keen excitement bought for a feW 
Naps a side, and he was tenacious of his reputation in it. 
(Uennonfc was almost the only member of the Paris Jockey 
Club who claimed to equal him, and their ecarhi was always 
a slnr]) contest of skill. Aiioilier time ho Avould have gone 
farther out of the roach of the babble of conversation round 
J^.ady Vavasour’s s(da ; now, Strathmore did not choose to 
let her think she could bo any disturbing element at all. It 
was a dangerous neighbourhood for ecarto, or any game that 
liuiig on skill, thought^ and finesse, where every word of the 
silvery mocking voice was to be heard, wdiere every echo of 
the air y laujj^h ter rang on his car, where the fluttering mo- 
tion of TITffIran, the gleam of her amber tresses, the glitter 
of the camei on an arm as white as they, (taught his eye 
evciw inoment. But Stratlimorc invariably risked danger 
in litt.lc things as in great ; lie never avoided it, he idways 
disdainfully and sclf-reliantly lingered in jt ; it was his 
Birength or his weakness, whichever you like. 

He played eight games as scientifically as though he had 
been in a card-room, with not another face to distract him 
from that of the king’s he marked ; and Lady Vavasour, 
glancing at him, b^gan to doubt her own power. 'Strath- 
more leant back, ms eyes fixed on the cams he held, his 
interest centred in the game ho played, and she might have 
been fifty leagues away for any sign she could discover that 
she disturbed him ; the Voltura affaiv she endufO m 
a rival, states and prmo(3S wnt'c involved in that, but to be 
rivalled by 6cai't6, by painted pieces of pai^iteboard and a few 
Naps a sicte J~never ! She felt her character at stake — ^her 
vaufty was, (There are filenty^ of i>eop]e in this world, my 
good sirs, besides coqnotte^s who take the ope thing for the 



sTaA7::iuoRs. 


fOS 

»thor, and when they cry out thdr reputation's attacked* 
^ire in truth only snarling from thek wounded conceit !) 
The dglk games had been evenly w<JI and lost, they were 
four all, ^d they began UlU; the Strathmores of 'White 
Ladios had never borne patiently to lose in anything, 
they were a race that dearly loved dominance, and took it 
come gm coAte like imperious, unyielding Normans m they 
were i he did not choose that Clermont should beat him ; 
this evening, in cspecjial, defeat would have annoyed him 
unspeakably. 

The luck of the cards had always boon with the Vicomte, 
but Strathmore’s play had more than balanced that ; it was ^ 
evident to all those who gathered near the ecarfc^ table that 
the game was in his hands. Ilis hostess from a distance : 
watched him over the top of her fan, while discoursing of 
turquoise celadon with H. S. H. of Mechlin ; her name had 
some years before been entangled with his own in that 
gossip which iwS rife in those hotbeds of scandal, club-rooms 
and salons ; the gossip had long given place to newer 
slander, yet the woman of the world could not wholly lose 
the tenderness that still clung about her heart for one who 
she knew had never loved her — could not wholly keep down 
a sigh that rose to the lips, against which the gold-powdered 
down of her fan was pressed. The Marqa^, lying half 
asleep, f>ondering oii a new flavor for a salmi of woodcocks 
that he should have tried by his chef the first day of the 
season, looked through his shutJids at him with snarling 
envy. The Marquis always thought *^pJtis Imu qm moi — 
t'eetun tort qtl'dlme fait!'' and the CHtiline-like physimud 
of Slmthmore being si)ecially his own antipodes, specially 
attracted liis attention, “feiat man’s like a Velasquez 
picture, but he’ll do something bad some day,” muttered 
Lord Vavasour, comforting himself with the detrimental 
jider with whidi we always qualify an ^miration extorted 
from our envy. Most people in the room watched him as 
la helU began, catching the contagion of a dvilfully contested 
game, and tlie excitement of a chance so evenly poised that 
a single oa^ would turn the s^ale. 

Strathmore himself was entirely absorbed in it, entirely 
intent on it, keenly, eagerly, resolutely bent oir winning. 
He would have lost fifty tfines flie amount staked oh it 
rather than have lost that game at <5carte 1 Ho iJayed 
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Indin'cixint cards with such superb 'skill, such matdiless 
ilnesse, that la, bdh was all but won, when, from where ebs 
Bot near on her dormouse, Lady Vf Tasour lemifc towards him 
lo look over his hand to watch his ^umph, the fragrance of 
her hair crossing him like the porfhme of some exo^ her 
lovely lips, whose charm even he had admitted, so near his 
own that their breath fanned his cheek. He looked up and 
met her eyes ; the dazzling beauty of this woman ran 
through his veins like subtle fire, and threw him off his 
guard, as though the air had been suddenly fill^ with the 
dreamy intoxicating odor of narcotic fumes, that bewilder 
tbe reason and chtu-m while they weaken the SOTSes. He 
played inadvertently — ^tho wrong card. The fal^iit^ was 
not to be retrieved (what false step is ?) ; it gate Ifte' gi^nn 
into Clermont’s hands, and for the first time for ydars 
Strathmore lost at ecart^. 

For the instant, trifle though it was, he hated the woman 
who had unnerved him and fooled him, as passionately, as 
bitterly, as though the wrong card had been some stain on 
his honour, the lost gamesome indelible shame on his name! 
The bad play he had been betrayed into ineensed him 
enough, but that she should have had this pow«f over him 
incensed him far more. 

“ I c^^ment you on your skill, Clermont. You played 
admirably. You have beaten me ! They won’t believe it 
at the Jockej' Club ! ” ho said, laughing, as he leant back 
again among his cushions. His annoyance onlf showed 
itself in his eyes, that darkened with the syp'ft anger of Ms 
pitiless race, though the rest of his face never changed. 

“ Wlien I came to look on at your victory, it was very 
uncomplimentary to entertain me with a defeat. I thought 
you were the best 6cart6 player in Europi^’’ «aid Lady 
Vavasour, maliciously, with a slight shrug of her snowy 
shoulders, and as much tranq^nil unconceefi as though she 
were innocent and ignorant or having done all ty misehief. 

“ Lady 'Vavasour, from Paradise downwards Ifeminioe 
interference was never productive but of a losing game for 
man ! ” said Strathmore, in4he tranquil tramantA tones is 
which he always spoke his ipdest things. 

She lafighed sofrly ; it amused her ; he bad lost his gates 
and she had won hers t * * 

*^L*me Mk ie perdaii f autre, tree cher,” said Eennecoim 
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to Strathmore, aa Uiey went to the smokin^^-rooiii that night, 
when the women had deserted the drawing-rooma and gope 
^ 0 tlieir chambers, and their novels, and their charming 
' nog%4ea in the 6al6rie dcs Dames. 

Strathmore 8n[>pre«sed an impatient oath to himself ; the 
libel, like moat libels, wm uupulatable because it was true. 
He hated the wommi whose inero^touch had so fooled him, 
and whose sway and mIioso spells, as he had seen lier that 
night, Im had been forced to confess the wildest rumors 
had not overdro-wn. But for all that, though, he owed her 
his defeat at ecarte, and loathed her sudden and subtle 
power over him ; as lie lay on 'Ibo couch of tlie smoking- 
room that night, while Baden favourites, new caprices of 
reigning itouues, tlic buhlied-uj^ alFair of the inarked cards 
at Mora Dolila’s, in wliich wxdl-knowuiiaineK uero involved, 
the dernkr Mnuche of a Itussimi Ih'incc, wlit) was startling 
even Paris, were chatted over wdtii liio freedom that's only 
attained wiicn the papooshes arc on and the ladies ai’o oit 
and is enjoyed like tiie case of the dressiug-^cowu after the 
restraint of the grawh knue; I lliiuk Slrathniore felt a 
keener detestation still for his loj’d.sldp of Vavasour and 
Vaux as lie glanced at the Marquis (who, wrapped in his 
uxorious Caslimere robes, looked something like an over- 
fed monkey, grizzled with age and ])mnper<‘d eating, 
as his eyes leered and twinklcfl at a gHvoia tale), and thought 
a$ he glanced, “Faugli ! that Caliban to I ” 

It was an envy mid mi impatience that many before him 
bad smarted un^er, looking at her lord and master, so iiumIo 
and teimed by mariial rigid-, and iiiinking of Murion, Bad^ 
Vavasour. 


CHAPTER XI. 

. rax OAUGHTim OF EVE IN THE OAUBExN OF imVM. 

4( - 

BxiUTWOnE very rarely got^ up early ; usually ho had 
His, chocolate bronght to him, glanced through new hotoIb, 
road bis lett^s, had his first* cigti^'before he rose, and tlien 
touhged' doHTj' amon« the latest to breakfast. He was 
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aectistomod to say, that your best mmur is dull over bis? 
coffee; with his cutlets, a man thinks of console and 
coupons, and with anchovy only finds relish for telegrams ; 
in the oil of his sardines his satire is swamped, and as he 
orcaks his plover’s eggs he*s only good for reading and 
Bpcnkhig political platitudes ; his head’s admirably eleai*, 
but his wit isn’t ripe. Therefore Strathmore’s rule .always 
was : Da your own business before noon ; but don’t be 
bored by your friends till after. In tlie morning we’re all 
cLUitions, not convivial: so broakftist and mate "to your 
lawyer iij solitude ; congregate at luncheon, and take emts- 
tcKhs and conversation togeiher !” It was a very good 
1 think — letters written in the morning never compro* 
niiso you ; mots made in ilic morning never amuse you — 
and it" was one he seldom broke. 

But the morning after liis arrival at Venumoeaux, when 
Diaz entered his chamber to draw up the persiennes and fill 
his batli, the breeze as it blew in from the windows, which 
had been partially left open througli the hot night, caiac so 
jdefisanily laden with the fragrance of tlis rose-gardens, the 
jiiiie-w'oods, and the vine-covered hills, that it seemed for 
once more temj^ting than his ycllow-paporcd romm andliis 
chocolat,^ a Ig Vanillc, which had both a sti^ong fiavor of 
Paris ; aUhVor thiin wlxich ordinarily on M pmi mwttiC ; 
but Ptu‘ie, like partridges, may want cijange somotimes, and 
j)all — as what doesn’t, from women to wdne ?**-undcr the 
ruinous test of Tovjotirs 1"' For once StrulUmoro felt 
tempted to get up early ; and he rose, dressed, and sauntered 
(mt by ail escaiw' tlmt led, without passing through any 
jiarl of the building, from his wing of the chateau down 
into the gardens below. 

A device of some dainty chfitelaino, some dss leaw 
for her leaver to pass up to her chamb^ without 
rakmg the seneschal, or risking his limbs by climbing,” 
thought Stratliiuorc, as he stood on tlio grey stone st^ps 
i<)oldng over at the gardens that lay before him : ! wo 

liave e&caJien (Umhm still ! License may have gone out of 
the language, but it hasn’t gtfne out of the manatera \ we*ve 
k^arnt to be hypocrites, butewe haven’t altered our tastes. 
To |tdvan& in Civilizatio|i is a§.er all only to porfeot Cant, 
The nude figure remains the game delight to the precisian 
«*a tlie profligate ; but he drapes her discreetly in public. 



stsathmoub. 


tia 

while be {^leata ovef her tindraped m pdle. Hen don’t 
cluing their natnres, only their faces ! ” 

With which, Strathmore snimterod down the steps, and 
took any way that hazard led him, which was tlirongh tho 
bronze trellis-work pates that ojicned into his hostess’s rosc- 
prdens, mazes of blossom, where the birds sanp under the 
rosea, and the air was fall of the rich fragrance of clusters of 
mmeon bloom, as he strolled slowly along, profaning tliese 
saca'ed precincts, that were as vouSa am dames as the 
gardens of Odalisques, with the scent and the smoke of his 
Manilla. There is something in the freshness, the stUlncss, 
the snnny calm of early morning, that has its cliarm, eten 
when we are least inclined to give way to these things, and 
most inclined to sneer at them. Strathmore — essentially a 
man “of the world, worldly” — who lived in Courts, clubs, 
and salons, who had never got up and come on deck to sec 
the sun rise any day that his yacht was at anchor in the 
Bospho^ ; whose manual was Rochefoucauld, and breviary 
Bmy^ ; whose life had been spent in on atmosphere 
scented with perfumes and pastilles, where daylight was 
never needed and never remembered, and a purer air would 
have lacked in excitement ; even Strathmore, though nature 
was not much more to him thwi to Talleyrap^ Qram- 
mont, felt the freshness, the tranquillity, the peacefblness 
of the hour. It was perfectly still and solitary round him, 
there was not a sound but of the wood-pigeons cooing from 
afar off, and the wind gently stealing through the fragrant 
aii^eg of the rese arcades, while the son fell on the eastern 
side of the silent chiltean, and on tlic terrace, with its grey 
balustrade covered by gorgeous creepers, that looked like 
Ihe baclcground of some Louis Quinze picture. He knew no 
one would'have risen except the household at that early hour, 
and as he walked on, just under the tfri'ace, that was at 
some considerable elevation above him, a voice startled him 
OB It fell on the air : 

“ Since when have you become pastoral ? I should not 
have fancied you had bad sylvan tastes, mon ami ! ” 

Sbe stood immediately awv% him, lean^g over the stone 
balustrade; behind her was idte ivy-hnng frqade fit the 
chAtean, with its }^aked ^urel^s and its Iqn^ of 
Cloibiu windows ; beneath -ner sloped the ivy-wall « 
tKri’aoe. (invert with the broad leaves of mepera and the 
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bloBBoms of the twining roses : the whole scene wto 
like s landscape of Oreuze or Lancret, and she vhc oom* 
jleted it added to its oolori^ of the Bean Sidcde where she 
Jeaned on the parapet, looking down with a smile on Ups 
that rivalled the half-opened rosea. As he glanced npward, 
her loreUness swept over him like the intoxicatioQ of some 
dreamy perfume, now in the cooler jadgmaat of momiag, 
as at midnight, a few hours before, when the Ught of the 
chandeUers glanced on the scarlet camellias. AwS^ fiom hitx 
he could critidzo, condemn, displace, defy her ; in her {we- 
sence, with her eyes smiling down into his, with her voice 
vibrating on the air, he might resent, but he conld not 
resist her. She enthralled him by the senses, so sidktly, so 
seductively, that she drew him within the charmed droie of 
her power, even while he hated her for her dominanee over 
him. 

“ Sylvan tastes or not, would not any one* from an idler 
to an anchorite, be irresistibly drawn wnere the early morn- 
ing proffers sneh a reward to aU those who rise early ? ” 
said Strathmore, as he asdended the terrace steps to her 
side. 

He had not seen her, until her greeting made him look: 
upwards ^nt what man can tell the precise truth to a 
beantij^l Voman ? She smiled as she gave him her hand, 
white, small, soft, with the jewels of an Empress upon it ; 
a hand to dose gently bnt surely on the life of a man, and 
.nake it its own ; a hand to be raved of by poets, and hold 
sages in thraldom ; to be modelled by sculpters, and coveted 
by courtiers. 

“Last night you were quoting from Genesis to show 
the mischief done by a woman ! How can yon be so in- 
tonsistent as to seek one in Eve’s special province of mis- 
eliief— a garden ?, A diplomatist tasting tho dew, of the 
iawn, and sunning himself among roses! — yon im an 
anomaly, mon ami. Is it yonr lost 6cart4 whim has dwdU 
on your mind, that yon are wandering at such on nneiMihly 
hour ? ” 

"It is more lEfeelyto be*reffiembr«nce the one who 
lost me the ^cart^ ! ” said Sisathmore, beading towards fam*. 

His voice had an nnns^ soi|aee8, Ms darkened and 
dwdt on her, fascinated by the volaptoons .charm of her 
bcanty, and the confession broke fro«« him unawares. She 





aixjhed her Micate eyebrows, and looked at him with mis- 
ehieroBS amaaemen^ whete she leaned against the rose- 
wreathed parapet : 

<*0f M*do Clermont I ^ Yon must be very deep in his 
debUfor him to haunt yon 1— or perhaps yon were medita- 
l^g some snre, silent revenge on him ? — that would be more 
k la Strathmore ! ” 

I thank you for the hint and the reminder, belle 
amie ; I mil revenge myself for the game that I lost 
on the tactician who tlircw me ofiP my guard I But the 
revenge, like the’ payment I spoke of last night, must wait , 
it would be too great rashness to risk taking citto* ^ 
yet 

He spe^e softly, and with meaning ; her power was wind- 
ing itself about him, his senses were yielding themselves to 
the languid charm, the subtler spell of her beauty ; Strath- 
more, who denied that any woman could be dangerous to 
him, might have known, then, how dangerous me might be ! 
She blushed, slightly, softly, and played with one of the 
rings of her left hand — the dPamond-stiidded circlet that 
was the badge of her marriage — was it by hazard, or as a 
warning ? Be it which it might, it served to recAli to him 
that the woman he looked on was Marion, Lnjly Vavasour, 
the arch-coquette of Europe. 

‘‘ I was unaware your tiistes were k la Iliyllis, Lady Va- 
vasour,’* he went on, with the smile, slight, cold, half a 
sneei\ which piqued her more than wnytliing, since it per- 
plexed her as to its meaning, and only gave her a vague 
idea that her game W’as foiX'soon, and — ^rloficd : “ AVhat charm 
can the early morning have for you ? Your preferencxis, 
surely, are no more sylvan than mine, and there is nothing ■ 
to be captivated but the bees and the birds ! I have read 
in some old Trouvdre song of a lm\va(je for perpetual 
youth and h^uty, to be gathered from "the irst dew of roses 
— can iSmt be your mission ? If so, we must pity, os 
tinder de L'Bndos, generations unborn, who will suifer like 
na ! ” 

** Don’t "*aB 0 the first per^n! — you never snffer,” she 
answered him, toying with Ae hanging sprats of the 
to^S : ^^Tbe charm thafc^guid^ me was whofc rules me 
«Jways*--the caprice of the hour : I admit no other law 1 
Ini'Paris one nevav thinks the day is aired till two : bhi in 
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tlie country — tmta autre eheee — I hwd birds 
Binding, tJie scent of the roses came tiiroi;^h my 

and Ah, Lord Oedl^ though we live in the world till 

we forget it, there are things better than pleasure, 
is an air ^irer than the air of the salons 1 1 am j^ung^ 
I am flattered, I reign, I love my sovereignty — ^wbo does 
not, that has a sceptre to jsfrasp? — and still, somefeimea 
I wish that I were a peasant-chil^ playing with the brown 
chestnuts under the tiees, and catching fte bti^rfiiea in 
the sunshine ! '’ . 

I have said that she had now and then a a 

mouriiMness, real or assumed; and, at such mo^iieuts, 
while tlie lids drooped softly over the black gaaeile,, eyes* 
and a shadow of sadness stoic the brilliance firom her fac(^ 
siic was yet more resistless than in her most daaalmg 
coquetry. Even Strathmore felt its charm, though, now 
with the gesture tliat had recalled to him her title and 
her ownerehip, he had steeled himself afresh against her, 

** Indeed ! ” he answered her, with the smile the mis» 
trusted : “ The world would scarcely credit you# Lady 

Vavasour ; to play with men’s lives must be more mauting 
than with fallen chestnuts, and to catch l^rinoes and Pee^ 
in your net must be more exciting than the child's jrollow 
butteriiieb'i * Who shall hope to be content if the envied of 
all wishes to alter her lot ! ” 

“ Ah ! mou ami, those who envy us do not always kupw 
us. Among all rose-leaves there is one crumpled 1 ^ 
voice was saddened, the lustre of her eyes grew langmd 
Jind softened, and her lingers unconsciously played with 
the diamond wedding-ring upon her finger, as it sparkled 
among the roses. Again the action spo^e more eloquwtly 
than words. Besides her fascination, she tried now a 
charm more dangerous for him — sl^f claimed his pity ! 
‘ Look ! ” she went on, as she took one of the flowers, and 
opened its fresh crimson leaves. Look ! as (the rose 
swings in the sunlight, how lovely it is — ^the .Quapn of 
flowers I And yet, at its core lies a canker I ^ 

‘‘ Is it so ivith our queen of flowers ?” , 

He asked it involuntarily, ^^ending lower towi^ Hh 
he Saw thw faint sigh with which her bosom heaJied, umto 
the bossamer lace that shrouded ii ; • 

“ Hush ! ” she softly, wiUi a liglit blow of the rose 
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«pruy m fcia arm : You must not ask. I wear the btidge 
of ecn^vitude and— ailenee I 

Ami silence fell between them ; such silence a« fell 
betwem Launcelofc and Guinevere, when the first subtle 
pnson ran through the veins of the man whom Arthur 
loved. 

With a light laugh the silence was broken, as she flung 
the gathered spray oif on the sunny air, and let her white 
hands wander afresh among the twining blossoms ; 

“I like roses, don’t you? They arc the, flowers of 
poetry. I don’t wonder Cleopatra had her couch of them, 
and the Epicureans loved them showered down as tliey 
sat at banquet, and strewn upon the floors ankle-deep ^ 
They are the flowers of silence, of revel, of lore ; the 
flowers of the Greek poets and the Provence Trouvercsj 
of the chaplets of Catullus and the lays of CliostclAr. 
Roses are for all time— while they bloom afresh with 
every summer, how can the earth fail to guard its eternal 
jmuth ?” 

While she spoke, slie drew out one of the roses from 
the rest, crimson, and fresh, and fragrant, with the dew 
glittering still in its odorous core ; and Tbroke it off witli 
its unopened buds and dark shining leaves. ^ 

“ Is it not worthy Cleopatra ? she laughcSfT^olding it 
up in the light before her eyes and his — his tljat followed 
her as she fastened the rose in her h(^som with negligent 
grace, where it nestled half hidden, half seen, lying against 
the white skin that the tracery of the lace covered without 
wholly concealing, and contrasling its snowy beauty with 
its deep crimson petals. Come ! we have been talldng 
mournfully, and 1 meant to teach you epicureanism — ^}^oir 
who trample aside the roses of life, and covet only the 
withered yeUow laurels of Age and fower. Adieu ! I 
must leave you to finish your solitaiy promenades ; I am 
going in to my chocolate ! 

His eyes dwelt on her, on the rose, where it lay half 
hidden on her heart, on the hair lit to gold by the sun- 
shine, on Ihe antelope eyes that glanced at him through 
their black lashes, on the exfuisite and voluptuous grace 
Iot. Though it hs^ fastened fetters on'-him whidi 
had inad^ him this woman’s slave for life, he csould' not 
reiaited his impulse to follow her then ; she fasci 
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naied him by the senses, and it was a faseination to 
which he chose to yield. What evil could lie in it 1m 
him ? He was strong in his own strength, secure m his 
own coldness ; he believed he eould handle fire without 
feeling its .flame ; he believed he could let the whirlwind 
sweep over him, without being stirred by its breath ; ha 
believed he could inev‘t the sirocco, and neither be4}hlded« 
nor staggered, nor scorched by it. Actually he would 
have called the man a lunatic who did these thiufs : metii*' 
j)horically, and quite as dangerouslj% he did them all A 
scornful self-confidence made at once the grandeur and the 
weakness of Strathmore’s nature. 

As Lady Vavasour turned from the parapet and swept 
over the gray pavement of the rose-terrace to renter the 
chritoau, the snowy folds of her dress gathering up tte 
fallen crimson leaves, and her head slightly tumoa over 
hei‘ shoulder in adieu to him ; he followed her, bending to 
her with a few low wwds : 

Who would not learn epicureanism or any other creed 
from such a teacher ? You iiave given that senseless rose 
SC) fair a lodging ; do not banish m utterly ! I am going 
to my chocolate, too ; must I take it in solitude ? For the 
reniombrance of our t6te-a-tete meal under the limes, let us 
brealefast t^tc-tVt^te this mommg ! 

The daughter of Eve had tempted liim in the garden of 
roses, and while yet he might have turned away, he chose 
to Ibllovv and to huger with his temptress. 


CHAPTER XII. 

m IIOYAI4 BEOCELIANDE. 

Im the breakfast-room every ddjoftner delksoj^ ^as wait' 
iiig, icady for such of the English guests at Yemomjfeaui 
as it might please to comedown stairs early. STone had 
so pleased that morning themselves, and this break- 
fast ifm t6te-fVi6to. nlono wdth Imr, and in that 

^liiude she ceased to be Liuly Vavasour, whom he pi*©- 
judged and mistinsted } she was the songstress, the in* 





c^nita, the witching waif and stray of the IfcheMiaii 
lindeias, Atoost Uo dazzling at night, with its exquisdto 
lint, and its singular contrast of eyes and of hair, her love* 
linesB losing none of its brilliance, gained much in softness 
With the morning light. Moreover, you saw then how real 
wa® this yonth, how wholly from nature this marvellous 
fjoloring ; for, stream down on her as the sun would, its 
strongest rays could never show a flaw or a blemish. 
Used to the women of Courts, no womnn would have had 
charm for Strathmore who bad not had wit on her lips and 
a jfeiehed gi'ace in her ccKiuctries, and that nameless air 
which the world alone gives ; the fairest hourgmm beauty 
he would have passed unnoticed, and rustici loveliness wuis 
no loveliness in his sight. Condemned to love, lie would 
have made his condition like Louis Qnatorze, qiCon 
m^€mn0 mais aver ih Therefore, Marion Vava- 

eottf had her subtlest cliarm for him. in that exejuisite gi’aee 
which ^presses had envied her ; in that spaiiding play 
which, if it were not wit, sufficed for it from such lips ; in 
that very worldliness which might have chilled as heart- 
leesness, men less petri with the world themselves tlian 
Strsthroqre was. What had struck him the night before 
as startling and bizaiTe, what even in his<4jy3imontary 
brcafhless admiration of her had repelled him, and matfe 
him think of Clytciunestra and La Borgia, had gone — 
li^rhaps, with the scrrlet camellias ! She w^as dressed 
simply, ^ in snow 7 go^^samer folds of iniislin, wdth floating 
azure ribbons here and there, and the richness of her yel- 
low hair, gathered back in its natural waves and ripples, 
looked but one soft mass of dead gold now it was nnmixed 
with any color. There wiis nothing to mar the spells of 
her beauty, and those spells she wove to her uttermost 
witchery as she sat daintily brushing < the bloom off a 
grape, or toying with her Btrawl>erries, adding the cream 
to her chocolate, or touching the tiny w-ingof some deli- 
cate bird. With all her caprices, her coquetries, her 
r^d wayward mutations, she was ever essentially femi- 
nhie ; too ftkilful not to knov^'that the surest charm which 
a woman wields over men is foe charm of difference — the 
of Sex j and that half this charm is flown when 
j^pstina of Sweden- wears her Hessians and cracks her 
fjiip; when her imitators of to-day, chatter slang, with 
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weeds itt their mouths, and ftwiug through the stable* 
yards, talking in loud rauqm voices, of dogs with 

good strain ! ” 

They were full an hour alone, and in that hour she led 
him far oma dfiugcrouB road; none the less dangerous be- 
cause ho knew her tactics and deehied himself secure to 
defy them. She wixs a coquette, tliereibre he was armed 
against her ; she was a wcumin of the world therefore lie 
could trifle with her with impunity ; she was Lad/ Vavasour, 
tlierefore he knew tlie worth of every smile, the value of 
every glance, which were but golden hooks flung out by 
skill to catch and fasten the unwary: so Strathmore rea- 
soned — ho who was a man of the world, and w^ould lose his 
licjul for no woman ! — and in his setmrity lay his rislc For 
Ja; Jolt Tliat f1)o had already a certain power over him — the 
)>o\ver lor wdiich he hated her when he threw down his losing 
eai’ds at eeaite — the power with whicli her beauty had swept 
over him as he had come suddenly upon her in the sunlight 
of the rose-garden ; but to have beared it would have been 
to conlcHS that lie might ydeld to it, and Strathmore held 
that he could evoke a storm and then arrest it with Thus 
ihr slialfc tliou go and no farther he held that he could let 
])oiHon flow into his veins and then eject it with “ I do not 
choose to receive thee!” The disdainful strength of the 
Strathmores had over, I say, been their Aveakuess ; and the 
ruin (.hat had come to them had ever been nought by their 
own hand : the graven steel of their unyielding nice ever the 
lec'd that bent beneath them. • 

The t(Ue-fVteto breakfast was as seductive as any meal 
’vtThas been since she of the Golden Shuttle entertained the 
vandercr at Ogygia, Througli the shaded windows the rose- 
^I'cnted air stole fragrantly in, while stray rays of sunlight 
streamed upon the amber grapes touched by her delicate 
lingers, and on the crimson rose lying hid in its snowy nest 
Her moods were as variable as summer clouds, and her 
mood that morning was soft, subdued, gentle with all its 
gaiety, triste with all its cocmettishness, and I am not sai'e 
it was not the most bewitching of all. 

What is your White Utdies like— they say it is such a 
supprb old place ?” she aaid, Fhen her miscmevons witti- 
cisms ceased, as though tired with their own play and sparkle ; 
», Ofajirlie Bt, Albans— who told me your family legend, by 



smAmAfonjt. 


the way, one day at Bian'itz*— ravea about its beauty. It 
was an abbey^ wasn’t it 

An old Soxnimcan monaateiy— yes. It has a beauty of 
its own^ the beauty of that past when men sought rest as we 
now seek reputation, and found in solitude what we find in 
strife. May I not liope you will some day honor it with a visit, 
Lady Vavasour, and judge of it yourself he answered her, 
stroking her greyhound ; his prejudice against her was 
quickly fading since he invited her to White Ladies— the 
daughter of Ere to the aucient Monasteiy ! 

S&e smiled the dazzling smile that had intoxicated wise 
men to worse than the madness of the opium eater. 

“ Perhaps. Some day — some day. Ah, what may we all 
do 'some ^y !’ You and I may be foes d oxiirmm some 
day — who knows 

“ Foes? Nay, surely not. Did you not tell me ‘ destiny 
threw us together, that wo must be friends?’ TJieii le 
vmtr 

" Dim veut ce que femme veut, mon ami!'^ said the belle 
Marquise, arching her eyebrows : '' You know that ; and 
on a man w^ho disdains the love of all my sex I am not at all 
inclined to waste my own friendship !” 

“ Why ? You had better rather cure me of ^ heresy in 
both. What teacher could convert me to her soJfc'iIoctrines 
with such success ? what rebuke could be at once more mer- 
ciful .and more convincing to me V* 

A trisiem almost teiiderness shaded the dark gazelle 
eyes for a moment as they met his, imd she was silent. 
Lady Vavasour knew the charm of silence whon the eyes 
may be tiaisted to speak. A moment after she laughed 
coquettishly : 

“ Merciful ? Perhaps not, monsieur, if I did take your 
conversion in hand.’* ^ 

'' Tnie. Perhaps the denial of your friendship is more 
merciful than its donation would be. Nevertheless, at all 
risks, I will seek it.” 

You love risks ?** she said, looking at him with a dash 
of tantalizing malice. Birathmare laughed" slightly — a laugh 
that jsounded to her like contempt of her power: 

, ** ^ell, I confess I do not fear iqi^ny.” 

" N[(a; did Eagnar Ladbrog* mon ami, the north^n Scalds 
tell ,pfi j sheathed in his armor of ice, what could attack 
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liiiu ? How (pathless ho went for eo long ! And }[et ha 
came at last to hie Bella, and he laugmahed to death in the 
cave of the serpents. TAke warning ! 

Strathmore smiled ; 

I am not quite so Qaixotio as the Bersaker^ and heloro 
I handle serpents 1 take out their stings ! Grasped rightly, 
no serpent can bile. But surely, belle amie, you do not pay 
youraelf so ill a compliment as to compare the gift of your 
1 riendship with the fang of an asp ? Though p^haps you 
are right — it may be as dangerous ! *** 

“ But a danger you smile at ! Well, take it if yon Will 
Shall we be friends, then. Lord Cecil ?” 

Her eyes were resistless in their witching softness, an4 
a certain tremulous smile that seemed lialf born of a sigh 
was on her lip, as she held out in playfulness, yet in earnest, 
her white jewelled hand, as she leant slightly towards him. 
What man could have rejected the hand" or the friendship ? 
Strathmore bent forward and accepted both : as he took 
tlie warm fingers within his own and met the glance that 
dwelt on him as they sat there alone in the shaded light, 
his pulse quickened, and his own eyes gleamed with some-^ 
thing of tne sAvift, dark brilliance that she had sworn to 
lighten there— the dawn of the passion she }md vowed to 
awaken in* the nature that, by character imperious and 
unyielding, deemed itself by a fatal error to bo also cold 
and calm. He released her hand suddenly, and threw 
himself back in his chair ; the doors opened, and with 
Beaiidesert and Clermont, there entered Lord Vavasour and 
Vaux. # 

“ Bon jour, messieurs,’’ said the Marchioness, including 
her lord in her negligent, graceful salutation : I suppose 
you have all been wasting the hours over cheroots and 
novelettes that I have been giving to the roses. Ah, if you 
Were all to see the sun rise once in a day, what a deal of 
good it would do you ! I will haA^e a Trianon, and then 
pt3rhaps yon will learn to be pastoral. M, dc Clermont, will 
you milk the cow like the Comte d’ Artois ? Vavasour, 
did I ever tell you tliat it Was to Lord Cecil Strathmore 
1 owed my escape that dreadful night at Prague ? STo ! 
1 ought tef have done ; t^en you have never thapked him ? 

Her husband, thus apostrophised, turned to Strathmore, 
Slid addressed bis thauks to mm, complimenting him with 
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as graciom a courtesy as that pampered, gouty gourmet, 
whose general manner was guilty of Valdor’s imj^achment, 
a “ tm gamison^' could assume for any moital. “ Singu- 
larly striking looking man—- quite Vandyke ! thought the 
Marquis, while he uttered his gratitude for his wife’s rescue; 

but I am sure he will do something bad some day- 
come to a violent death, f)erhaps. That jdaysigm — ^very 
mneh so ! ” Wliich j)^)ssibly was a comphuicnt source of 
gratification to his lordship, as he had just ootno in on a 

Strathmore received his thanks w’iih that cold negligence 
which had the effect of making him cordially disliked out 
of his own immediate set, and lay back in his chair, playing 
with the greyhound, and joining now^ and then in the con- 
versation. He knew that this woman’s beauty stole on him 
despite himself ; when her magic off' him ho hated her 
for the food that she had made him give her vanity ; but a 
seductive sciisuousness allured him in her glorious loveli- 
ness, which, though ho rated it lightly, should have made 
him place dist<‘Uice— betwixt him and its subtle tempta- 
tion — betwixt him and the wife of Lord Vavasour. A 
weak man might have done this, and heen strong; 
Strathmore, a strong man, stayed, contemptuous and 
defiant of the weakness. A man less cool, less keen, 
less nonchalant of all danger, might have taken warning ; 
be saw no danger possible in it. One careless, over-con- 
fident turn of the hand may niar the whole of the statue 
w^hicb the sculjotor deems plastic as clay to his will, obedient 
to every strolce of his chisel i The statue rtiat Strathmore 
at once moulded and marred w^as his Life : the statue which 
we all, as wc sketch it, endow with the strength of the Milo, 
the glory of the J3elvedere, the winged brilliance of the 
Ti\mm I— wliich ever lies at its best ; wjien the chisel has 
dro}>ped IVom onr hands, as they grow powerless and para- 
lyzed with death ; like the mutilated Torso, a ft-agment 
unfinished and broken, food for the ants and worms, buried 
in sands that will quickly suck it down from sight or 
meinory, with but touches of giory and of value jeft here and 
there, only faintly serving to fthow what might havB 
bad we hfwl time, had we wis(^m I , \ 

"Well, wasn’t I right; isn’t she divine, eh?” said Valdol 
to him that day, as they were playing billiards. 
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** Shc-^wko ? Mjr dear fellow, there arc half a doze*i 
iiivinities here who Wear the oesttis of Venus, or claim it at 
'Ji0 least ! Be a little more definite ! . 

The deuce ! Wlio should I mean ? Nobody can hold 
a candle to her. Vavasour’s in luck to have a wife that 
( verj^body envies him/* 

“ Dubious luck ! ** said Strathmore, sticking his penknife 
Ihrough his Cabana: “A wife of the first water, like a 
diamond of the first water, is rather a perilous ,f>oss^eSsion, 
li's apt to be disputed by too many owners ! You mn’t 
ever be sure the wards haven’t been picked and the casket 
been rifled ! ” 

“Exactly,” said Legard : “Marriage is a disagreeable 
i(‘gal necessity for men with titles and entails, and the best 
rolor for a wife’s a discreet plainness ! No Bramali can 
])roteot yon so cirectiially as an ugly physique ; besides, I 
Hhouldn’t tliink it’s bad for yonrself upon principle ; if 
Lucrctia’s nnlovely you must relish Lais and her graces all 
the more. One never enjoys a good omelette at Vt%ur*s so 
much as after an ill-done one in the Orisons ” 

“There’s something in that,” said Valdor, reflectively : 
“ But then — ^twelve hours "with an ugly w'oman would kill 
one ! Why*ar« any of them ugly, I wonder ? They were 
cremated on jmrpose for us. What’s the good of giving us 
five out of six, as we don’t like them ? If they were all 

such as the Vavasour, now ” and Vaklor paused, in 

nmte*contemplation of the delicious universal seraglio that 
might then bo commanded. • 

“The Vavasour’s something that comes once in a century. 
The deuce ! how that woman does flirt !” interrupted Dor- 
mer, in the tone, half disgusted half admiring, with which a 
rniin might say of some magnificent drunkard, like Pircm, 
“ How that fellowidoes drink ! ” 

Strathmoi^ sent his ball to make a ricochet witli a certain 
impetus, as if the conversation annoyed him, and did not 
join in it. 

“ If fifty naughty stories ain’t rife about her before next 
ril bet you a thous^d to one,” went on Dormer, 
offering h^ wager generally? but nobody, it seemed, hating 
suffijpient confidence in het ladyslup to be chivalrous enough 
to take it up! “Theyrfa say it’s only flirtation— as yet; 
and I. believe she’s as heartless as ice; but she docs horrible 



sTJ^AmmoRM. 


misclui0^ if she's tievar absolutely ‘oompramiaed,^ and I 
thkk open to doubt ! At Biarritz, last year she 
played libe very deuce with Mare Lennattson ; you remem- 
ber him, don’t you, Stratlunore — Austrian CuirsBsiers, you 
know? She drew him on and on, made him follow ne> 
about like her ^eyhounA fooled him before everybody, and 
then turned him off coolly for the Prince de Vorhn, and 
laughed at him with a blow of her fan. Lennartson had 
lost his head about her, and he shot himself through the 
brain I I knew that for a fact ; notliing but tliat womaif 
at the bottom of it ; and the very night she heard of his 
death she went to a fancy ball, fluttering about in hei 
diamonds. By Jove ! it was too bad, wasn’t it ?” 

Strathmore njade a haphazard cai*om, with his coldest 
sneer upon his face ; the story angered him ; # 

My dear Dormer ! if a man’s such a fool as to * follow 
a woman about like a lapdog,* whether he goes out of the 
world or stays in it, doesn’t matter very much, I think. 
Yours is a romantic story ; it would charm tho women, but 
pour nioi! I must fancy there were some heavy debts bung* 
ing over Lennartson’s head, or some more rational reason 
for your sentimental finale. I don’t credit those things 
quite so easily.” c 

“ It was true, whether you like to believe it or not,” 
Strathmore lifted his eyebrows and dropped the subject ; 
he would have said it did not interest him ! 

What a voice of lamentation there was in Eamali Mien 
Vavasour married her,” said Beaudesert, who was betting on 
the game : The women had made such hard running on 
him all over Europe ; when the regular troops had always 
missed &e, it was a horrid blow to have an outside skir- 
misher knock him over 1 ” 

Of course ! virtuous women love to ^take in hand the 
conversion of a sinner whenibe penitent can give them a 
coronet ; they are very happy to be taken, like soda-water 
after jOk debauch, if the debauchee excuses his past orgies 
wiUi a page in Burke, There wasn’t a prkimss in England 
ili|t wouldn’t have sold her ptire soul feb the devil and fht 
Ipirquis for his settlements. ^The morals of u^onde mt 
dijmi-inonde don’t difter veiy muqbi after all ; only tbejn 
feribr. goods are content with Rue de la Paix jewellery, ana 
IMy vavasoui et C^® don’t let themselves go under an;^hiTig 
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gesB than the family dSamonds ! ” said Strathmore, with his 
^)]deBt sneer. It gratified him to fling the sarcasm at 
nuirriage of convenience* where Helen of the antelope eyes 
liad bartered herself for the gold and the titles of gonman4 
Menelans i perhaps the flash and sparkle of the diamond 
circlet he had seen among the roses, added, by its memoryt 
point to liis irony- 

“Quite right!” laughed Beaudesert. **And wfeenwe 
have to pay a so much heavier price to monde, jmd get so 
much better amused by demi-monde, how the'^deuee can 
they wonder we prefer ease to imprisonment, and fepisass- 
faih to ilfaut fair 6 V 

“ Perhaps they donH wonder, my good follow, and in tiaat 
lies the essence of their pique and the root of their philip- 
pics. If the debatable land’s so agreeable; thg?^ know very 
well the time may come when the legitimate kingdoms will 
be left altogether,” laughed Strathmore, as he went back to 
liis game, and. Lady Vavasour not being there to spoil it, 
won it, as he piqued himself on winning most things that he 
tried for in life, from billiards upwards. 

As he finished it, a servant entered to tell him that the 
horses were coming round ; he had promised to make one 
of a riding j)arty at four o’clock, and left the bilUaxd-room 
with Dormer to obey the summons. 

“ The j)retty panther, how handsome she looks ! She 
has merciless griffes, though, and her graceftil play’s death 
to those who play with her,” said Dormer, under his mous- 
taches, memories of Biaixitz rising savagely within him as 
Jicy passed out of the long gallery leading from the billiard- 
'Dom into the great liall. 

The “ pretty panther,” as he called her, was just at that 
moment standing on the grand staircase wi% some men 
about her, holding her jewelled whip in one band, and the 
1 iolct folds of her habit in the other, the light from the long 
range of stained windows falling on her, and on fee tapes- 
tried arras, the damascened armor, and the dark oak carv- 
ings of the wall behind her. Strathmore glanced it liOr, 
and gave Dormer his coldesh lau^ : 

“ Fearfully poetic you afe to-day, Will 1 Have yon been 
scratchedfyonrsclf ? ” 

hTo ; but you’re abofct to Be.” 

** 1 9 You doiuft know me much, my good fellow^” 
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I know Hisrt* and I mt yorffive to one tfe^t «he h 
trying to play tbo douce with you, Strathmore.” 

fiefc her tiy 1 I havo one bet pending already on that 
emt, but I’m quite willing to ta^e youSrg too ” 

*^G}ad to hear it; but forewamed’s forearmflds Jfou 
know*” 

“Thank you,” said Strathmore, with that negligent cold. 
ness which was as chilly as ice : “ but when I ne^ counsel 
I ask for it, my dear Dormer. It is a dish I am not very 
fond of having ofiercd me.” 

His eyes had lightened to the swdft, dark anger of hia 
race; and Dormer, a good-natured, easy, indolent fellow* 
accustomed to be put dowm by him, and to be silenced bj * 
his sneer, held his peace with an obedience, the relfc of theit 
old Eton days ; while Strathmore joined the group on the 
staircase, and by a nonchalant finesse, displaced the others, 
who had a prior claim as before him in the field, and leading 
her out into the court, assisted Lady Vavasour to mount the 
spirited Spanish mare that he had admired as it had reared ^ 
with her, when he had seen the riding party from the dis- 
tance the previous day. Assistance, indeed, she needed 
little ; an inimitable rider, she sprang, lightly as a bird to a 
bough, to her saddle ; but to have the foot, })eautiM as 
Pompadour’s, placed on his hand, the light weight leant 
upon him for an instant, the perfumed hair brush near him, 
the hand touch his as he put the reins within it, the lips 
softly thank him — these made a service bitterly envied to 
Strathmore. As she dashed out of the great gates of the 
court, the mare rearing and plunging with the fire of its 
Spanish blood, Lady Vavasour had never looked, perhaps, 
lovelier, with her delicate checks flushed from the exertion 
of her strength, her lights defiant laugh ringing out, hei 
eyes flashing with, impatient will. Yet for one moiami as 
he saw her toeth clench tightly, her eyes* gather a sinister 
light, her whip cut the marc with sharp, sprigiiig strokes, it 
crOSB^d Strtd'hmore’s mind that the real instinct, the true 
pleasure of this soft, dazzling woman might be, after all, 
(Jrnelty— the cruelty of the yo^ng cat that loves to see fee 
wounded bird flutter and shrieirand struggle for its liberty, 
wife the blood dabbling the brj?ken wing, arid to let 
it go for one fleet, mocking moment, and then to seize 
on it till fee deafe-cry rings sharp and clear upon 
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the air, and its own isrtiite teeth tear ^sunder the qnivetfiig 
flesh* ,, ^ » 

The fancy crossed him, and tto aversion, amonnting to^ 
almost the strength of hatred, which, mingled with the 
fasQinatian that Marion Vavasour had for him, flamed up 
in all its bitterness. ‘^She danced in her diamonds 
the night that poor devil shot himself ! ” he thought ; ‘‘ I 
dare say. What fools , men are to let a woman play with 
thorn.” j 

Kut twenty minutes after, Lady Vavasour turned her 
head toA^rda him with her brightest smile : *‘Lord Clecil. 
you are our cicerone ; which way leads to the Br^che d» 
Gaston ? ” And as he epuiTcd his horse to overtake hen 
and ciantcred on by her side, the wiser thought was forgot, 
the danger that was in this woman served but to give 
piquiigce to her beauty, as the thorns of the rose which 

m those who delight to gather it ; and as though she 
ivined the verdict that his reason was giving against 
her, she chained him to her side during the ride, and had all 
tlial soilness of manner which, when she chose to assume 
would have made tlie iestimony of men and angels weigh 
nothing agamst Marion, Lady Vavasour ! 

^‘So if I come to England this year, as Lady Beaudesert 
tries to persuade me, you will be prepared to do me the 
honors of White Ladies?” she said, laughing, to him an 
hour afterwards, as, » having outstripped the rest of the 
pfirty, tliey rode through a w^aggon-way that ran under the 
shelter of the hills, with the wilU vine clustering in rich 
luxuriance from bougli to bough, and the glowinj^ light 
slanting in, to turn the moss into gold, and burmah the 
ripening grapes into bloom. 

But too gladly ! Since the Ecine Blanche was received 
there the Abbey will never have sheltered so fair a 
But Mary Stuart came to us as a captive ; you will com# as 
a captor omnipotent ! Your sceptre rests oii a sway that 
men cannot break, and your kingdom lies in a power .ukto 

potent than mailed might ” 

Ah ! ” she said, softly aild mournfully, but don’t you 
Imow the Eeine Blanche haA my sce|>tre and my Wng^m 
too, ^ and jfet — her hair wjjitened and her head was twmtto 
the* block! She was a cajrtive at White Ladies? and I 
dam ^ si^ my lord #f Strathmore was a ooUrtlv but a 
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pMess gad«r, had. maay a coditier-phrase tipm bis 
t(»i^e> bdt QCTer relented to mer^ ! What a friate mt- 
vmitt I iduall be aiindd to come uere ; perhaps yoa will 
aaiBpiwbi lae 1 “ * 

Shn^Btore tent down in bis saddle, and looked jnto 
her ayes, while his own grew dark and brilliant, and the 
cfddness of bis face softened. Was it the wmfitb flnng 
on it &om above by the amber sanUght that was streaming 
throngh the vine-leaves and the pnrpling grapes ? 

“That I shall be tempted, I would not deny! Who 
conld, who spoke truth ? ” ♦ 

The reins droojied on their horses’ nooks, they paced 
slowly over tbe yielding mosses, their speed slackening, their- 
voices softening, under the leafy bouglis and the tangled 
♦endrils the drooping vines ; the warm snn fell between 
the stems of the trees, the leaves were stirless in the sultry 
air, ibe birds sang with subdued music in the woodland 
shadow— and they rode onwards, as in the days of the past 
Launoelot and Guinevere rode through the silent msles aod 
forest shades of Eoyal Broocliande; 


CHAPTEB XIII. 

TXIE WEAVIKa OF THB GOnBEN SHUl’CLE. 

« 

i>BfiTiE EbbolB sat at the head of the dinner-table at 
W^hite Ladies with other spirits like himself, keeping the 
souse , (^en, as he had been bidden to do by his absmit host 
in the ffl«t week of September. Dinner was just over, and 
the Bbbreur lay back in his chair, lazily peeling a nectarine, 
reoommending the Marcobmn to Langley of the Twelfth, 
Towing it was deucedly warm, mid lamenting pathetically 
that Strathmore would prefer click of the ronlette-ball 
to the glories of the open, the pleasures of Pair et passe to 
those of the stubble, and fors^e White Ladies thus per- 
petnally for the Consent, a 

, Scsae balf-dozea num were dor^ with him for^jbe shoot- 
ing I Strathniore had always bade him look on White 
LiMies in though it were his uwn home, to opm to wfacHu be 
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^ould ; and they were chatting oyer their grapes, peaches, 
and Ooinet wines this warm, mellow September evening, 
’.vliilc the last rays of the setting sun fell across Errol I'h 
fair frank face as thdv slanted through the painted windovrv 
of the dining-hall, where the scutcheon of the Stratlimores 
blazoned, with their merciless motto, Slay ! and spare 
not ! radiant in gold and gules. 

“ AVe don’t want women in September,” Rocfkinghara of 
the Guards was observing, with more truth, perlmpa, Umu 
politeness ; They’re delightful in their season, but when 
Avc’re shooting we’re better Avithout ’em ! Pauliet took 
Valerie Brown and that lot down to Market Harborough 
last season, and we Avere positively ruined by ’em ! Cham^ 
lAagne suppers at tw^o in the morning, and all the rest 
nf it, put us shockingly out of condition ; we were hardly in 
ut a death, any one ol' us, all thanks to those confounded 
Avoincn ” 

“ JMiryue v. The Pytchlcy I St. Jolm’s AVood morals 
Fpoiling Northamptonshire runs ! You should write a 
‘ Tract fur the Times ’ on it ; a ^ AVarning to the Pink 
not to trifle with the Rouge,’ ” laughed the Sabreur, pour- 
ing himself out some Rhenish ; “AA^ell, thank God, I’d 
hulfcr deterioration any day from that quarter. A brigbU 
i‘Ycd briine is better ibau a brush any day; and two good 
tilings can’t spoil one anotber. I say, IMiil, did you see in 
Llic papers that Jack Temple’s run away with Perrars’s 
wife ?” 

“Never read the papers, my good felloAv,” €aid Danvers ; 
“ Froth in the leaders, gall in the debates, acid in the on 
(lits, and flummery in the Court neAVs, make an ollapodrida 
that don’t suit my digestion. Poor Jack I what could he 
he thinking of? She Avcighs nine stone, and is shockingly 
sallow in the daylight ” 

Danvers stopped the dogs gave tongue, the man hand- 
ing tlic coffee round paused in his duty, AA^averley looked 
ap from his olives, Rockingham dropped half a dozen 
almond soufflces on to a tciTicr’s nose, Erroll sprang from 
his chair ; “ My dear fellow !• By Jove ! how glorious I ” 
And, as the groom of the chambers flung the door wide 
open, Strathmore entered J^is ow'ji dining-hall, unannounced, 
and unexpected. 

“ Keep your seat, old fellow ! Yon or 1, what does it 
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matter whkii?’* he* laughed, as he sljioolc the Sabreur’s hand 
and forced him back into, the chair,,at the head of the table 
lobking (m his old Eton chum with a wanner glance thar 
women had ever won from him, aa the other men gatherec 
rouiid to greet him : “How are you all ? Who’s shookinglj 
sallow by the daylight, Phil ? Nobody you’ve broughl 
down here, I hope, is it ? Sit where you are, Bertie. I’n 
your guest to-night, a'il vans plait J ” 

With which Strathmore, refusing to take the head of hit 
tsUe, and looking with eyes of love upon Erroll, sank intc 
an emp.iy chair, told the servants to bring him some soup 
md sat down at White Ladies as though he had never left 
it. He had arrived only some half-hour before, but hae 
gone straight up to his own room, forbidding the groom ol 
the chambers to disturb the dinner-party by announcing hif 
anival. 

“ My dear old fellow, this is prime ! How are you, Ois ?" 
said Erroll, lying back to look at Strathmore with an un- 
utterable satisfaction, fully content to give up his pro 
tempers ownership of White Ladies to see his friend back 
again. 

“ All right, old boy. You’re astonished to see me to-night, 
Bertie?” 

“ By Jove I hm I I thought you were at Baden ? ” , 

“ I was at Baden. I only left on Tuesday, and shouldn’t 
have left then but I had asked some people here, and given 
them carle blanche to hx their own time, and they fixed it at 
such a short notice, that f had only just days enough to como 
over to receive them. It wasn’t worth while to write, as 1 
should cave come with the mail-bag.” 

“ Are there any women coining ? ” asked Eockingbam, 
with prophetic piiie ds aoi-mhne. 

“ Some. Why ? ” , 

“ Nothing, only I hate the sex in September,” multeml 
the unlucky victim to Valerie Brown and “ that lot ” in the 
shires: “So your Jack of Trumps colt didn’t win the Prix 
de la Pordt Noire?” 

“No; only came a goodtllHrd. I rode Starlight mysel' 
teiihe Bastadt; we did the dStance v&j nicely^” 

* “ By Jove yon did, and gsve Niaette a ^ss of your c^loni 
I fittw in the Poet, How’s the pretty bottgmdhvt” 

‘ “ Handsome mi ever. She asKed for you, Erroll j I don’t 
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think there’s one of the. Jockey Club w&A outs you out with 
her* She looked very cljp.rming in the scarlet and white, A 
jioor devil of an Englishman shot himself on Monday night, 
alter losing his last Nap, but all Baden was too occupied with 
Princesse Marie Volgarouski’s desperate a young 

Tuscan composer to pay much attention. It’s quite Pauline 
Bonaparte and Blangim over again. She’s a Striking-looking 
woman, but I don’t care for those Petersburg beauties, they Vc 
too olive.” ‘ r 

“ Ah, by George, Strath ! you put me in w»ind ” interrupted 
Erroll, with all the eagemess of a retriever scenting a wild 
duck : “ yon said you saw Lady Vavasour in Paris ? ” 

“ So I did.” 

Well ! What’s she like ? Have you seen her again V* 

“ Oh yes. She’s been staying at VcmoUQeaux.” 

, ** The deuce she has ! and you never said so ? What do 

you tliink of her — bow do you like her — what style ? 

*‘My dear fellow, don’t ask me to describe a woman!” 
intermptcd Strathmore, indifferently : “ They are like kaleido- 
scopes, and have a thousand phases, all pretty for the time, 
but never to be caught, and always changed when a new 
eye’s on them.” 

Hang you ! ” swore Erroll: you wrote just enough to 
inirigmr oho about her, and now shove one Off with au epi- 
gram ! Come, is she the atrocious coquette they all say ? ” 
“ All women are coquettes, except plain ones, who make 
a virtue of a renunciation that’s do rigvmr^ and hate their 
virtue (like mv^it other people) while they brag of it! ” 

Confound you ! I don’t*ask about all women, only about 
one. You set out viith a dreadful prejudice against he! 5 
you’d seen her at one masked ball, and wrote me word on 
the strength of it that you thought it particularly lucky that 
the Marquis was elastic principles, and that you didn’t 
envy him his wife, because her mouth, though perfection, 
would whisj)er too many infidelities to please you ! ” 

A dark shadow of impatient, intolerant annoyance pas^ 
over Strathmore’s face, and glanced into his eyes for m in- 
stant as the sun fell on it, sitting through the ” Slay I and 
«ipare not^” of the motto ifazoned on painted panes; 
but, there was no trace l^ft of, auger as he looked up and 
laughed slightly: 

I. dare say it is particularly lucky the Marquis has elastic 
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conjugal principles ; it's luclcy for any huBband that has a 
handsome ^vife, and yet likes to jive in peace with his 
brethrcn. Liwly Vavasour is a veiy exquisite beauty, there’s 
no disputing that ; you ’ll rave of her, Bertie ; at the same 
timCj I never heard beauty reckoned as the best guarantee 
for marital fidelity ! ” 

“ The devil— not exactly ! ” said Scropc Waver! cy. “ The 
Vsivasour’s the most abominable coquette — shocking, on my 
honor, isn’t she, Strathmore? Be warm as the tropics on 
you one minute, and cold as tlm poles the next.” 

Strathmore looked at him with his chilliest contempt : 

‘‘ Perhaps you have suflered ! Acrimony generally bespeaki 
adversity. Not having l)een the subject of her ladyship’s 
caprices, I cannot compare notes with you, Scropc, nor yet 
back your experiences, though — ^in your case — T don’t doubt 
any part of tliem, except that you ever basked much in the 
tropics ! ” 

Waverley looked sulky as lie picked over his olives, not 
quite certain how to take the shot that had told in a very 
sore spot ; while Erroli, ever good natured, and who could 
no more take pleasure in making a man smart than a dog 
wince, turned the subject, and postponing his own curi^ 
osity, asked Strathmore who the people were that were 
coming ? 

^^Who? Oh, some of the Vernon^^caux sot,” answered 
Strathmore, takings Manilla out of the little silver waggon : 
“ The De Ituclles, the l-^oaudeserts, Madame dc Ccvillac, your 
old friend Lady Oamclot, and — Lady Vavasour.” t 

He paused a moment before he added her name, but then 
spoke it indiflerently enough. 

The Vavasour I” echoed Erroli and all the other men with 
him : “ By J ove ! Strath, you don’t mean it I ” 

Wliy should I not mean it?” 

The Vavasour ? By Heaven ! ” cjacufatcd the Sabreur, 
stroking his moustache in beatified astonishment: “I 
thought you didn’t like her, Cis ? ” 

I don’t think 1 ever said so ? De pliiSy she invited her- 
self, and reigning beauties are« like reigning fashions — one 
must obey them.” i 

, ‘^Hoes the Marquis come too ? 

“ God forbid ! At least, be comes for a day or two, bin 
only eu route to the Sprudel to cure his dyspepsia, Like 
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the Itoniaii, lie goes to a bath that he may come back for a 
banquet” ^ 

“ And leaves his wife a droit de chasse in his absence ? 
laughed Brroll. But the idea of keei)ing that to yourself 
all this time, letting us talk of her and never telling us ! 
What an odd fellow you arc ! You called her a sorceress, 
and said she tried her wiles on you at the Luilhiers’s ball. 
Has she bewitched even i/ 0 Uj old fellow? f 

“Not exactly I ’’ said Strathmore — his tone was' more con- 
temptuously cold than he had ever used to Erroll — “ but I 
like beauty as I like a good Titian, a good claret, a good 
opera, a good racer. Who doesn’t? To hear you, Bertie, 
one \rould certainly think no woman had ever been enter- 
tained at White Ladies since Mary StnarbI If Lady Vava- 
sour wished to come here with Beatrix Beaudesert, could 1 
s?iy r wouldn’t have her ? Besides, I had no wish to say so ; 
she is very charmiiig. By the bye, Phil, who was that you 
wei*e talking about when I came in, who’s sallow in the day- 
light — most blondes ai’e that, though, after twenty? ” 

He spoke so carelessly, as he lay back in his chair, that 
not a man present gueskd that the name of Marion Vava- 
sour was anything more to him than the names of fifty fair 
women, win? had been, season after season, recipients of the 
stately hos})i tali ties of White Ladies: except, indeed, Erroll, 
who looked at him with a puzzled look clouding his clear 
azure eyes, and drank his coftee in silence. He, tlie sworn 
Squire Dames, who worshipped everything feminine that 
crossed his path, felt a vague dislike rise up in him agains^« 
this witching beauty, whom Strathmore denied had had 
charm for him, and yet who was bidden beneath the roof of 
White Ladies. 

That night, when they had left the smoking-room, Stratli- 
more, sitting alon<! in his own room, thoughtful yet listless, 
with a restless indifierence which had grown on him of late, 
and which he had vainly doctored with very heavy betting 
at Baden, and dangerous coups do Jiasard at roulette, threw 
open his despatch-box and t®ok out a little note — a note 
which was not very many lin^, which placed his title before 
his name, and which was chiefly gay, mischievous badintge, 
andt pretty command, with but** here and there touches of 
something deeper, and these only deepened to ’Meudship. 
Yet this letter had sufficed to bring him from Baden at its 
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bidding ; it had been looked at many times, where no other 
note addressed to liim had ever served for any other purpose 
than to light his cigar, anc it had a fascination for him which 
po words written by a woman’s hand had ever claimed, for 
it was signed — Marion Vavasour and Vaux.” Letters have 
a strange glamor ! — with this, the sweet mocking voice 
echoed in his ear, the smile of the dark antelope eyes laughed 
into his, the fragrance the amber hair floated post him, 
and he flung the note back into its resting-place with a fierce 
oath — he hated the senseless paper ! For ho hated the hot, 
insidious passion that was creeping into his blood, and that, 
in ni^lit and solitude, wreathed round him as the serpent 
folds ruund the Laoooon, sapping his strength, and only 
twisting closer and closer with each elfort '.o thrust it aside ; 
the passion that would make liim the slave of a woman, the 
vassal of a smile, the bomi-servant of a kiss ! 

In the simplest trifles Strathmore was remarkable for an 
nnswer\’ing tenacity to truth, too proud a man not to hold 
his word his bond even in ordimay colloquial intercourse ; 
yet that night, wlien denying to Erroll that she had any 
sway over him, he had for the only time in his life Ued. It 
was the first trivial unnoticed step of the downward course 
that he was even now commencing, as the first uriperceived 
loosening of the snow is the signal for the downward sweep 
of the avalanche. 

Marion Vavasour had a power over him such as no 
woman had ever gained before her ; the strange &rce, with 
which absolute hatred mingled with the charm iJer beauty 
had over his senses, served only to heighten and give it a 
sting which excited and enthralled a man, whom a tamer or 
wiser love would never have governed. Strathmore had 
stayed on at Vernongeaux, voluntarily remaining in the 
danger, which a weaker man would, w might at least, 
have fled fi'om while there was yet time ; finding in this 
new beguilement, this woman’s intoxicating ^ loveliness, a 
spell, subtle and resistless, the same dazzling, sensuous 
delight as lies in a soft i^acchante of Couston’s golden 
chisel, or a voluptuous warm with the rich varied 

ecilqrs of the canvas of Greuze. Constantly in her society, 
’meeting her alone in the freshtess of the early morning, 
strolling with her at evening under the trelJised roofing of 
the vines, bowing to the sway of her coquetries in the salon 
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^hero &lie held her gay omnipotent reign, Strathmo;? did 
not dispute the “ destiny ” wliich she had said had decreed 
whem to be friends. For him, too, she had her most cer- 
tain and most dangerous charm : capricious, mutable, scat- 
toing her coquetries d pldnes mams, as the Hours of Cor- 
reggio scatter their roses ; she had a softness, a sadness, a 
tendeniesB, I call it — sJie termed it a “ friendship ” — ^for and 
with Strathmore which seemed to bespeak t^at something 
warmer than vanity, something deeper than mere pride of 
conquest, might be awakening in her. Amidst the Sirgesse 
of adoration that she levied fi-om all who came within sight 
of her brilliant banner, which fluttered with its audacious 
motto, “ Je regne partouU' from north to south, from east 
to west ; she made a distinction towards the man who had 
saved her life at the Vigil of St. John, which gave ^ood 
ground for attributing a preference that every man, from 
Monsiguoi’e Villaflor downwards, bitterly envied him as 
they began to yield place to him as of necessity, and to 
couple liis name with hers in the card-room or smoking- 
room, when neither he nor the Marquis was present. The 
latter was the only one at Vernongeaux who never troubled 
his liead which way his Marchioness’s caprices might be 
turning ; it was a matter of profound indifference to him, 
and he dozed, and read French novels, and played ecarte, 
and discussed Tart de goUt, and let his wife go on her own 
ways, like a gentleman of breeding who did jis he would be 
done by. 

Half nating her, half beguiled by her, one hour accredit- 
ing to her all the velvet treachery, the wanton cruelty of the 
panther ; the next, subdued by that sensucuis charm which 
he had little wish and less will to resist ; one instant, bitterly 
contemptuous on the witchery that made his pulse beat 
quicker at the mere fragrance of a woman’s hair ; another 
seeking with all the skill the world bad taught him, to make 
the softened glance of her eyes deepen into tenderness — so 
the golden shuttle of a woman’s power had woven its woof 
and wound its web round Strathmore, and so he had couited, 
even while he rebelled fronafits enchanted toils. And just 
at the veiy moment when Jne surest meshes of its twisted 
threads were entangling round him, when he was first be- 
ginning to feel it a necessity to be in her presence— just 
then, Lady Vavasour left Vernongeaux. Without announce- 
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any farewell, bidding him “ mrevoir ” with laugh* 

ing negligence in a crowded salon, with an indifference 
wMch Strathmore was not slow to simulate in imita- 
tion. Yet that adieu, by its very avoidance of him, 
by its very abandonment of that tendresfie which she used 
as her habitual weapon of war, told him, by his ex[)e- 
rience of women, might equally mean one of two things : 
that she felt noiliing, or — ^felt too much ! Which ? The 
question was left open, and pursued him ceaselessly ; 
nothing in his life had ever haunted him so persistently as 
that single doubt. I believe that weeks, months spent in 
her presence, would not have rooted her in his memory so 
fiimly as that well-timed absence, tliat insoluble uncertainty. 
Away from her, it was in vain that he contemned, as he did 
with bitter irony, with pitiless rancour, licr coquetries and 
her caja’ices ; or mercilessly dissected her faults, her foibles, 
and her fascinations — her power had begun ! Insecurity is 
to passion as the wind to the flame — without the cold breeze 
rafted to it, the embers would liav^e faded fast, and never 
lared up into life ; with the rush of the eoulor air tlie fire 
caps into flame, and its lust is not sated till it has destroyed 
dl before it. 

The Strathmores of White Ladies bad never loved tlie 
women who had slept innocently on their hearts, and laid 
their pure lives witliin their keeping ; the only passion 
tiiat had ever roused them had been some fierce forbidden 
desire, and tliergubcy leaven of the dead race was alive in 
The man ^^'ho bore their name and their features. From 
Vernongeaux Strathmore went to Baden, and if any feeling 
was strong in him towards the woman whose beauty, when 
the scarlet flowers bound her amber air, had made him think 
of Fredegonde, of SiMd, of Lucrezia, of levery living Circe 
who had drawn men downward by the witching gleam of 
her white arms till they lost all likeness of themselves, 
and sank into an abyss whence they could never more 
rise again into the pure light Jeft for ever at, her bidding ; 
he Would have said, and perli|ps said rightly, that it was 
— hatred. If pity be akin to love, believe me passion is as 
often allied to hate I It wauld sky what it vainly covets ; 
if it Cannot kiss the lips it woos, it would blur them out 
£>f all beauty by a blow ; what it seeks so fiercely, it loathes 
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for the pain of its own unslaked desire ; and what it is for* 
bidden to enjoy, it would thrust away out of its own, 
tXiA other eyes, into the darkness of an absolute, or of a 
living death ; with the hatred of Amnon, to the tomb o1 
Heloise ! » 

Huch was the passion now awakening in Strathmore ; 
which, whilst it made him hate the woman who fascinated 
and blinded him, because he knew that the softness of 
such hours as that upon the rose-terrace was but ^ more 
fatal phase of her brilliant and studied coquetnes, was 
but the shadow wliich, with a cunning art she threw in, 
to hcigliten a dazzling picture, had still made him leave 
Baden the instant that the note he now flung aside had 
reached him — the note which accepted his invitation afresh, 
and selected White Ladies fi*om amidst a hundred other 
places that were open to the honor of her ladyship's bright 
and sovereign presence. 

In his own room that night he read over the delicate, 
fragrant letter that had made him leave Baden (and would 
ha^'e made him leave Paradise !), and with an oath threw 
it away from him, as though it were tainted with poison. 
He hated the mad fool’s delight that lay in it for him 
because her hand had touched it, yet ho longed with 
iingoveniable desire to feel lliat hand lie once more within 
liis own ; and Ptrathrnore, Avho held that he could mould 
his life like plastic clay into any shape that })leased him, 
did not seek to inijuire wiiether the clay would break or 
harden in the fire which was beginning to seethe and coil 
wound it ! 

As he flung the letter away and rose, ho pulled back the 
curtains of the window nearest him and threw one of its 
casements o])en. He felt impatient for the air, impatient 
with himself, ii^tolerant with all the world ! The night 
was very hot, and he stood looking out for awhile into the 
moonlight. The scene was lovely enougli, and the old 
monastic lands, as far as he could see, were his own ; but 
Strathmore, absorbed in hi| owm thoughts, looked little at 
the landscape ; it was a njbro hazard that the figure of n 
man oroasiiig the turf cauj^it his eye. 

•“A poacher as neai# the •house as that? impossible? 
That Kuightswood gang are the very deuce for audacity, 
hut even they’d never — — ^ he thought, as he leaned out 
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to get a gOQd look at the intruder ; in tJic ck^r white light 
the form, though dietaht, was distinct enough, and the red 
end of a cigar, os it moved through the gloom, sparkk'.'' like 
a glow-worm. 

Strathmore looked hard at the mysterious shadow till it 
had gone oat of the moonlight into the deep shade of a 
cluster of elms. 

“By Jove ! Erroll, as I live! Another of my tenant’s 
daughters come to grief, I suppose ! What a fellow he is ; 
if he’s away from Phya of the Bijou Villa, he takes up 
with Phyllis of the Home-farm ! I wonder how cider 
tastes, faulting champagne ? rather flat and terribly homely, 
I should fancy ; better than nothing, though, I suppose, 
for the Sabrem-. Well, it’s u very nice night for an erotic 
adventure. Byron’s quite right-— 

* The devirs in the moon for miBchief; 

there is not a day, 

The lon«:e8t, not the twenty-iirst of June, 

Sees half the business in a wicked way 

Oil which three single hours of mooushino smile— 

And then she looks so modest all tho while ! * 

He might have said, too, that in that respect the women 
who make tlie mischief are like the moon that looks on it ! 
Chaste Diana of the skies, or of the sex, only veils .hat 
she may lend herself— to something naughty ! ” 

With which reflection Strathmore shut the window 
down and rang for his Albanian, giving no more though;; 
to Erroll’s moonlight errand. Long aiterwardB, when it 
formed a link in that chain which his own passions forged 
nbont his life, tho remembrance of this September night 
Lame back to him. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

.'i:ATilE*jy SEEDS THAT WEBB FBEIGUTEJ) WlTii EiUJIT OF 
THE FUTUIiE, 

‘‘ It was fine moonlight, last night, my dear fellow, and 
Hampshire ‘ moonrakers ’ do go fishing after coijfcraband 
goods, an clair de la lune, but I didn’t know ymi belonged 
to the fraternity, Bertie,” said Strathmore, the next evening, 
as they walked home blushing throa^ii the ferns, after a 
good day out in the open. 

Erroll turned with a certain dismay ; the Sabrenr, though 
in the teeth of a convicted wickedness he would stroke his 
moustache with the blandest pjait4l ? look of innocence, 
was thrown a little off liis guard, and confidence was such 
a habit with him with Sti*athmore, that it was difficultly 
get out of it. 

The deuce, Strath, you’re as bad as a detective ! ” ho 
murmured, plaintively. “ Where did you see me ? ” 

‘‘ Where you were very easily to be seen, my dear fellow, 
as I told 3 'ou once before. If you walk about in the open 
air as large as life, with a cigar in your mouth, I can’t 
understand how you can very judiciously expect to go 
unsemi, myself! What have you got about yon, Erroll, 
to confer invisibility ? You seem to expect it as your 
prerogative ! ” 

‘ “ Bosh ! ” intcrniptcd Bei*tie, striking a fusee, But, by 
the way, my dear Cis, how came you to be looking at tlje 
moonlight last night ? That isn’t your line at all.” 

“Thank God, no ! Who will may have the moon rays 
for me ; w^e can spend the night much more pleasantly 
than by looking at it ! Who is she, mon cher ? Such 
nocturnal depredations are poaching on my manor-rights ; 
however, I don’t grudge them to you. Katie or Jeanneton 
may make a very pretty picture with a broken pitcher or 
a gleaner’s bundle for Mu Teady or Meissonnier, but in real 
life — ^ne, thank you I Nu Psyche can lie on a hard pallet 
under a thatched rorf, Bjih! I thought better of you, 
Sabreur ! ” 

.Erroll laughed and didn’t defend himself^ bt^it he looked 
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a trifle thoughtful and worried for so insignificant an affair 
as a provincial amourdte^ which to that universal conqueror 
was usually something what knocldng over a swallow with 
a stone might be to a splendid shot after the best bouquets 
of prime battues. 

“ Don’t say anything about it, there’s a good old fellow ! ” 
he said, carelessly, after a moment’s pause— a pause appa- 
rently of some hesitation and indecision on the subject on 
which he seemed tempted to speak fully. 

“ Did I say anything about the other last summer ? It 
I were a man now who liked cabbage-roses, I should take 
my droits ih s&igmitr^ and turn you out from your mo- 
nopoly, But on my life, Bertie, I don’t understand your 
village liaisons,” went on Strathmore, thinkiug no more 
about the matter than that tlie Sabreur’s equal worship of 
Eros, whetlier tlie little god of mischief lived under a leaii- 
to roof or a ceiling painted after Fragonard, was not Ids 
own line of action, and seemed an unintelligible elasticity 
of taste: (hardener’s Daughter’ and ‘Jacqueline la 

Boiiqueticre ’ look very well in poetiy and painting; so do 
rags and tatters ; but, in real life, I can no more fancy 
making love to them, than taking to a beggar’s clothes by 
choice. Love’s born of the senses; then why .the deuce 
take Love where half his senses must be shocked ? ” 

^^Varmnir est ruveleurT* laughed EitoU, a little more 
absent still than usual : “ He’s the only real rejmblican, 
the only sincere socialist going, my dear Cis; he won’t 
complain where you take him so long as he has a soft nest 
in a white breast, and can talk iu his own tongue ! What 
do you know about him ? You only ‘ make love ’ languidly 
to some grande dame, who blinds him with sandal-wood 
and stifles him in lace ; or some Champs Elys&s Aspasia, 
who drenches his wings with vin mossem, smothers him 
in cachemires, kills him with mots, and sells him for rou- 
tmux! Your god isn’t the god !” 

“ My dear fellow, will you tell me in what religion my 
god is ever the> god according to my neighbour’s .orthodoxy ? "” 
said Strathmore. “ I say, Bertie, didn’t you lose a good 
deal at the Spring Meetings? told you that miserable 
bay was worih nothing.” ^ « 

Erroll lauglied gaily : 

“ I did drop a good deal, but I cleared a few hundreds 
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after at Goodwood, that put things a little square. Things 
always right themselves : worry’s like a woman, who, if 
she sees she's no effect, leaves off plaguing you. Bilk, 
like tears, are rained dowm on you if they disturb you an 
iiK'h, but, if you’re immovable to both, you see no more of 
either!” 

“ Clomfortable creed ! I never knew, though, that the 
unpaid and the unloved were quite so soon daunted ! But, 
Bert ie, you promised inc that— that if ” ? 

“My dear old fellow, I know I did!” broke ’in the 
Sabreur : “ If 1 were in any mess for money, I would tell 
you frankly, and take from you as cheerfully as you'd 
lend ” 

“ Parole d’honneur ? ” 

“ Parole (Vhonneur ! Won’t that satisfy you ? ” 

“ No ! I want to free you from those beggarly Jews. 
You might 1ct me have my own whim here. Name any 
interest to me you like — a hundred per cent., if that will 
please you — ^but only—” 

“ Sign a bond that you’d tear in two and scatter to the 
winds, or thrust in the fire as soon as it was written! 
You served me that trick once,” muttered Erroll ; but his 
eyes grew 450 ft with a grateful and cordial light as he 
looked at Strathmore ; Old fellow^ you hiow how I thank 
you ; but I can’t let you have your whim here, though 
you’re as true as steel. Stratli, God bless you ! I say, 
what docs Paris think of Graziella ? She’s not worth half 
they rave of her in the Guards’ Box, and her ankles are so 
atrocious!}' thick !” 

“ The deuce they are ! She owes everything to her 
face ; her pas de sml would never be borne in public, only 
she’s so extremely handsome for pas de deux in private ! 
Carlotta has tcii times more grace ; but Carlotta got a 
against her from the first ; she began by being — 
virtuous, and though she’s seen the en’or of her ways, the 
imprudence will never bo forgiven her. Virtue is as detri- 
mental in the Coulisses as Honesty on ’Change! The 
])rofessors of either soon ^t hiss^ down for such an 
eccentric innovation, and tii4 of its losing game before the 
fcibUation ! ” ^ , 

With which truism upon Life and Virtue, Strathmore 
walked on tluough the ferns, talking with Erroll of the 
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topics of the hour, from the carte of the coming jwlioics of 
Butope, to the best site for a new tan-gallop* That even- 
ing, as they strolled homewards in the mellow sunset, 
smoking and chatting, %vhile Our Lady’s bells chimed 
slowly and softly o^er woodland and' cornland, over river 
and valley, in the Curfew chant, was the last hour in 
which they%njoycfl, untainted, the free, frank, hon camarade 
communion of a friendship that was closer than brotherhood 
and stronger than the tie of blood. It was the last before 
a woman laid the axe to its root. 

And even now their conversation lagged, and their 
voices dropped to silence, as the thouglits of both were 
occupied by her whom neither named— Erroll musing with 
an impatient curiosity, a prophetic prescience of distrust, 
on this sorceress-beauty which men attributed to the 
Marchioness of Vavasour and Vaux, yet which his friend 
averred had assailed him no more than the lifeless per- 
fection of some Titian chef-d’oeuvre ; and Strathmore think- 
ing of the hour, now near, when her hand should touch 
his, when the light of her eyes should glance on him again, 
when his own roof should shelter the loveliness which 
was fast shattering to the dust the proud panoply of his 
chill philosophies, and whose seductive sweetness had stolen 
into his life unpcrceived, from the first night that he had 
looked by the ligliu of the spring stars on the blonde mix 
ymiz noire in Bohemia, 

That evening Lady Vavasour drove through Paris ; she 
had been staying with the Court at Compi(%nc, and was 
here but for a day or two in her fav^uilritc residence, which 
^as peerless among cities as her^^elf amidst womanhood. She 
and Paris both brilliant, sparkling, proud, without rival in 
their path, with their days one brilliant f&te dotriomphe, and 
their sovereign ^eptre, wreathed with fl(wcrs, suite:! and 
resembled eadi other — ^the Queen of Cities and the Queen of 
Fashion ! And if in the Past and Future of the woman, as 
in the Past and Future of the city, there were cruelties 
which teemed with the ferocity of the tigress, lustful vanities 
whidh rioted with the license ofta Messalina, dark hours in 
which the Discrowned tasted of bitterness of death ; with 
both the past was shrouded and the future veiled, Paris, 
Mr and stately, lay glittering in the sunset, with its myriad 
of lights a-lit, its song, its revels, its music ; and Mavion^ 
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Marchioness of Varasonr and TaiiJC, drorc through the 
streets, her moqueur smile upon her lips, h^ silken lasheS'* 
lazily drooped as she mused over a thousand victorious 
memories, her delicate form wrapped in costliest silks and 
laces, the very.crowds doing homage to her as. she passed 
through them, and they turned into the streets to glance 
after fiie loveliest woman of her day. 

The carriage with its fretting roans, its mazarine-blue 
liveries, its outi idcrs d to 'Rmm — for she j^sed through 
Paris with well nigh as much pomp and circumstance as 
Montespau or Marie Antoinette — halted before the doors 
of her hotel, and the people, thronging on their way to the 
Boulevards and the Caf^s chantants, turned to gaze at the 
superb equipage, and more at the loveliness which lay back 
upon its cushions, negligently indifferent to their gaze. 
Among the crowd was a woman, a gipsy, at whom a 
Quartier Latin student, who lived on a pipe and three liiu 
a day. and dreamt of high art when he was not drunk with 
absinbne, looked, thinking ruefully what a model she would 
have made had he had a sou to give her ; for as the double 
light of the sunset and the reverUres fell on her, her vagrant 
dsess was Rembrandtesque, and her olive features had the 
dark, still, melancholy beauty of an Arab’s — that mournful 
and immutable calm which Greek sculptois gave to the face of 
Destiny and of the God Demeter, and ;^hich on the living 
counfc^^nance ever bespeaks repressed but concentred pas- 
sions. And this woman, mingling among the passengers that 
thronged tlie trottoir, drew nearer and nearer the carriage as 
it stopped before the Hotel Vavasour, 

The horses pawed the ground impatiently, the outriders 
pulled theirs up with noise and fracas, the Chasseur lowered 
the stops, and Lady Vavasour descended from her carriage, 
sweeping on^vards with her royal, ncgligeui grace, the 
subtle perfume of her dress waited out upon the evening 
air. The Bohemian had drawn near ; so near, that as she 
stretched forward this vagrant obstructed the path of 
the English peeress, and her heavy, weather-stained cloak, 
covered with the dust cf jPie streets, all but touched the 
scented, gossamer laces ancf trailing train of the Leader of 
Fi^on 1 # ♦ 

(7Afl»«eg-to/” said Marion Vavasour to her Chasseur, 
u she slightly drew back— she for whom sovereigns laid 
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•lown their siate, and before whose word bowed princes rf 
the blood, to have her passage blocked by a beggar woman ! 
The Chasseur, obedient, struck the gipsy a sharp blow with 
ids long white wand, and ordered her out of the way. She 
fell out of the path, and Lady Vavasour went onward up the 
steps Oi her hotel, and })assed at once to her own rooms te 
make still more elaborately than usual, her dinner toilette ; 
S. A. R. Ic Prince d’Etoile and his Eminence the Cardinal 
Miraflora dined with her that night, and eve bringing down 
royal stags, she loved to know that all her weapons were 
pnmed and burnished. As she sank into her coucli, and 
resigned herself into the hands of her maids, she tossed care- 
lessly over the hundred notes that had collected in her 
absence, and were heaped together on a Louis-Quinze salver, 
chased by Rcveil ; she glanced at this, threw that carelessly 
aside, till she liad dismissed dozens, scarce reading a line; at 
last over one she paused, with an amused triumph glancitig 
away the languor from her eyes, and a smile playing on her 
lips — a smile of success ; while os she looked up from 
the letter to the face reflected in the mirror before her, 
the thought that ’floated through her ipind was a fatal 
truth : 

“ My cold, proud Strathmore, who dared to disdain the 
power of woman! you own it now, llicn, at last 1” 

And undciiicaili the windows of her stately hotel the 
Bohemian still lingered, as thougli loth to leave the ])lace, 
while the crowds brushed past her, and the carriage and 
the outriders swept away. When the blow of the Chasseur 
had struck her, and he had ordered her out of his path like 
a enr, the fixed, immutable melancholy of her face had not 
changed ; she had spoken no word, made 'no sign, only her 
teeth had set tightly, and the light as of a flame had leaped 
for one moment into her eyes; this had been all. She 
lingered some moments longer, while the rush of the throngs 
jostled and moved her unnoticed ; then she passed slowly 
away, walking wearily and painfully, with her head bowed, 
as the daylight faded and the gas in the lamps glared 
blighter ; while, amidst the gaj^.babble and ihe busy noiss 
of Paris, her lips muttered to hefcelf in the mellow Czeschen 
patois of her people : 

^ My bdoved ! my beloved!*! Eedempta has not forgot 
thee ; Sijdempta will yet avenge thee ! Her hireling struck 
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me, at her bidding, like a dog-^^/ was not needed Urn. 
Patience ! the lowliest stone may serre to bring to earth the 
loftiest bird that soars !” 


CHAPTER XV. 

y 

KOSE LEAVES WHICH BOBE A POISOHEO CHABH. 

“ She is divine— but she will play the veiy devil with 
him !” 

They were uncomplimentary words, and vely harsh ones, 
for that devout adorer of the beau sexe ; but as Erroll stood 
leaning against the doorway of the portrait-gallery at White 
Ladies, and looking down it to its farthest end, where Lady 
Vavasour was seated, while Strathmore bent towards her, on 
the morning after her arrival, a jealousy towards this woman 
stirred in a heart which never harbored any acrid thought, 
or unjust envy to any living thing. Is a man ever leniently 
disposed towards the woman whom his friend loves ? Teiy 
rarely. Sh§ is his rival, and in lists, moreover, in which ho 
can oppose nothing to her power. She supplants him, t^e 
invades his supremacy, fifty to one she is the cause of dis^ 
pute between them ; and he will see no good in this soft- 
skinned intruder, this dangerous Nazarene, unless he does 
what is worse — fall in love with her too ! 

And Erroll twisted, his moustaches, and muttered to him- 
self the first unfiattcring and mistrustful words that he had 
vver uttered of a* lovely woman 5 Bertie being generally 
given to deny at all odds that the Ceinture could ever 
strangle, or the “Drink to me with thine eyes 1” ever be an 
invitation to a cup of misoned wine. Yet what he looked 
at was matchless, and dazzled his eyes even while he swore 
against it ! 

“ Hate her I”— the germ of hatred might lie in it, but all 
of impatience and aversion tMt had crossed and checked the 
witeheiy she had for Straxlunore were swept away the 
moment that he touclmd hey hand and received her 
benbalh his own roof, ^e came— the beauty of Paris, iho 
Queen of Fashion — where before her Maiy Stuart had 
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languifilied a captive, md in ages yet farther the aHcehe 
Dominicans had dwelt, thrusting away from them with 
throes of an unnatural simggle the mere thought, the mere 
.memory of her sox. She came to White Ladies with thf? 
resfi of a gay, dashing, fa^shionable party from his favorito 
Paris set ; and the ^vent of royalty could not have beea 
received there with more spltadour than was the Sovereigiv 
of the Salons. The State-chambero were given t, her, 
where the WJnte Queen and the Winter Queen had closed 
their soft Stuart eyes in slumber before her, and where none 
saved Crowned-heads till eow had been laid. The wdtehery 
of this woman was on him, and to lend eclat and honor to 
her I believe Strathmore would have dissolved pearls in his 
wines, or scattered diamonds d pletnes mains. He did nut 
realize it ; told it, he w^ould not perhaps have believed it 
even yet ; but the web woven by the golden shuttle was 
drawing its charmed toils tighter and tighter about him, and 
he was fast "becoming the slave of Marion Vavasour : doubt 
had but bound him closer, absence liad but riveted her 
chains; and Lady Vavasour lauglied softly to hei-self when 
on the night of her arrival slie drew her hands through her 
amber tresses, as she leant her head on her arm and looked 
at her fcK^c in the mirror, thinking, “ My cold, Strathmore; 
you are my captive now !” 

W"aB it love that she felt for him which set her heart so 
strongly on this triumph ? It is as easy to follow the wayward 
flight of a bird on the wing, or an April wind’s wanton 
vagaiies as it blows over field and flower, as to sift the 
re^ons of a woman’s will — of a coquette’s caprices ! 

‘‘ That is your best friend, Major Ifeoll, isn’t it ? ” she 
asked Strathmore, when they stood together in the deep 
embrasured window of the picture-gallery, her eyes glancing 
at the Sabreur wliern he leaned against thp doorway. 

“My best indeed ! Yon have been introduced to him ?” 

“ Oh yes, ’ you introduced me last night, I was 
anxious to see the only person in the whole world to 
whom yon are not indifferent I What chaijn has he about 
hSiu?*^ \ 

“ What chawn ? dear old felfcw ! None, save tjie gentlest 
nature and truest honor that I cvqr found in any man. ^ He 
the f trength of a lion and the sweetness of a womism ; 
le is to the backbone and frank as a boy I 
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She raised her eyebrows. She was a little impatient of 
the warmth of his tone and the sincerity of his praise ; a 
tyrannous, victorious woman is jealous of all influence not 
her own ; and perhaps foresaw here a power that might 
be opposed to hers. Lady Vavasour, with a woman’s swift, 
unerring instinct, guessed that Erroll would be against her, 
in exact proportion to the sway she exercised over his 
friend. 

“ You admiring warmth of heart and the candor of boy- 
hood, Strathmore,” she said, maliciously enough; **Why 
don’t you cultivate them, mon ami, if you think them so 
admirable ? ” 

At her tone, all the strange, sudden hatred of her, which 
now and then flashed so ominously across the passion that 
was growing on him tor this woman, stirred into life afresh 
for a moment : he smiled slightly, the smile which made 
his face snecringly cold and gave his eyes the J >ok that in 
a dog or a horse wc call dangerous, 

“ I am an Athenian, Lady Vavasour. I may admire what 
I fail to practise. Life makes ns all egotists and dissem- 
blers ; but we may honor the nature which is such true 
steel that it resista and escapes the corroding. ErrolVs is 
the only one I know which has done so.” 

Her impatience at Erroll increased. With the quick wit 
of her sex she saw at once that Erroll would undermine her 
power if she did not undermine his, and she changed hei 
tactics accordingly. She looked at the Sabreur, letting her 
lashes droop over her eyes, and lend them that glance of 
softened interest which w'as the most delicate flattery sucli 
eyes could bestow s 

“ I can believe it, his face tells one so. How singularly 
beautiful a face it is too ; a woman might envy him his 
golden hair and Iris azure eyes ! ” 

And for the first time in his life, as he stood beside her 
— not for the praise of his personal attractions, such petty 
vanity and envy Strathmore was far above — but for the 
softness of her eyes as they dwelt ou him, the r")ftness which 
with imperious jealousy hejioathed to see wake for any 
save himsolf, an ill-fceling stirred in him towards the man 
whom he loved closer thaS a brother. And Lady Vavasou! 
glanced at him, and smiled, amused and coni;ent ; die had 
fiown. the larvm of the canker-worm that would eat away 

** ' t a 
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frWudehip. It is a work at which tho liauds of women e?ei 
well love to be busy. 

She had done enough to please her, and with one of her 
,;!;raceful, antclope-likc movements, she turned and looked 
upward at the portrait above her : 

Ah ! a Vandyke and a Strathmore. Really, you are 
wonderfully like one of those old pictures animated into life, 
liord Cecil ! My lord is quite right ; he says you are a 
walking Velasquez. There are the eyes, ‘fathomless and 
darkly-wise ’ of the legend ; you have them and the por- 
trait has them ; and in both" they never soften, even to a 
woman ! ” 

As she spoke, her own glanced at him with their most 
enchanting mischief, and Strathmore, subdued to the charm 
of her wili, bent towards her : 

“ Looking down on yoi(^ the very portraits of the dead 
might soften their glance. How then, shall any living man 
have power to resist ? Have you not heard that the Strath- 
mores of White Ladies have often disdained all, only as 
their doom, to madly and vainly covet — one 

It was as he whispered those words that Erroll, not 
catching even the sound of his voice, but seeing the mean- 
ing warmth upon his face, the gaze which Strathmore 
fastened on her, muttered, sotto voce, “ She is divine ; but 
she will play the very devil with him ! ” 

Into him, too, entered- -with a nature as different to 
Strathmore’s as the summer to the winter, as the sunny 
unrufBed lake to the deep and silent sea — ^the subtle poison 
of Marion Vavasour’s beauty, mingled with a warning and 

a hetic hatred of her power. There was a large party 
ered by this time at the Abbey, and the hospitalities 
she had recently quitted of a Bourbon at Neuilly had 
scarcely been more brilliant than those wjiich welcomed her 
at White Ladies. There was Blanche de Euelle, that 
haughty dark-eyed beauty, who, amidst all the homage she 
reccivea, treasured bitterly and wearily the memory of the 
love once whispered by a man whom no lovo had touched— 
iVho^as now mt friend aud%er host. There was Beatrix 
Beaudesert., that dashing irumtte who led the %st flight in 
a twenty minutes* burs^up windj and never funked at any 
bullfinch or double that yawned in good Northamptonshire; 
but could have cleared Brixworth Brook and won the Grand 
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MUitarj^ were the sex allowed to enter either for the Steeple- 
chaBe or the Service. There was the Comtesse de 
who wove half the intrigues of the Tuileries, while states- 
men and diplomatists wound her floss silks, and who brewed 
embroglie for the Western Powers in her dainty Sevres coffee- 
cup. There was pretty Lady Alaric, who was so very reli- 
gious, and went on her knees before her missal-like prayer- 
book before she floated down to breakfast to commence the 
flirtations, which always pulled up jmt short of— ^ court 
and a co-respondent ; of an error and an esclandra' There 
was Lady Clarence Camelot, leader of the most exclusive of 
the thoroughbred sets, who was cold and still as a rock- 
crystal, and proud as any angel that ever fell by that 
queenly sin ; but whose nature was sweet as the sun of 
Sorrento, and whose heart was as mellow as a Catherine 
pear, for the few who liad the fortunate sesame to either. 
There were these and others at White Ladies, but Lady 
Vavasour outshone them all : she w^as the Eeine Kegnanie, 
and she used her sceptre omnipotently, and far eclipsed 
those whom most women found it a hard matter even to 
equal. The Marquis, who came thither en route to Spa, for 
a lew days, chiefly because the venison and the char out of 
the White ^iadies woods and waters had had such a celebrity 
for centuries that he was curious to test their reputed supe- 
riority, was blessed with the most gentlemanlike indiffer- 
ence to his lovely wife’s vagaries. He knew she was 
always flirting with somebody — wluo^ it didn^t matter much; 
perhaps when he did think about it, his chief feeling was a 
certain malicious pleasure in seeing so many of his fellow- 
creatures chained, and worried, and fooled, by the seductive 
tormentress whom he had let loose on the world with her 
droii de conquife legitimatized by his coronet. The Marquis 
was a philosopher, and the very husband for his wife : their 
marital relations We admirably ordered for the preservation 
of peace and friendship ; they saw little or nothing of one 
another (the secret recipe for conjugal unity), and, by mu- 
tual consent, never interfered, he'with her caprices deemur, 
nor she with his “ separatejftstablishments ” When he had 
first married, people had saift his lordship was madly eniiii 
with his bride; bat thqj; inconvenient folly had departed 
with a few months’ wear : an^ now — ^ho was proud of her 
loveliness, but wisely and placably negligent on whom that 
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loveliness might shine; a wisdom and placability ncTct 
mpre needed, perhaps, than now at White Ladies. 

Lookest tliou at the stars ? 

If I were Ileaven, with all the eyes of Heaven 
Would I look down on thee ! ** 

The worOs were very softly whispered as Strathmoic 
stood that evening on the terrace. It was late, the stars 
were shining, and the munnurof the waters flowing onward 
under the clm-w^oods was heard plaintively and mono- 
tonously sw^eet, as Marion Vavasour, whose whim was every 
hour changing, and who laughed at all feeling one houi 
only to assume it most beguilingly the next, left the 
drawing-rooms, where she reigned supreme, and strolled out 
for a brief Avhile in the summer night, followed by her host. 
The white light of the stars fell about her, glancing on the 
sapphires and diamonds that glittered in her hair, or 
sparkled in her bosom, and shone in the depths of her eyes, 
as she raised them, and looked upw^a^ds at the skies above, 
where, here and there, some cloud of transparent mist trailed 
across the brillii,icc of the moon, or veiled the swift course 
of a falling star. kShe laughed, toying with the closed autumn 
roses that twined round the balustrade ; 

“ Strathmore ! you would do no such thing ! Tf you had 
the eyes of Heaven, they would all be bent on w^atching 
conferences you cannot join, and in reading despatches you 
cannot see ! There are three things no w^onifin rivals with 
a man who loves any one of the triad ; they are a IIoi'sc, a 
State-secret, and a Cigar. Wc may eclipse all three, 
perhaps, for a little while; but, in the long run, any cue ol 
the triad outrivals us.” 

He bent lower towards her, with a soft whisper : 

“ Do not slander my sex, and belie the power of your own. 
Have there not been women for whom mhn have thought 
the world itself well lost ? ” 

“ There have been fools, mon ami ; and that 'is ho^ you 
would phrase it if you were out of my presence and m the 
smoldng-roony and anybody frlvanced the proposition ! ” 
slic laughed, with that moquakr incredulity with which 
at Vernon<;:eaux she liad so constantly tantalized ‘and pro- 
voked him. * • 

*‘Fook? It would be rash to call them so. Manuel ‘ 
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was no fool, yet he found his Isles of Delight sweeter than 
tlie din and clash of triumph, and the fall of conquered 
citadels, Alcibiades was no fool, yet he found to look into 
the eyes of Aspasia better than the sceptre of the Alcmae* 
onida^ and the wisdom of the Schools ! ” 

Tliree months ago Strathmore would have sworn never 
to utter such words save in derision : but now, as he 
stooped towards her in the sultry stillness of the night, 
it was not either in jest or flattery, that he spoke J^hem ; 
the roses had the perfume for him with which they had 
wooed Manuel in the Isles of Delight ; the eyes the 
powder to which the soft Greek had bowed and sunk. For 
with every year the roses bloom, and with every age 
love ! 

Her sweet mocking laugh rang in the air — the laugh which 
had enthralled him under the lindens of Bohemia, and from 
behind the mask of the White Domino. 

“ What ! you who acknowledge but one love — Power, and 
covet l)ut one boon — Age ; confess so much as that! You 
must be very suddenly changed since three months ago ; 
your a Strathmore’s fathomless eyes, actually soften at 
the mere memory of Aspasia!” 

Her eyes jaughed up into his, her hand touched his own 
w^hcre it wandered among the roses ; the sultry air of the 
night swept round them, only stirred by the dreamy sjilash 
of fountains, and the rise and fall of her low breathings. 
Ha had no strength against her in such a moment, nor did 
he seek, or strive, or Irish to have, 

“ Changed ? If I be so, the sorcery lies at your door. It 
is not the memory of Aspasia which evokes the confession ; 
the daughter of Hellas has bequeathed Jier glamour to one 
who uses it to the full as fatally ' nd as surely ! ” 

A smile trembled on her lovbly lips which became half a 
figh, while her hand absently toyed with the sapphire cross 
*hat glittered just beLw her throal , 

Ah-bah ! ” she said, with a lai:gh, whose gay mocker^ 
had in it for the first time a timhre of constraint, as \jl 
lightness assumed but unfeljf : “ I do not believe in such 
sudden copverts; I do nor receive them into my creed? 
Strathmore, am I, who jea/' j;ou so well while you wore 
yet* unknown, likely to beueve in your suave words so 
quickly? Eemeraber! I am clairvoyante. I know the 
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sincerity of every one who approaches me, and I know the 
worth of yonr words, my diplomatist I I shall be a very 
long time before I acoord to you the honor of any belief in 
them.*’ 

If yon be clairvoyante, you will no longer disbelieve ; 
you will sec without words what your sorcery works. You 
must know your own power too well to doubt it ! 

Know her own power ? in every iota I and she knew it 
now ; kndw that this man, who was steeled in his own 
strength, and held himself far above the soft fooleiy of 
passion, was fast bending to her will, fast drinking in the 
draught which she tendered to his lips, "fast succumbing 
to her feet, to lie there, bound, and powerless to free him- 
self from bondage ; letting his life drift on as she should 
choose to guide it ; losing all, forsaking all, risking all, so 
long as he could look upward into her eyes, so long as her 
white hand would wander to his own ! Knew her own 
power I Truly she did, and used it without mercy, without 
scruple ! 

Her eyes looked up and dwelt on his with the mournful 
languor which gave to their dark brilliance the softness as 
of unshed tears ; the mockery of her smile Aided, and the 
lips seemed charged with some nnnttcred whisper, as the 
roses she toyed with were charged with the heavy sweet- 
ness of the clinging dew. If ever woman loved, Strath- 
more could have sworn she loved him then ; and the 
scorching sweetness, the dangerous delight of a forbidden 
passion stole over him, and swept round him, in the sultry 
air of the night, only heightened by tl*e strange hatred of 
the power which enthralled him to her will, which ever 
mingled with the madness that was stealing on him. He 
bent towards her, his breath fanned her hair, his hand 
touched hers where it rested among the fiojvers, and touched 
— the diamond circlet, that chilled him as with the chill of 
ice. It recalled to him that this woman w^as but fooling 
him ; that this woman was Marion Vavasour ! And as 
their liands met she drew her own away, while a faint sigh 
stirred her heart beneath its cAtly lace. 

“ Hush ! If they be not thrwords of flattery, ^they must 
not be the words of frieudslpp ! pow beautiful the night 
is ! I do not wonder that poets love it better than the <my. 
The sunlight is for haste and care, and for men’s toil and 
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labor, and for the fret of daily life ; but the^iighfc, when tiie 
flowers are closed, and the cities are silent, and the stars 
look into the chambers where the liring sleep peacefully as 
the dead, and shine upon the rivers till the suicides who 
have sought their refuge, wear a calm smile on their cold 
lips — the Night is the noon of the poets — ^the Night is for 
rest, for dreams, for ’ 

The word which paused upon her lips he iltt^^ for 
her ; and the soft rebuke, tne gesture with which she 
repelled him and recalled to him that there was a boundary 
which the language of homage must not pass to the 
woman who was a wife, enthralled him more than any 
art she could have called forward, since in hk ear it 
whisf)ci*ed ; ♦ 

“ The woman who fears your homage, fears herself ! ” 

As she spoke dreamily, mournfully, with that occasional 
earnestness which, when it succeeded her caprices and her 
brilliant mockery, had the charm of the Italian evening that 
follows on the dazzling day, Strathtnore uttered, with a 
meaning new upon his lips, the word which had been hk 
derision and disdain ; the word before which she paused ; 
the word which all the voices of the voluptuous niglit 
seemed to re-echo around them, while the moonlight 
streamed on the uncovered limbs of sculptured marble that 
wore all the repose of sleep, and the stars gleamed upon the 
winding waters, white with the snowy burden of innumer- 
able lilies. Love ! Strathmore would have fluug away 
tliat word in disdain if spoken to him in the coldness of 
reason, in the pauses of judgment ; but tlie insidious passion 
to which he gave no name, but which in her presence swept 
over him like the scorch of a sirocco, was love ; love, if you 
will, in its most soulless, love in its most sensual, form, but 
that form the most alluring, Ihe most dangerous, in which 
it ever steals into the life of man. 

She shrugged her snow-white shoulders and pouted her 
lips i\nth a moue of pretty contemjit, wliile at the same time 
the faint sigh which was so |fttle in unison with her beauty, 
yet gave it so rare a charm, heaved the sapphire- where 
they sparkled iu her breast ; • 

“ Bah ! that is the ‘ pastime of fools, ^ too, and uo more 
suiLj our world than the other. We do not believe in it ; 
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m onJy SStoic ij. It may do for Undine amonj? the water- 
iiliea i^iKSer, but we have no faith left for those childish 
idyls, ITiey are contes pour rire lor us ; we have outgrown 
them ! "Wlio loves in our world ? ” 

For all its mockery the question was one of pitiless 
danger, spoken by her, as she leaned against the balustrade 
in the moonlight, gazing down on to the dark masses of 
foliage sheltering beneath ; while her eyes were heavy as 
with some Indefinite regret, as she pressed against her lips 
the leaves of a rose she had disentangled from the rest, 
which was wet and fragrant with the night dews. His lips 
brushed her hair, his breath fanned her brow, his words 
were whispered softly and wooingly : 

“ To answer you would be to risk rebuke afresh ; the 
truth would neither lie, in Avords of flattery nor of friend- 
ship.” 

Then— 'those words must not be spoken ! ” 

The reply was but like the cold brcatli which Ians the 
embers into fire, uttered while her eyes dwelt on his 
without rebuke, while her lips parted with a breath that 
Avas so near a sigh, while half in sadness, half in eo(inclry, 
she silenced him with a light, fragrant blow of the roses, 
tlie words in their very forbiddance gave fresh^fucl to the 
dawning madness they rebuked. In that moment he 
Avould have sUiked his life that ho was loved by the 
woman he coveted, as he of Israel coveted the loveliness 
on which the eastern simlighi. fell, making it in his sight, 
while yet it was unwon, moie precious than i)alace trea- 
sure, or kingljr sway ; than the good Avord of man or than 
the smile of his God ! 

She turned from him with one of the SAvift movements 
which had tlic charm of the antelope’s grace, turr^ed as a 
woman might from the danger which she (\reads and fears ; 
the jewels in her hair glancing i’ the starlight, the rose 
tbab^ had been pressed against her lips falling on the 
marble : 

Let us go in ! — we have givfen time ^noisgh to the 
night, wc must give the rest toVbc world.” 

** And while the world claims you, even friendship may 
at least claim this ? ” said ^tratlipiore, as he stooped and 
lifted from the ground the rich fresh rose which had r€»led 
d^ah^t lips as fair and fragrant as itself. She 
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her gay mocking laugh : but her eyes were sadden^ still 
as she glanced at him while he held back the heavy 
draperies of a window for her to re-enter the drawing- 
rooms : 

Ah, I know ynu too well : to-night the roses are tak^ 
in flattery; to-morrow, withered and faded, they will be 
flung away with a mot ! You fire a man of the world, 
Strathmore, and all you prize is power. There is no state 
secret in the core of that rose.” j 

‘‘ But there is a secret more fatal in the charm' of the 
lips that have touched it.” 

Strathmore’s eyes darkened as he spoke with the im* 
perious and reckless passion she had rightly judged would 
be the only love to which ho would ever wmcen, and 
which she had vowed to arouse in the man who held him- 
self sheathed in an armor of proof; liis words, losing the 
softnovss of suave compliment, were hoarse with a deeper 
meaning, and as he followed her he thrust the rose into 
his breast — the delicate leaves that had gained value in 
his sight, because her lips had touclied them ! 

That night he drank deep of the delirious draught cif a 
woman’s witchery ; that night, as he paid his gold to the 
Marquis, at,^ dcartt% he loathed the man who had bought 
her beauty with liis title, and claimed her by right of 
ownership, as he claimed his racing stud, his chef de 
cuisine, his Comet wines !— he loathed himself for having 
him at his iable and beneath his roof ; for chatting the 
idle nothings of familijir intercourse with him, and bidding 
the friendly good-night of Iiost to guest, the man whom he 
hated with the dark hatred of the Strathmore blood, which 
was ever stronger than their wisdom, and deeper than 
their love, and closer than their honor. True ! We seat 
our foes at our bj)arc], and w^elcorae what wo hate to our 
liospitality, and eat salt with those who betray us and 
those whom we betoj' ; wronged Octavia smiles as she 
receives Cleopatra into her house, and Launcelot shakes 
hands in good-fellowship ^ith Arthur the day after he Ijias 
writ the stain on his friend’^ knightly shield I It is done 
every day, ^nd he was accustomed to such convenience 
and such condonation ; b^ Str^hmore, wiicn once roused,* 
was*a man of darker, swifter, deeper passions than the 
passions of -’ur day, and the leaven of his race was work- 
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inj( ia hiia^ b^eftUi tlie cold and egotistic surface of liabit 
and of breeding. As stillness fell that night upon his 
faonschold) in^ sleep came with the hush of the advancing 
and he stood in the silence of his own chamber, 
hatmg ^he husband^ coveting the wife, knowing that both 
were now beneath his roof ; he tlionght of her, like the 
lisdy Ghristabel, 

Her lor«ly limbs she did undress, 

And lay aown in licr loveliness ; 

till, with an oath he pi’cssed the broken rosedeaves to his 
lips with a fierce kiss where her own had rested on them, 
and hurled them out away into the darkness of the night. 
Already — did he love this woman ? 


CHAPTER XVI. 

“AT HER FEET HE BOWED AND FELD” 

“ I coNGBATUiJiTE jou on your fresh honors^ old fellow. 
Boinont writes word the ministers have selected you for 

the Confidential mission to . Ticklish business, and 

a Yery high com])liment,” said Camelot, one morning at 
breakfast, when Lord Vavasour had left for Spa, and his 
wife had been some wrecks the reigning Queen at the 
Abbey. 

Strathmore went on stirring his ciiocolate; 

“ Bomont has no earthly Imsincss to tittle-tattle Forcigu- 
ofiice secrets ; however, since he’s let it out, I may confess 
to it” 

“ You accept, of course ? You must leaVe at once — eh ? ” 

“ The alfair’s been on the tapis some time* I always 
knew I should be selected to Buocced Caradoe. Tiy that 
potted char, Lady Beatrix,” an#k’cred Strathmore, avoid- 
ing direct answer to either %f Camelot’s inejuiries, while 
among his letters lay one whicn selected him ii^ a juncture 
of critical difficulty to occupy a ^st which older diploma- 
tista bitterly envied him, and which gratified his ambitiop 
and.tSgnalked his abilities to the fullest. Questions and 
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congratulations flooded in on him tfom the people ‘i^ont 
his breakfast-table, among whom Ladfy Vara^cmr, was hoti. 
she usually had her chocolate in her own chamb^. 

“ Yon will draw us into a war, I dare Say, Strat^mol»e,’’^ 
laughed Beatrix Beaudesert: ‘‘You dips love an em- 
broglio, as dearly as journalists love a ‘ crisis ; * your 
race are bom statesmen. Your berceatlnettm must' have 
been trimmed with Red Jape ; and you must have loamt 
your alphabet out of Machiavclli’s Maxims ! Yo%*ro not 
like Hamlet; you s]3ecially enjoy the times being' ‘‘out 6t 
joint,’ that you may show your surgical skill in setting them 
right.” 

Of course,” laughed Strathmore : “ If half a million 
slaughtered gets a General the Garter, what does h^ care 
who rots, so long as he rises ? Man’s the only animal 
that ]>reys upon his species, and for his superiority calls 
himself licad of all creation. The brutes only fly at their 
foes ; we turn on our friends if wo get rniy thing by it ! ” 

“ Ft (lone ! ” cried Madame de Euelle : “ You have just 
received the Bath, and are appointed to a post which all 
the diplomatic world will envy you. You ought not to be 
in a cynical mood, Strathmore ! It is those with whom 
life goes bndly who write satires and turn epigrams; a 
successful man always approves the world, because the 
world has approved him ! ” 

“True, madame ; but at the same time there may be a 
drop of amari aliquid under his 'tongue, because the world 
has approved other people too ! ” 

“ Dear old fellow, how glad I am ! ” said Erroll, meeting 
Vim in the doorway a quarter of an hour afterwards : “ My 
X.O.B. ! a discerning nation docs for once put the right 
man in the right place. On my word, Strath, I am proud 
of you ! ” , 

“ Thank you !•* 

Tlie two monosyllables were odiously ^old after the 
csordial warmth of the other’s words," and Stratinnore 
crossed the hall withodt adding others. He was con- 
scious that he could fling a;#ay power, place, fame, honor, 
if one woman’s voice would^murmur, “ Relinquish them — 
for^me!*^ And the c®nscio^sness made him bitter to 
all the world, even to the man who was closer than a 
brother. 
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“The deijcot, changed ho is! It is all that 

w^aatt’4 with her angel’s face and her devil’s 

mischief ; l^er gazelle’s eyes and her Messalina’s soul ! ’’ 
mnT^ted Erroll, ' 

• “ >«(?« mts Pair tant »oit[ ftu contesiS, moneieurl’' 
' said a yoico behind him, half-amused, hali-contemptuous, 
at Lady Vavasour, having just descended the staircase, 
swept past him, radiant in the moiming sunlight ; her silk 
folds trailing on t^p inlaid floor, and the fragrmice of her 
hair scenting the air. Perhaps she had heard his words ? 

Lady Vavasour, however,* could very admirably defy 
him and his enmity, and anybody or everybody else. She 
played utterly unscrupulously, but equally matchlessly, 
with Strathmore ; now avoiding him, till she made hi» 
cheek grow white and his eyes dark night with anger ; 
now listening with a feigned rebuke, which made it but 
the sweeter, to the whispers of a love, that while she 
chid, she knew how to madden with the mere sweep of her 
dress across him. She was a coquette and a • voluptuary. 
She loved, I believe, with the shallow, tenacious, fleeting 
love, such as Parabfire and Pompadour knew, while 
romance still mingled with licence, as their best poinU a 
ia sauce. Strathmore’s nature was new to her. To first 
rouse, and then play with it, was delightful to this beautiful 
panther ; and she did both, till a very insanity was awakened 
in him. Love is by a hundred times too tame and mean- 
ingless a word, for what bad now broken up from his cold- 
ness as volcanic flames break up from ice. It was a pas- 
sion born entirely from the senses, if you will, without any 
nobler element, any better spring ; bdt for that very reason 
it was headlong as flame, and no more to be arrested than 
the lightning that seethes through men’s veins, and scorches 
all before it. . 

She hefird of his appointment to conduct the mission 

to as though lie were her brother, in whose career she 

was fraternally interested, and nothing, more ; and spoke of 
his coining departure to Northern Europe, as if it were a 
question of going into the'nexl|county foi a steeple-chase or 
a coursing meeting ! ’ i 

’ “Ah! you are going to die said, tranquilly, 

when she met him in the library, trifling with a ne^ 
French novellette • “ It will be very cold ! Give my, com- 
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plimenis to M, le Prince de Viim ; ha is a gre^ ftiend of 
mine, though he is a political foe of yoks. ^ His wit ie , 
cliiirming!” • 

Strathmore, stanrling near her, felt bis face pale'^ith 
passion to the very lips us she spoke. ■ She had woopfl, While * 
she repressed '; she had tempted,' while she forbade his"' 
love, as a woman only does who knows that she h& con- 
quered where conquest L dear to her ; and now, she heard 
of his departure for a lengthened and indefinite ^rm as 
carelessly as though be told her he going to Visit his 
stables or bis kennels ! 

lie ti'icd vainly that day to jneet her alone ; she avoided 
or eviuled him from luncheon to dinner with tantalizing 
dexterity. Letters to write, a game of billiards, chit-chat in 
the drawing-rooms— one thing or another occupied her so 
ingeniously tliat not even for a single second did she give 
him the chance of a She knew he sought one, 

and pleasured herself by baffling and denying him, wliile 
her insouciant indifference toi-tured him to fury. Ambition 
had been the god, power the Inst, which alone had possessed 
him ; with both withiii his grasp he would now have thrown 
both from him 'as idly as a child casts pebbles into the 
sea, only to /eel the lips of Marion Vavasour closo ui>on his 
own ! 

That night there was a ball given at White Ladies, one 
among the many entertainments w^hicih had marked her 
visit ; it was to be, according to her cemmand, a bal costume^ 
and as Stratlnnore w'ent to dress, he caught sight of the 
a/mre gleam of her silken skirt sw'eejnng along the coixidor 
to the State-chambers. Ue crossed the passage that divided 
them, and in an instant was at her side ; she started slightly, 
and glanced up at him : 

“ Ah ! Lord Cecil, you try one’s nerves ! really, you are 
80 like those Validykcs in the galleiy, that one may very 
jmrdonably take you for a ghost 1 ” 

Strathmore laid his hand on her arm to detain her, look*' 
iug down into her eyes by the light from above : 

I have sought a word alo|te with you ail the day through, 
and sought it vainly ; will ymi grant it me now ?” 

Now ?'*Impossible ! I am ^oiug to dress. The toilette 
is to ns what ambition is to you, the first, and last, and only 
love— a mliug passion, strong in death ! A statesman dyin^ 

/ 
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ftsks, ‘Is tlie treaty sigucd?’ a woman dying, asks, 'Am I 
bien coiJf&eV'\ 

Lauding, she moved onward to leave him, but Strath- 
more moved too, keeping his hold on her hand t 

*' Hear me you must ! I told you once that I did not 
' dare to whisper the sole guerdon that would content me as 
thB reward you offered ; mw I dare, because, spoken or un- 
spoken, you must know that the world holds hut one thought, 
One memory, one idol for me ; you must know — lliat Hove 
ifou!*' 

The words were uttered, whicdi, old as the hills eternal, 
have been on every human lip, and cursed more lives than 
they have ever blessed. And Marion Vavasour listened, as 
the light gleamed upon the lovely youth which lit her face, 
and her eyes met his with the glance that women only give 
when they love : 

" Hush ! you forget,*' she murmured (and chiding from 
those lijis was sweet as the soft wrath of the south wind !)— 
“ / must not hear j^ou.” 

But the eyes forgave him, while the voice rebuked ; and 
Strathmore’s love, loosed from all bondage, poured itself out 
in words of eager, honeyed eloquence, witli every richest ora- 
tory, with every ardent subtlety, that art could teach and 
passion frame. To win this woman he would have perilled, 
had ho owned tlicm, twenty lives and twenty souls, and 
thought the prize well bought ! 

She listened still, her hand resigned to his, a warm flush 
on her cheeks, and her heart beating quicker in its gossamer 
nest of priceless lace, stirred with triumph, perhaps stirred 
with love. Then she drew from him with a suddtm move- 
ment, and laughed in his face with radiant, malicious 
laughter : 

" All ! my lord, you have learned, then^ how dangerous it 
vfis to boast to a woman that you had but one idol — Am- 
bition ; that you desired Age, and despised Love 1 The 
temptation to punish yon was irresistible j you have learned 
an altered creed now ! ” 

The silvery laughter moekife him rang lightly out upon 
the silence, and ere he could amst her, she had entered her 
chamber, and the door had qlosed.^p Ho stood alone in th^ 
empty corridor stunned ; and a fierce oath broke from*^ his 
thro^. Had thip woman fooled him ? The echo of her 
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words, tlie riling of her laughter, sttmg him to smdblesf ; 
the tsuui^ the mirth, the jest flung at him in the mop^ 
when he hM laid his weakness, and could hpre 
his oath that he was loved, was like seething oil imoa 
flame. He swore that night to wrench confession from her 

of her love, — or — or He grew dizzy with tbe. phaii- 

toms of his own thoughts. Hut one revive was fijted In 
him ; to win the woman, or to work on her thn worsts 
revenge that a foiled passion and a fooled low ever 
wrought. 

As he passed out of the state corridor and turned toward 
his own chamber, ho came unhappily upon BrroU. ; 

“ Is it you, Strath ?” said the Sabreur : “ I want a W(*f4 
with you ; may I come in for ten minutes ? ” 

“ Enirez” 

Strathmore’s voice sounded strange in his own ears ; he 
would have giveu away a year of his life to have been left 
alone at that moment 

EitoU followed him into his chamber, however ; noticing 
notiling nnnsnal ; for Strathmore, with Italian passion, had 
more man English self-control ; and Bertie, who had had 
bad intelligence of a weedy-looking bay on whom he had 
risked a good deal for the approaching Gesarewitch, came as 
usual to detail his fears and doubts, and speculate on the 
most judicious hedging with Strathmore. With a mad love 
running riot in him, , and a fierce resolve seething up into 
settled shape, Strathmore had to sit and listen to New- 
market troubles, and balance the pros and cons of Turf 
questions as leisurely and as interestedly as of old I Ap- 
parently, -ho was calm enough ; actually, every fire minnteg , 
of restraint lashed his pent-np passion into fuiy. 

The Newmarket business <n>ne with, ErroU stiH lingered ; 
he had somethings else to say, and scarcely knew how to 
phrase it. . 

“Will all these people star much longeij StroUi?*’ he 
began ; “ they’ve been here a long time.” 

“ 1 don’t tell my guests g» away,” said Htt’^hmore, 
with a smile : “ Besides, the {m^onts jnst now are at theit 
prime.” • , . 

“ pheasmite I Oh ^ 1 Wasktiuoking of the wofisen* 
To be surd ihott^ yon must leave yourself, m a lew days} 
I for^t ! Wbeu must yoa start for— ? 



l6s STHATMMOSB. 

' It ift' TmoerUiiL’’ The subject utmoyed himi. sad he 
fDSwa!ed shortly. 

• Wroll was silent a moment ; then hft lookedUui^ bis eyes 
dinning with their frank and Irindly light ; 

“ Strath, you wouldn’t take wrongly anything J said, 
SiWnldyou?” • • 

“ My dear Erroll ! what an odd question. I believe I am 
not usually tenacious ?” 

“ W, course not ; still I fancy you’d let «i« say to you, 
what you mightn’t stand from another man ; I hope so, at 
least, old fellow 1 We have never been on ceremony with 
die 'another yet ; and I want to ask yon, Cis, if you know 
how yours and Lady Yavasour’s names are coupled 
together ? ” 

He could not have chosen a more fatal hour for bis 
question ! 

“ Who conples them ? ” ^ji 

The words were brief and quietly enonj^ said, bnt 
Strathmore’s hand clenched where it lay on the table, and 
an evil light gleamed in his eyes. 

“ Oh, nobody in especial, but more or less eyeiybody," 
answered Erroll, carelessly, whom the gesture did not put 
on his guard : “Your attention to her, you know, must be 
noticed ; impossible to help it ! Naturally the men jc^e 
about it when you’re out of hearing, fellows always will.” 

“ What do they say ? ” 

The words were quiet still, bnt Strathmore’s teeth wen 
aet li^ a mastifrs. 

“ Yon can guess well enough ; you know how we always 
laugh over that sort of thing. Look here, Strathmore f 
and Erroll, breaking out of the lazy softness of his nsnal 
tone, leant forward eagerly and earnestly : “I know yon’ll 
take my words as they’re meant ; and if you wouldn’t, it 
would be a wretohed friendship that shirked the tmth when 
its telling were needed. If yon called me- ont for it to- 
morrow I would let you know what evejybody is saying— 
that you ore infatustod with a woman who is only playing 
Vithyoul” 1 

/ ftedhmore leaned back in his chair, fssteniQg bis wrist- 
b(mnftad» with a cold sneer on his&ce; it cost him funch 
|be n^on that would have betrayed him : 

^^TM^Iiorla is very good to trouble itself ahont |0ft ; U 
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you will uonte the partacdar mmbers of it wio do the 
. yoBsipii^, 1 will thouk them in a difikent ihshion.’* < ^ 
llie bet^ visf . would be to give i^em no grdnnda 
for it I ” • 

“ Grounds ? I don’t appn^end.you.’’ 

“ You do, and you must I broke in Brroll, impatiently ; 
this smooth, icy coating did not impose on him ; “Whether 
your heart be in the matter or not, you act as though it 
were. You are becoming the veiy slave of thlt arch 
coquette, who never loved anything in her life save her own 
beauty ; you who ridiculed eveiything like woman-worship, 
are positively infatuated with Marion Vavasour! Stop’l 
hear me out ! 1 have no business with what you do ; trae 
enough ! I am breaking into a subject no man has any 
right to touch on to another-id know that ! But I like 
you well enough to risk your worst anger ; and I speak 
plainly bocaase you and I have no need to weigh our words 
to each other. Good God ! you must have too much pride, 
Strathmore, to be fooled for the vanity of a woman ! ” 

He stopped in his impetuous flood of words, and looked 
at his listener, who had heard him tranquilly — ^a dangmnuB 
tranquillity, thin ice over lava-flames ! Strathmore cmly 
kept reins on the storm because it rose to his lips— to 
betray him. 

“ Pardon me, Erroll," he said, slowly and pointedly, “ I 
will not take your words as they might naturally be wen, 
innce you claim the privilege of ‘ old friendship ; ’ but I 
must remind you that friendship may be both officious and 
impertinent The office of a moral censor sits on you very 
ill : attention to a married woman is not so extraordinarily 

uncommon in our set that it need alarm your virtue ” 

“Virtue be hanged!” broke in Erroll, impetuously r 
“Bosh! You don’t understand, or you toonH undemtand, 
me. All I 8^ is, that hundreds of fellows wili tell you 
that Marioa. Vavasour is the most consummate oo^ette 
going ; ami that as soon as she has drawn'a man cm iidn 
. losing his head for her, she t^s round and laug^ hhn to 
scorn. What do you suppose Sctope Waverley and all that 
lot will say ? Only that you have been first tapped and. 

then, teiek^ as they werea i" • 

“ Thank you, I We no fear 1 Lady Vavasour sh^ 
you emguhtrly bitter f 

•' / * m2 
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“Pei^bt^ does $ beeanse I see her work. Neat that 
voanm job, aie no more what yon were than—-” 

" Really I most beg yon to excnae my hearing a homily 
nptfn ihysclf I” interrupted Strathmore, as he rose, speaking 
coldly,, intolerantly, and haughtily : “ As regards Lady 
Vava^ur, die is my gm»l, and as such I do not hear her 
spoken of in this manner. As rcgaids tho gossip yon 
arc pleased to retail, people may chatter as they like ; ii 
they dhatter in my hearing I can resent it, without having 
my path pointed out to me ; and for tho future I will 
iaronble yon to remember that even the privileges of ftiend- 
Aip may be stretched too far if you overtax them.” 

As he spoke he rang the bell for Diaz, and as the Alba- 
nian entered the chamber from the bath-room, Erroll turned 
and went out without more words. He was angered that 
his remonstrance had had no more avail ; he was hurt that 
his interference had been so ill received, and his motive so 
little comprehended. Like most counsellors, he frit that 
what he had done had been ill-advised and ill-timed : while 
Strathmore, indifferent to how he might have wounded a 
friendebip which he had often sworn worth all the love of 
women, was stung to madness by the words with whidi 
ErroU had unwittingly heaped friel on to flame. Men saw 
his passion for Marion Vavasour ! He swore that th^ 
shoiud hopelessly and longingly envy its success. 

The fancy ball at White Ladies was as brilliant as it 
eonld be made ; the great cii’cle at the Duke of Tr6raayne’s, 
the peo|de staying at Lady Millicent Clinton’s, and at other 
hnnses of note in the county, afforded guests at once nume- 
rous and exclusive, and the Royal women who had been 
visitors at White Ladies had neW been better entertained 
then was Marion Vavasour. As he received his guests in 
the great reception-room known as the»EiDg’s Hall, that 
night, women of the world, not easily impressible, glancing 
at him, were arrested by they knew not what, and remem- 
bered long afterwards how he had looked &at evening. 
He wore ^ dress of the £nights Templars; the white 
montlb flopg over a suit m black Milan armor worked 
.wkti gold, and tee costnme suited him singnlaiiy ; while ii 

sMmgly still the resembloiiee 
te itdl teat was dark and dangerous in the Btrath- 
iiim' pDvuBtte- His face was slightly fintecd, like a maa 
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after a caronsa ; liis vit ym ccmrtly and light, bat repry 
bitter ; his attentions to tiie w^men were more injpres* 
sire thw his ever had bem — he might have been in Love 
vith*all in |iis rooms 1— bat his eyes, dark With nip|iressed 
eagerness and with a heavy Shade beneath them, glanced 
impatiently over the cibwa. Every one had arrived, hot 
she had not yet descended ; his salons were filled, bat to 
Mm they were empty 1 This was no light, languid love, 
seeking a liaison as a mere pastime, which Had entered ftito 
Strathmore for another man’s wife ; it was the deliriom, 
the frensy, the blindness in which the world holds bat one 
woman I 

- At last, vnth her glittering hair given to the winds, a 
diadem of diamonds crowning her brow, snow-white clouds 
of drapery floating around her, light as morning mist, ana 
her beantifnl feet bai-e, only shod with golden sandals, she 
came, when all the rooms were full, living impersonation of 
the Summer-Noon she represented. A crowd of costumis 
followed her steps, and murmurs of irrepressible admiration 
accompanied her wherever she moved j there were many 
beautiful women tliere that night at White Ladies, but none 
that ecjualled, none that touch^ her. The golden a|^le Was 
cast without n dissent into the white bosom of Maiibn Yava- 
sour ; and at sight of her his reason reeled and fell, and his 
madness mastered him as it subdued him of Broceliande 
before the witching eyes and under the wreathing arms 0 # 
Yivion, 

'While the forest echoed * fool I ' ** 

His face wore the reckless resolve which was amongst the 
dark traits of the Strathmores when their ruthless will 
had fiiccd a goal, and undcmeatli their calm and conrtly 
seeming, the fienjp spirit was a flame which made them 
pitiless as death in all pursuit. His eyes followed the 
gleaming trail of her sti'caming hair, the flash of her diamond 
diadem, with a look which she oanght, and fanned to fire 
with one dreamy glance of lanmor, one touch of her floating 
drapery. And yet, even whim the ;^s8ioa devoured him, 
be hated Her for its pain— -hated her because she was 
anot^’s mid not his 1 Pc^you Igiow nothing of this because- 
it hsB not touched you ?— tut 1 the forms of Wman love ate 
88 varied and ss controlless as the forms of human life t 
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and yott have learned bat Uttde of the world, and the men 
that nudce it, if joa have not learned that love, often and 
again, treads and trenches close on hate. 

It was as thongh she set her will to makekber bdEOity 
tnoie than mortal, and goad him on till he was as utterly 
her bond-slare as the Viking whom, as the Norse legend 
tells, twenty strong men could not capture, yet who lay 
helpless and bound as in gyres of iron by one frail, single 
thread of a wofhan’s golden hair I That^night his passion 
mastered him, and all ^t was most dangerous, in a nature 
where fire slept under ice, woke into life, and set into one 
imperious resolre. 

It was some hours after midnight, when he passed with 
her into a cabinet de peinture. The wax-radiance streamed 
upon her where she stood like some dazzling thing of light, 
some dream of the Greek poets, some sorceress of the East, 
while the diamonds crowned her brow, and the gold sandals 
crossed her snowy feet. In the stillness of the night they 
were alone, and her eyes met his with a glance which wooed 
him on to his sweet temptation. Ambition seemed idle as 
the winds ; fame he was ready to cast aside like dross ; at 
the most brilliant point in his career, be was willing to 
throw away all the past, and cut away all the fhtnre, so that 
her Toice but whispered him “Stay I ” His honor to the mau 
who bad been a guest beneath his roof, the bond which 
bound him to hold sacred the woman whom his house 
harbored were forgotten and left fer behind him, drowned in 
his delirinm as men’s wisdom is drowned in wine. He saw, 
remembered, heeded nothing on earth or in hearen save her. 
And she knew the meaning of his silence as he stood beside 
her. 

“ So you will leave England ve^ soon, Strathmore ? ” 

The words were light and ordinaiy : l)pt her words are 
but a titlic of a woman’s language; and it was her eyes 
which spoke, which challenged him to summon strength to 
leave her ; which dared him to rank ambition before her, 
and claimed and usurped the dominion which power alone 
had filled ! It was the ^s l}& answered, <mly seeing in the 
midnight glare the fairness of her face. 

“im me stay for you;-tr-aad J resign the nmu^ to 

monwJ” 

“ WUitt desert your career, abandon your ambition, give 
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up yonr power, and at a mvmgi word, too I Fie, fie, Lord 
Oecil ! ^ 

The Ewect laughter echoed in his ear, and her face had 
allots witehing mockery as she tnmed it to him in the 
light. 

“Hush! My God! you know my madness; you shaii 
play with it nfo longer. Bid me stay, and 1 gire np erery' 
thing for you ! But you must lore me as I lorei ymi 
must choose tcanight for yourself and me. If yoo are 
fooling mo, beware ; it will be at a heavy price. Lote me ! 
and 1 throw away for yon honor, fame, life — ^whit you 
will! ” 

The words were spoken in her ear, fierce with the passion 
which was reckless of all cost ; broken with the love which 
was only conscious of itself and of the bean^ that it craved. 
His face was white as death ; his eyes gazed into her^ hot, 
dark, lurid, as the eyes of a tiger. This mad idolatry, this 
imperious strength, made a love new to her, dear to her rs 
its costliest toy to a child ; a richer gage of h«r power, a 
stronger proof of ho: dominion. A blush warm and lovely, 
if it were but a lie, wavered in her face ; her eyes answeim 
his with dreamy languor ; the diamonds in her breast fxem- 
bled with the heavings of her heart, and even while she 
hushed him and turned from him, her hand lingered Within 
his. 

He knew that he was loved !— -and his whole life would 
have been staked on that mad hour. His arms closed round 
her in an embrace she could not break from ; he wound his 
hands in the shining shower of her amber hair; he crushed 
this soft and dazzling thing, which mocked and maddened 
him, against the chill steel of his armor as though to slay 
her. Burning words broke from him, delirious, imperiouB, 
half*menace, hal&idolatry, bom of the strong passion, and 
the sensuous softness, of which his love at once was made : 

“ I sacrifice what you choose, for you ; or I hate you more 
bitterly than man ever hated ! Fmttdshi^ between ms / My 
(iod! it must be one of two things — deadliest hatei, or 
sweetest love ! ” * 

He paused abruptly, crashing her with fierce nnconsoious 
skqngth against his breast, ^ing down into the &ce so 
,fatally &ir. Her ^es looked into his with all ^eir elo> 
qneuM of bveibaesB; her amber hair floated, soft sad Mlken, 
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Koiroiis his hmst, aad his lii» met hers m kisses that oal^ 
died to be renewed again, each longer, sweeter, more linger* 
ing than tjte last 

A^tiiat sight at the tempting of a woman he bowed Aoud 
iSslh"' 


CHAPTER XVII. 

THE AXE LAID TO THE HOOT. 

“2% Pas Scritef” she said, softly, looking np into hi* 
eyes. 

The whisper was brief, but as subtle .and fhll of power as 
any words that ever murmured from Cleopatra’s lips, wooing 
him of Rome to leave his sliicld for foes to mock at, and his 
sword to rust and his lionour to drift away, a jeered and 
worthless thing, while he lay lapped in a woman’s love, witli 
no heaven save in a woman’s eyes. 

It was some hours past noon on the morrow of the hal 
cotium^; she had not yet left her dressing-room in the State* 
chambers. Her hair was unbound, folds of azure, aud laco 
of gossamer texture, enveloped her i and she lay back on her 
conch, resting her cheek on het white, bare arm, and letting 
her eyes dwell upon bis. 

“ Vm Scritef” she murmured, softly, her hand lying 
in his, her lips brushing his brow. 

For fdl answer he put into her hand a letter he had just 
then penncd*-a letter to decline the appointment offered to 
him ; to refuse the most brilliant distinction that could have 
fallen to him ; in a word, to resign the ambitions his life had 
been tientml in, to destroy the career and the go^ of his 
present and his future ! 

Her head rested against his breast while read it» her 
eyes glancing over the few brief lines which mve np all 
j)owcr and honor, the world a^ the world’s anmitions, and 
flnrig liWay life’s best prizes at her bidding, as though they 
Were cM^y shells or witherod lea^. And a smil^ pi'pud 
and upon her lips. Even she had scarcely ooonied 

lOB bnid^ him thus fer to her feet — on chaining him tints 
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utterly her alave. Sl» wad it, iJisa ahe lifted bar eyea, now 
Bweetvith the lanpor of love, while she lay in his arms^ h«r 
wann breath fanning bis cheek. 

“You will not regr^ it, Cecil? Are you sure?" 

“ Begret ! My Heavai ! what room hare 1 to dream even 
of regret mm t My whole fhtnre will he a willing price paid 
down for one hour of my joy 1 ” 

The last words were s^ken in a madman’s heedless, head* 
long love ! He stooped over her, spending InreathleSs knees' 
on her lips, and passing his hands through the golden, 
scented hair which floated on her shoulders. Every single, 
shining thread might have been a sorcery-twisted withe mat 
bound him powerless, so utterly ho bowed before har pwffl*, 
BO utterly he was blinded to all that lay beyond the delicious 
languor and the sensuous joys which stee^d his presoiit ia 
their rich delight ! 

An hour afterwards Strathmore descended from the state- 
chambers'by a secret staircase which wound downward to the 
library. He listened ; ttie room was silent ; he looked throi^h 
the aprture left in the carvinp, by those subtle builders of 
the olden days, for such reconnoissance by those who needed 
secrecy; it was empty, and, pressing the panel back, he 
entered. As it chanced, however, in the deep emhrasuih of 
a window, hidden by the heavy curtains, Erroll sat reading 
the papers ; and, as he looked up, he saw Strathmore, bsfme 
the panel had wholly closed on its invisible hinges, riist were 
screened in a mass of carving. Erroll knew whence that 
concealed passage led. 

“ Why was she not dead in all hOT demon’s beauty before 
ever she came here ? ” he muttered to himself ; for Erroll 
had grown jealous of Marion Vavasour ; and ba^ moreover, 
strange, stray notions of honor, here and there, better fitting 
the days of’Galahpd tlian our own. 

“ You here, Bertie ! ” said Strathmore, carelessly, veiy ad- 
mirably concealing the annoyance he felt, as Erroll looked 
up from his retreat. “ Whaf s the news ? ” 

“Nothing!" yawned the Sabreur, stretching him fhe 
Tims: “They notice yonr -^ppointroent for vety 

approvingly, too, for the Thunderer. When do you go, olq 
fctl^w?” , , . ' 

“ I do not go at all,” Strathmrwe answered briefly. He 
was ttwaro it must he known sooner or latw, and, in the 
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reddess laptare of his present^ ridicols, remwi^ or ooDsure, 
wore {dike disregarded. 

Erroll looked quidcly np at him: 

•‘Migof” 

I hare requested permission to decline the tq)- 
poinlanmit.*’ 

l%ere was a dead pause of unbroken silence ; tb^, with 
a sudden imptuous moTement, Erroll rose, pushing back 
I^diair, and flinging his fair hair oat of his eyes with a 
gesture of impatient anger : 

“Good God! Strathmore, have you sneered at every 
love all yonr life through, only to b^me a woman’s slave 
at last I ” 

The swift dark wrath of his race glanced into Strath' 
more’s eyes. At all times he brooked comment or inter' 
ference ul ; now he ktmo himself the slave of a woman, and 
while in the sweet insanity of sncoessfnl love his serfdom 
was dehcions, and its bondage dearer than any liberty that 
had ever been his boast, the words were still bitter to him. 
To any but the Sabrenr they would have been as Mtterl' 
rusentira. 

“That cursed coquette!” muttered ErroU between his 
teeth, as he paced impatiently up and down : “ J^at ! she 
enslaves you, till you wreck your whole future at her word, 
Ic^ all the world see yon in your madness, and forget your 
honor, mm under your own roof ! ” The words broke out 
almost unconcionsly ! he was rife with hatred for the woman 
who had robbed him of his friend, and grown more power- 
ful with Strathmore than honor, or ambition ; than the 
present, or the future ; than the ridicule of the world, or 
the ambition of his career. 

Evil passions passed over his listener’s face, fluning into 
life all the more darkly because the accusation bore with it 
tlm sting of Nathan’s unto David — the stin§ of truth : 

** By Heaven ! no man on the fiioe of the earth,'eave 
dionld dare say that to me and live I ’' 

Erroll looked up, stopped, and halted b^ore him, 
his sunny, blue eyes growing cordial and earnest as a 
woman’s: 

• « Pear old fellow, forgive jne 1 J. had no righ^ perhaps, 
to useJhe. y<wds I did, bat we have never stopped to jiick 
flUr for one another. No ! bear me, Strathmore. 
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By hraveQ ! you ahoM ! Your hoaoar is dearer to me than 
it ever will be to imy one, and I only ask yon now to pattse, 
and think how yon will endnre for the world to know that 
*yoa are so utterly a coquette’s b<»id>BlaTe, that you lie at 
W beck and call, and ^re up all your best ambitions at 
her bidding. 1 am sinner enough myself, God knows, and 
have plenty to answer for; but no passion should hare so 
blinded me to honor, let her hare tei%tej as she would, that 
the wife of an absent guest should have ceased to Scorns 
sacred to me, while trusted to my proteQtion, and under my 
own roof ! ” 

He stopped ; and a dead silence fell again between then?. 
They were fearless and chivalrous words, built on too code 
of Galahad and Arthur, and the spirit of toe dead Knights 
and of a bygone age broke up horn the soft indolenoe and 
easy epicureanism of the man, and found its way to just 
and dauntless speech, but speech that on the ear which 
heard it was useless as a trumpet-blast in the ear of a dead 
man,'B8 little heeded and as powerless to rouse 1 The sting 
which lay in the Prophet’s charge to him of Israel lay bmre ; 
but here it touched to the quick of no remorse^ it only 
heated the fhrnaee afresh, as a blast of wind blows the fires 
to a white heat. 

For one instant, while Erroll’s glance met his, Strathmore 
made a forward gesture, like that of a panther about to 
spring ; then with all that was coldest, most bitter, most 
evil in him awake, he leaned back in his chair, with a ateer 
and a smile on his lips : 

“An excellent homily! Perhaps, like many other 
preachers, you are oivious of what yon so venomously 
upbraid I ’’ 

Over Erroll’s fhee a flush of pain passed, as over a 
woman’s at a bijital and unmerited word. 

“ For shame ! for shame ! ” be said hotly : “You know 
better than to believe your own words, Strathmore I I do 
not stand such vile inuendoes from you I ’’ 

Strathmore raised his eyebrows, his chill and con- 
temptuous sneer still upoif his lipsj his anger was very 
bitter at *11 times when the velvet glove was string 
and toe iron lumd discloped, w];uch was a feature of his race. 

" Soit I it is v «7 immaterial to me ! Pray put an end to 
these heroic speeches. I have no taste for scen^ and firam 
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othfv maa I sbotid call an account ISw them under a 
harsher name.” 

“ CWl for what account you will I But does, our friend- ^ 
;9hip go fbr BO little that it is to be swept away in a second 
for « word about a woman who is as worthless, if you saw 

her in her true light, as any ? ” 

“Silence!” said Strathmore, passionately i “I bear no 
interfmmce with mysdlF, and no traducement of her. End 

to snbjoct once and for all, or ” 

“ (k you will break witli a friendship of twenty years for 
a lore that will not last twenty weeks ! " broke in ErroU, 
bitterly. ' It cut him to the quiclc to be cast off thus for the 
mere sake of a capricious coquette ; from their earliest Eton 
days they had no words between tom till now that this 
woman brought them in her train : 

“ It is to lore which appears to excite your acrimony I ” 
laughed Strathmore, with his cliillicst sneer ; that swift, 
keen jealousy stirring in him which is ever the character- 
istic of snch passion as his, even in its earliest hours of 
acknowledgment and return, and which permits no man 
even to lo<»: wistfully after his idol nnehastised. 

As sharply as if a shot had struck him, Erroll swung 
round, righteous indignation flushing his face, and his tusurc 
eyes flashing fire : 

* “ For God's sake, Strathmore, has your mad passion so 
warped yonr nature that you can set down sUch vile motives, 
in cold blood, to my share ? I have no other feeling than 
hatred for the woman who befools yon. That I will gremt 
yon is sfrong enough, for / see her as she is ! ” 

“ Most wise seer and admirable preacher 1 Since whea 
have you turned sermonizer instead of sinner ? ” sneered 
Strathmore, coldly, to dark wrath of bis race gleaming in 
his eyes : “ Jt sit? on you very ill I ” , 

“ Swmonizer I am not, nor” have I title to be ! ” broke in 
Erroll, his gentle temper goaded fairly into anger; “but 
still in your place of host I might have paused before 1 
violated the common laws of ho.spitality and honor to to 
wifo of . an absent man, let bereave been my temptress us 
she w ould P . ♦ 

‘In aimtor instant words wpnld l^vo been uttered whmfa 
would hasp cut down, and cast away, the friendship w a 
lifetiajp j bat to door of the drawing-room opened : 



TfiE AXB l.AfD TO THE ROOT. ifj 

“ Are y<m tired of wtating, Major Enroll ? Nevarmind 1 
Pt; Hence ifl a virtue, like most other virtues, she be a 
tittle dull sometimes?” said Lady Beaudesert, as she 
'floated in— a picture for Landseer— with a brace of hand- 
some spaniels Ircading on the trailing folds of her violet 
habit. 

Her presence arrested, perforce, the words tiiat were 
rising hot and bitter to the lips of both. But when ^ axe 
is laid at the root, what matter if its work be delayed a few 
hours, a few, days, a few months ? The tree whi^ would 
hare stood through storms is doomed by it^ and wp fall at 
the last ! 

The words Enroll had spoken that day had been ju^ and 
true ones : but, like most words of truth in this world, &ey 
had been trash, and idle as the winds to carry one i^t of 
warning, to stay for one hour’s thought the headlong sweep 
of a great passion. Now that slie had, like himself, for- 
gotten every bond of honor, and cast aside every memory 
save the indulgence of a forbidden love, the semi-hatred 
which had so strangely mingled with Strathmore’s fatal in- 
toxication had gone, and with it Idie last flrail cord which 
held him back §om falling utterly beneath the sway of her 
newer. I# in the bitterness of an unwelcome love he had 
been her slave, in the delirium of a permitted one, he was 
more hopelessly so still. Erroll’s charge of having violated 
the laws of hospitality stung him for one instant to the 
quick ; but the next it was forgotten, as her smile lighted 
upon him, and her silvery laugh rang on his earl He 
veighed nothing in the scale against her ; he cast away 
all to stay in the light of the eyes where his heaven hmg ; 
be remembered nothing but the exultant joy which lay in 
those britf, yet all eloquent words: “he loved and was 
loved 1 ” • 

She held him in her fatal web, as Ouenevere held her 
Lover, when the breath of her lips sullied the shield that 
no foe had evmr tanushed, and her false love coiled Iritli 
subtle seanpmit-Mds round I^uncclot till he fblL Bat in 
Marion Vavaaonr would never arise what pardimed tmd 
purified the soul of the daughter of Leodegraunoe-^oss 
wat«re of bittemess whicdi are holy— Eewe^ and 
Shai^ ' 
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CHAPTEB XVin. . 

airaSNEVSBB AND SLAINE. 

TfiAI night, when the men had left tiie smoking-WOni, 
and all was still, Besrtic Erroll left the Abhey by el 
those secret entrances which had been known to him as to 
Sti-athlnore from iheir childish days, and took his way 
across the park, treading the thick golden leaves under foot, 
A bitterness and a depression were on him, very new to him, 
since he usually shook off all care as he shook the ash off his 
cigar. After such words as had passed between them he 
would not hare stayed an hour under any other man’s roof ; 
but he loved Strathmore well enough not to resent it thus, 
though the breach in their friendship cut him more hardly 
than the sneers which had been cast at himself ; as he paced 
on through the beech woods, that were damp and chill ih 
the sffent night, with white mists rising up mm the waters 
in tiiin wreaths of v8]pour. 

At some distance, just without the boundaries of White 
Ladies, a light glimmered through the autumn metwork of 
brown boag&, and crimson leaves, from the casement of a 
cottage which stood so shut in by wood from the lonely road 
near, that it might as easily have been overlooked by any 
passer-by as a yellow hammer’s-nest on the highway. Its 
solitary UtUe beam shone bright and star-like through the 
damp fogs of the chilly midnight', like the light which bums 
before some Virgin shrine, and greets us as we travel, way- 
worn and travel-stained tmd foot-weai^, down the rocky 
windings of some hill-side abroad. The sunile crossed 
BrroU’s mind, and perhaps smote something on his heart , 
it vm the light of a holy riirine to him, but one from which 
his steps too often tamed, and <me wMdi now mproached 
him I- ' 

He passed under the drooping heavy boughs, and over ths 
frdlea kaves, across the gamn of tbe little cottage, drew a 
lait8lh>l^ ftmn bis pocket opmied the door, and entered. A 
l(^tt,tniM| ^ burning for imu in Hie tiny oottage entnano^ 
wpkli ^^tt ju death ; he took the lamp m his hand, 

tipuntiiwlhe staarease noiselessly, and tamed intb the bed* 
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t dianber upcm bis left. It was small, and simidy anai^i}, 
b^t about it, here and there, were articles of refined laswy } 
and half kneeling beside the bed, as ^ had lateljr Imdt in 
grayer, hdf resting against it, in the slamber rdiidt had 
conquered the-watcliful wakeitoess of loVe, was a yoxmg 
girl, delicate and fair as any of the white lilies tliat had 
bloomed one hriefibemr, to wrish the next, on the lake-like 
waters of White Ladies. Her head rested on her Mm, her 
lips were slighfiy parted, and murmuring fondly hft own 
name, while , 


“ lier face 00 fair, 

Stirred with her dream ai roae-learea with the (dr/* ' 

His step was noiseless to awake her, and he stood still gazing 
on her in that slnmber in which Life, becoming at once 
ethereal and powerless, escaping from earth, yet lying at 
man’s mercy, so strangely and so touchingly connteneits 
Death. And while he looked, thoughts arose filling him 
with vague r^oach, thoughts at which the women he had 
just left, the women who knew him in intrigue, and in 
pleasure, and in idle flirtations, wonld have bitterly marvelled, 
and as bitterly sneered. The world in which we live kliows 
nothing of us in onr best honrs, as it knows nothing of ns 
in onr worst ! 

They were in strange contrast !— the dazzling beauty oi 
Marion Vavasour, on which be had looked a few hours be- 
fore, with a sorceress-lnstre glancing from her eyes, and rare 
Byzantine jewels flashing on her breast ; with this fair and 
moomful loveliness, which was before Mm now, hashed to 
rest in the holiness of sleep, with a smile like a child'e ap<m 
the tender lips, and with a shadow from the lamp above 
felling upon a brow so pnre that it might have been 
shadowed by an* angel’s wings. They were in strange con- 
trast ! — and he stc^ beside his Wue, os Launcelot stood 
and gazed upon Elaine, while the pure breath of a shdnlees 
love was still upon his sod, mid while the sal^le power d 
Gimnevere only stole upon Mm in the fevered, ifean- 
l^a of f fleeting dream, unknown and nnadmitied em 

tie stooped over her, and bis fips koke fhelqtellof herdeep 
with a caeesB. She awdee with a low, glad and sprang 
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ap to ao#a tus breast, tp twine iter arms about hini, to 
nnmnur aawdcomo in sweei^ joyoM words. 

“ my better ajp^V' be whisper^ fondly yet bitterly, 
as bpi^friied against bis the ohedt wldih still blushed at hts 
^jeddng rsdher to his own thoughts than to her, “ wh^ 
are 1^ 60 doomed by their own madness, that they sicken 
’#eary of a pure and sacred love like yours, on whiuh 
H^yen itself might smile, and forsake *it for a few short 
hours of some guilty passion that is aa senseless as ths 
drankmrd’sdelirinml” ' 

And she believed he only spoke hut of the sweetness of 
jheir own love, pitying those who had never known such, 
imd smiled up into his eyes ' 


CHAPTEE XIX. 

^tHK SUiVna BEIEI<0 ASD THB OHABMKD LA2tCS. 

“ ft he to monopolise her for ever ? He’s kept the field 
a cursed long time,” said a Secretary of Legation, dropping 
his lorgnon one might at the Opera in Paris, 
i“ The deuce he has,” said his Grace of Lindenmere : “ La 
belle is marvellously faithful ; and they say he’s as mad after 

her now as when he first ” 

“ Taim vnml A scandal six months old is worse than 
dining off a t^chai^S," broke in the Vicomte de Belespriet : 
“ A nan^ty story is like a pretty mistress ; charming at 
the onset, but a great bore when it’s lost its novelty. All 
Paris chattered itself hoarse over their liaison 1 ^ Deoern- 
ber ; what we want to know rum is— when will it come to 
an end ?” 

“ X dare say yon do,” chnckled the old Earl ol Beaunie : 
" Ent the soecession there will be as dangerons as to the 
Polii^Ticeioyalty ; a anile from her would costa shot foom 
hlih.’? • 

* Ab t mt of man to do that style of thing,” J^wned the 
Dnk^ : “Dtm’t understand jt myaplf, never shoald. B>b 
he’s i|O# 0 yelf her ^ve—aotually;’^ * 

** of you envy him his slaveiy ; white arms m 
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pleasant handcnfTs/’ laughed Lord Beanme: ^'But that 
trointiii^s ruined him, and what’s worse, his career. He 

gave up the special mission to , because it must have 

taken him where her ladyshij) could not ^ ! A man^s 
never great in public life till he’s ceased to care for 
women ! ” 

“ Which is possibly the cause, sir, why the country, look- 
.ng to you for great things, has always looked in vain|’^ said 
Lindenmcre. 

The Earl laughed, taking out his tabatifere ; he was good 
nature itself, and his Grace was a privileged wit, h 
one of that class who have made rudeness “ the thing, ana 
Rtipply the esprit they lack by the impudence they have 1 
The fashion has its conveniences ; it is difficult to be bril- 
liant, but it is BO easy to be brusque ! 

Those whom they discussed were Lady Vavasour and 
Strathmore. 

Their liaison had been the theme of many buzzing 
scandals the autumn before, when on leaving White Ladies 
she had returned to Paris, accompanied by him ; but the 
buzz had soon exhausted itself, and their connection had 
become a fact generally understood and but very little dis- 
guised. His place and right had been long unchallenged, 
however bitterly envied j and whatever rumour had said of her 
capricious inconstancy, as yet she had showed no disloyalty 
to her lover, whatever she showed to her lord. Eitlier she 
really loved at last, or her entire dominion over the man wno 
had scoffed at the sway of women satiated her delight iri 
power, for no coquetries ever roused the jealousy, fierce ajf. 
an Eastern’s, which accompanied his passiou, or flattered 
the hopes of those who sought to supplant hiii. If any 
magician had had the power twelve months before to shof* 
him himself as ke had now become, Strathmore Avould hav'^ 
recognised the revelation as little as we in youth shouki 
recognise our own features could we see them marked with 
the corruption they will wear in death. Men who have been 
long invulnerable to passio^^ ever become its abject bond- 
slaves when they at length bend to it. Ambition was lulled 
to forgetftilness in the sweet languor of his love ; had ho 
been offered the kingslfip jf ihc earth, h® wduld have re- 
nounced it, if to assume its empire he must have left her 
^ide ! This man, who had long believed that he cotild m* 
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his will, and mould his life, as though he were, godlike 
exempt from every inevitable weakness or accident of man- 
kind, had sunk into a woman’s arms, and let the golden 
meshes of her loveliness enervate him, till every other feeling 
which might have combatted or rivalled her power was 
drowned and swept away. Passion, often likened by poets 
unto flame, does thus resemble it ; that, once permitted 
dotninion, it can no longer be kept in servitude, but master- 
ing all before it, devours even that fi‘oin which it springs. 
The strength which he had boasted could break “ bonds of 
iron even as green withes ” had ebbed away into a volup- 
tuary’s weakness ; and, under the even brilliant modem life 
he had led through these eiglit months in Paris, there 
had rioted in him the same guilty love which revelled 
in possession of the Hittite’s wife, the same keen jealousy 
which slew Mariamne for a doubt, in the days of old 
Judea ! 

Lady Vavasour sat to-night in her loge at the Opera, 
Strathmore in attendance on her, as he had been through- 
out the winter wherever she Avont, the Comte do Loin 
and Prince Michel ot Tchetneidoff her only visitors ; for 
the entree to her box, closely as it was besieged, was ever 
a jurivilege as exclusive as the Garter. ScmndalsT badinage, 
dainty flattery, choice wit lying in a single word, rumors 
which answered the “ Quid Novi ? ” asked as perpetually 
in Paris as in the Violet City, circulated in her box ; and 
she sat there in her dazzling youth, shrouded in black, 
perfumed lace, like a Spanish gaditana, with the diamonds 
flashing here and there, and gleaming starlike amidst her 
lustrous hair. Her coquetry of manner she could no more 
abandon than could a fawn its play, than a sapphire its 
sparkle; but, as I say, she never aroused tliat deadly 
jealousy which lay in wait within him, ‘as a tiger lies 
ready to spring ; and Strathmore, whose love was a sheer 
idohit77, as enthralled by the senses now as in' the first 
moment when his kiss had touched her lips, begrudged 
every glance which fell on anotter. 

Strathmore has the monopoly now, how long will be 
keep it ?” said the Due de Vosges, as he left her box, while 
?}, A. E. the Prince d’Etoifes entered it: ** There are 
women who have no lovers perhaps (at least for our 
aaothers’ credit we all say so), as tlierc arc women wlw 
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Dse no rouge ; but when once they begin to take to either 
th^ add both fresh every day 1 

“ Pcstc ! ” said Arbhus de Bellus, pettishly, “ he has had 
it a great deal too long. He must have bewitched her in 
his old Jlnglish chateau ! If a whole winter is not an 
eternal constancy, wliat ts ? ’’ 

“ And this is May ! ” pursued the Due, reflectively ; “ but 
those Englishmen are resolute fellows ; tliey hold their 
ground doggedly in battle as in love, there is no lhaking 
them in either ” 

“ Vrai ! There is only shooting them in both I If one 
picked a quarrel with iny Lord Cecil par hazard, and had 
him out 

lie would shoot you, mon cher, and stand all the 
better with madame for it/’ said the Due, drily ; Strath- 
more is tlic crack shot of Europe ; he can hit the ruby 
in a woman’s ring at a hundred yards — saw him do it at 
Vicuna ! ” 

“ Look, Cecil ! There is your friend ! ” said Marion 
Vavasour, lifting her lorgnon to her eyes, and glancing at 
the o].')posite side of the house. 

“ What an indeflnito description ! ” laughed Strathmore, 
lifting his*slowly : We all have a million of friends as long 
as wc are happily ignorant of what they say of us.’’ 

‘‘ 2'ais ioi witli your epigrams ! Ail social comfort lies 
in self-deception, we know that,” she laughed, with that 
glance beneath her silken laslics which had first fallen on 
him under the midsummer stars of Prague, and which 
still did with him what it would ; “ There is your friend, 
your brother, your idol — the Beau Sabreur, as you all call 
him. I hope he will not be shot like his namesake, Murat : 
he is far too handsome ! Look ! it w he yonder, talking 
with Lord BeaUrne ! ” 

Bertie ! so it is, Wliat has he come to Paris for, 1 
wonder ?” 

Strathmore’s eyes lightened with pleasure as he recog- 
iii^^ed Erroll ; his attachmcnat to him was too thorough to 
have been cut away by those words, even bitter though 
they wer6, which had been exchanged between them ,u? 
the cedar drawing-roonf at White Ladies. 

She, glancing upw^ard at him, saw the smile, and this 
woman, rapacious, exacting, mci’ciless, with the ixinthcr 
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nnture under her delicate loveliness, permitted no thought 
to wander away from her, allowed no single feeling to 
^'liare dominion with her! And she prepared his chas- 
tisement. 

What is he in Paris for ! To see me, I dare sav, 
is^^est ce pas assez f Go and tell him to come hei*e ; he will 
not vontnre without,” she said, carelessly, while she leaned 
a little foiward, and bowed to Erroll vrilth an envoi from 
lier fan, for which many men in tlio house that night would 
have paid down ten years of their lives. 

llow^ well she knew her lovcr^ and knew her power over 
him! The smile died off Strathmore’s face, the dark, 
dangcrons anger of his rage glanced into his eyes : 

Pardon me if I decline the errand. 1 am not your 
laqmis de place^ LadyVavasour ! ” he said, coldly, as he 
leaned over her chair. The answer was too low for those 
who were in the box to hear it. 

' She glanced at him amusedly, and shrugged her shoulders 
slightly : 

“Many would think themselves flattered by being even 
thaf! Since vou are refractory, there are others more 
obedient. M. Se Lorn, will you be so good as to tell Major 
iJiToll he may come and speak to us here? There he is 
with Lord Bcaume.” 

Ldm left the box on his eirand, and Lady Vavasour 
turned to D’Etoilcs, who then entered. She was the 
reigning beauty of Paris still ; none dared to dispute with 
her the palm of pre-eminence. Sovereign of fashion, she 
bent sovereigns to her feet, created a mode with a word, 
and saw kings suiters to her for a smile. She must have 
surely loved Strathmore strangely well, with more than 
the fleeting, capricious passions rumor accredited to her, 
that she allowed him so jealous and un&vided a sway 
over her ; or, perchance, it was that ** the doye ” still 
loved “ to peck the estridge,’’ to tame this imperious will 
to more than woman’s weakness, and see this man, who 
1)oaatcd himself of bronze, graw pale if her glance but 
wandered from himself ! 

“ For shame ! ” she murmured to him, as he Whfc for an 
emerald which had fallen front her Bouquet-holder : Hoiw 
rude you ^ere. Do you not know my motto is Napoleon's, 
Qni m^aiine me suit ? ” . 
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•^Ycs,” answered Strathmore, unsatisfied and unap- 
(^ased: ‘‘but I do not see why you should care to 
followed by so very many 1 

She struck him a fragrant blow with her bouquet of 
stephanotis : 

“If a vast crowd follow ever in vain, is it not the 
gi'eatcr honor to be singled from so many ? IngratV 

The idolatrous passion that was in him for Marion Va- 
rasour, which bound him to her will, and made him hold 
his slavery sweeter than all duty, pride, or glory, gleamed 
in his eyes as he stooped towards her in the swell of 
a chorus of the “Puritani,” which drowned his words to 
any ear save hers : 

“ Ay ! but love grudges the idlest word that is cast to 
others, the slightest glance that is bestowed elsewhere. 
There is no miser at once so avaricious and unreason- 
able ! ” 

“ Unreasoning indeed ! Yon are much more fit for the 
days of Abelard and HoIoLso than you are for these. No 
one loves so now — save ourselves ! 

For the sweetness of the last word, as it lingered softly 
from her lips, murmured in the swell of the music, he 
forgave her the arch mockery of the first ; and the sirocco 
of jealousy which once risen, never wholly subsides, lulled, 
and passed harmless away for the present. 

Meanwhile, in Lord Beaume’s hg% Erroll received his 
message ; ]*eceived it with so much reluctance, almost 
repugnance in his tone and on his face, that Comte de 
Ldni, who had only known him a Sir Caledore for courtesy 
and a very llichelicu for women, stared at him and shru^cd 
his shoulders. ** 

“ Peste ! the gi’eatest beauty of ibe day sends for you, 
and you are no more grateful to her than this ! And one 
must stand very well with her, too, to be invited to her 
box” 

“I have no desire whatever to ‘stand welP with 
Lady Vavasour,” said Erroll, impatiently, forgetting how 
strangely his answer musU sound, as memories of this wo- 
man as he had last seen her at White Ladies stirred up 
bitterly Within him ; about her and her alone, passionate 
words had passed between him and the man he loved j 
through her and her alone that blow had been struck their 
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friendship, from which friendship never rollies, howsoever 
dexterously that wound be healed. 

“ So much the better for you, for nobody has a chance 

rivalling your friend, it seems. Alloris ! you will hardly 
send her such a message back as that ? ” said the French- 
man, as he thought, “ Ah-lia ! the fox and the grapes I lU 
iiont trop diUl et honpour Ion gongdts I 

Erroll wavered a moment, uncertain how best to evade 
her summons ; he felt an invincible reluctance — ^in truth, 
did it not seem too exaggerated and cowardly a word, almost 
a dread to enter this woman’s presence ? He recognized 
her sorceress-power and feared it ; he knew her influence 
over Stratlimorc, and resented it ; he believed it wisdom to 
shun, foolhardihood to brave her ; he abhorred her nature, 
and he acknowledged her loveliness. Down at White 
Ladies, even whilst he had hated her for the dominion she 
exercised over Strathmore, and loathed her for the wanton 
passions she veiled beneath her delicate and poetic language, 
her soft and refined grace, he had felt the dazzling chann of 
that divine beauty sweep over and stagger him, as though 
her eyes had some necromantic spell. Now, with all the 
stories that were rife of the utter bondage in which she 
held Strathmore, hatred is scarce too fierce a word for what 
Erroll felt for Marion Vavasour. Dad therd been a 
plausible pretext for leaving the bouse to avoid her, he 
would have taken it ; already on his lips was an excuse to 
Lorn for hii> attendance to her hge, when, as she leaned 
forward to lorgiier the prima donna, her glance met liis, 
and he saw her, with the diamonds glancing in her bosom 
and her hair, and her lustrous eyes outshining the jewels. 
He hated her, condemned her, feared licr, approached her 
with aversion ; but that enchantment which Marion Vava- 
sour exercised at will over temperaments the most diverse, 
hearts the most steeled to her, stole upon him as the syren’s 
sea-song stole upon the mariners of Greece, though they 
turned their prow from the fatal music, as the' fames of 
wine steal perforce upon a man, though he refuse to put 
wine even to his lips. 

It seemed impossible to evade her summons j he turned 
and followed the Comte de Lcrn, as in this lif^ we ever 
follow the slender thread of Accidenl^, which leaves us to oar 
fate. 
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^ fThat has brought you to Paris ? Anything especial ? ” 
asked Strathmore, when Lady Vavasour, having given him a 
smile and a few words of negligent graceful courtesy, con- 
tinued her conversation with D'Etoiles. 

The hot words that had passed between them had been 
allowed to drop into oblivion by both — freely forgiven by 
tlie one who had had right on his side ; not so freely by the 
one who had been in error, for it was one of the worst traits 
among many darker that belonged to men of his race and 
blood, that a Strathmore nether pardoned, y 

“ My nude’s illness,” answered Erroll : He was knocked 
over at Auteuil by paralysis ; they telegraphed for me some 
days ago, but this is the first time I have left him. It 

ill prove a fatal, they tell me, though perhaps a lingering 
affair.” 

“My dear fellow, I must be ‘extremely glad and 
vastly sorry ’ in one breath — ^the first for your inheritance, 
the last ibr your unde ! ” smiled Strathmore : “ Poor 
Sir Arthur — wonder I never hoard of it ; will he last 
long ?” 

“ He may die any day ; he may linger on for many 
months ; so the doctors say at least, but they always hed;^o 
admirably in their prognosticatioHB, so that, whether tlicir 
patients b?! cured or killed, they are always in the right ! I 
fear there can be no diancc for him.” 

“ Fear, Bertie ! — on your honor, now ? ” said Strath- 
more. 

All the old baronet’s estates were willed by him to Erroll 
(his title he naturally succeeded to) ; a property not exten- 
sive, but of high value to a cavalryman in debt and in 
diftieulties. 

“ On my honor ! What will come to me will set free in 
very many ways ; but to rejoice in a man’s death because 
you reap by it^^would be semi-murder,” 

“ My dear fellow,” cried Strathmore, “ we all break the 
Tlecaloguo in our thoughts every hour with impunity, and in 
our acts, too, if we’re not detected : 

* Lo scancMe du moAde est co qui fait Voffaiiso, 

£t c6 pas p£cher que pd^or on ahenoo ! * 

Xartuffe’s the essence «f modem ethics !” 

“ Ethics ! Murder 1 Death ! Quelle horreui ! Wliat 
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are you talking about?” interrupted Lady TavaBopr, 
oiitching fragmentary sentences, and turning her head, with 
her eyebrows arched in surprised inquiiy, as the Royal 
Duke bowed his cong4 and left her to go to the box of a 
scarcely more notorious, though a less legitimate lioime, 
who had not a coronet to leaven her frailties : “ What 
horrible words to bring into my presence 1 Arc you going 
to quit the world and organize a new La Trappe, Major 
Erroll?” 

“ Not exactly ! Though truly there are living beauties 
that might drive ns to as fatal a despair, as the dead love- 
liness of the Duchesse de Montbazoii awoke in tlie Trnjv 
pist founder ! ” answered Erroll, alniobt involuntarily. 
The eyes that dwelt on him, the subtle spell that stole 
about him, seemed to wrench homage from him to this 
woman in the very teeth of his aversion and his con- 
demnation of her, as if to justify the taunt and the sus- 

? icionthat Strathmore had thrown in his teeth atWhit'^ 
iftdies, and to make him by his own words prove himself 
a liar ! 

Strathmore’s eyes flashed swiftly on him, and a sneering 
smile came upon nis face. The thought that prompted it 
did Erroll as rank an injustice as evil judgment ever 
wrought in a world where its wrong verdicts art? as many 
as the sands of the tea, and its restitutions so tardy, that 
they are rarely (offered, save — to the dead. 

Marion Vavasour smiled — Itor moquer, radiant, resistless 
smile. 

Well, it is a proof of woman’s omnipotence that love 
for her was even the cause and tlie corner-stone of the most 
rigid monastic establishment, that ever abjured her ! Have 
you been long in Paris ? ” 

“ Only a few days. I am staying in attendance on an 
invalid relative at Auteui 1,” « 

“Auteuil I Ah, we go there in a week or so to my 
maisonndk. We shall be charmed to see you, Major Erroll, 
whenever you can make your escape from your melancholr 
duty!” ^ 

He bpwed, and thanked her. For the few words of 
invitation many peers of France and England Would have 
laid down half the irappiugs* of their rank ! He acknow- 
ledged tlmm, but chilly ; he could not pardon her for he’' 
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work ; he conld not forgive her the estrangement between 
him and the man he held closer than a brother ; he could 
not see Strathmore under the dominance and by the side 
of the woman who ensnared and enslaved him, without 
bitterness of heart. He read her aright, tliis sorceresB, 
who could summon at will eveiy pliase of womanhood ; 
and liis instinct and his reason alike allied to give out 
against her un uncompromising verdict. With but cold 
courtesy he made his ^ieux; and left her box as soon as 
it was possible to do so, having satisfied the bare obJiga- 
tions of politeness her message had entailed on him. And 
yet, despite all this, as Erroll drove away from the Ojwa 
towards the Maison Dor^e that night, the remembrance 
which involuntarily uprose to him of a pure and childlike 
loveliness, dedicated solely to him, which he had often 
watched when hushed in the repose of a sleep wliose very 
dreams were haunted by no other image, and murmured 
of no other name than his own, was rivalled and thrust 
aside by what he strove to put away from him — the memory 
of the glance which had just met his, like the blinding rays 
of a diuszling light. Strong and close about him was the 
treasure of a warm and holy love ; but if ever such a love 
be a silver shield in hours of temptation to the man who 
wears it (thbugh rarely, I deem, is it as charmed a one ns 
poets picture and as women dream), it could not ward olf 
the charmed lance 01 Marion Vavasour’s fascination. Her 
memory followed him through the gaslit streets to tlie 
Maison Dor< 5 e ; her memory haunted him still when he left 
the laughing companions of his opera-supper, niid drove 
through the grey dawn of the early June moming back to 
Auteuil. Are we masters of our own fate ? or are we not 
rather playthings in the hands of cii’cumstjmces and chance, 
floated by them against our will, as thistle-down upon the 
winds that waft it ? Is it an open question ! Half the 
world mar their own lives, and the other half are maired by 
life. 

“ Now, Cecil, what cause was there for you to look as 
stem as Othello, and to assert^hat you were not my laqualt 
de placOf to-night, when I merely paid an ordinaiVcouiiCHy 
to your friSnd because he is your friend ? You are as , 
jealous as a Spaniard, antfas ungrateful — os a man always 

for that matter, so there is no need for a simile ! sajJ 
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Lady Varasour that night, after her own opcm-Riipi)er, wlien 
Etoiles, the Due de Vosges, and others who had formed her 
guests at that most charming of all ^oupers ^ minuet had 
left. 

The light shone down upon her where she leaned back 
on a dotmeuse, her perfumed hair drooping off her snowy 
shoulders, and the diamonds glancing above her fair Greek- 
like brow. They were alone; the Marquis was aS polite a 
host to Stratlunore as the Marquis dii CfiAtelct to Voltaire ; 
and Strathmore bent his head and kissed the fragrant lips 
that mocked him with such sweet laughter. 

‘^Ma belle! there is cold love where there is no jealousy! 
Love waits for no reason in its acts ; it only knows that it 
hates those who rob it of the simplest word, and is jealous 
of the very brute that wins a touch or smile ! ” 

She laughed, as his hand pushed away from her a little 
priceless toy-dog, gift of the Prince d’Etoiles, which had 
nestled in her lace. 

** I tell you you are fit for the old days of Venice, when 
a too dai'kg look was revenged with the dagger I Nobody 
loves so now, we are too languid, and too wise ; and two 
years ago yon would have sworn never to love so yoiu’solf, 
Cecil.*’ 

“ Even so. But two years ago I had not mbt you'* 

No. How strangely we met, too, those summer evenings 
in Bohemia ! I told you it was Destiny.” 

He smiled : 

“My loveliest! I do not think there is much ‘destiny’ 
in this life beyond that which men’s hands fashion for them- 
selves, and women’s beauty works for them. But if fate 
would always use me as it did then, I would never ask other 
guidance.” 

She laughed, that soft low laugh, which in its most mellow 
sweetness had always a ring of triumpti and of mockery 
difficult to define, yet ever menacing in its music. 

“ It was destiny I Let me keep to my creed. Bah I Life 
is governed by chance, and each of us, at best, is but a leaf 
that drifts on a hazardous ewind, now in the sunlight, and 
now in the shadow; and the winds blow the leaves hap- 
hazard together, for evil, for good, whichever ft be.” 

And Lady Vavasour la*tighod^ again at her own careless 
philosophies j a true epicurean, Ufe had its most golden 
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charm for her, and turned to her its sunniest side ; her foot 
was on the neck of the world, and the world lay obedient, 
and enraptured by its enslaver; Emperors obeyed a sign of 
lieu fan, how should fate ever dare to turn rebel against 

her? 

Thou that sadness, which gave to her gazelle eyes their 
most dangerous sweetness, came over them ; she assumed 
hy turns, and at will, every shape and caprice, now heartless 
and moqmnte as the world she reigned over, now tender nnd 
lid I of thought, as the women of whom poets dream in tfieir 
yonlh : 

“ All, Ce(iil ! I have taught you a better love than the Age 
and the Power you once coveted? And yet — ^who knows? 
fjerhaps Ambition was the safer and the wiser, though not 
the more faithful, mistress/’ 

His eyes dwelt, with all the passion which she had 
awakened in him, on the living picture before him, on 
which the light oi the chandeliers shone, enhancing all its 
wondrous hrilliance of tint, and its rare grace of form. His 
idolatry Oirtweighed the world, shrivelled ambition as a 
scroll of paper snrivels in the flames, and filled his past, his 
present, and his future, only with Hersetf ! 

I do noii.knoT — I do not care! ” he said, passionately, 
whilst his lips were hot against her cheek. “ For the love 
you have taught me, I would barter life and sell eternity ! 
Ambition— it is dead in me ! You are my world. I have 
Jbrgot all others.” 

God pardon him ! It was fatally true. And she looked 
op sojjtly in his eyes, his slavery was sweet homage to her 
|)Ower, his insanity precious incense to her vanity; and as 
^hc knew that she was all the world to him, so she whispered 
him he was to her. She had vowed him so many times, with 
her enchantress tongue, her fragrant lips, her eloquence of 
eye and word — so she vowed him now. 

“ Ah, Cecil !” she murmured, with that caressing sweetness 
which was as resistless as tlie song of the serpent-charmer, 
“ we do not love the less, but the more, because the world 
sometimes robs us of each othfir, and would sever us if it 
could by its I^ws ! ” 
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CHAPTER XX. 

BKLLA DEAIOXVA 00^ ANOELICO ItlSO. 

The Bosquet de Diane was situated midway between 
Auteuil and Passy, in one of the most charming retreats of 
those pleasant places; nestled among sycamore and lime- 
woods, catching from its terraces a distant view of the spires 
of Pfris, and a nearer of the windings of the Seine, with a 
paradise of roses beaming in its gardens, and the luxury of 
a serad lavished on its interior, llither, in the sultry heats 
of early summer, when the thermometer was 38 deg. Reaumur, 
came Marion, Lady Vavasour, after a lengthened Paris sea- 
son, with a choice cohue of courtiers and guests, to head a 
circle scarce less brilliant than that adjacent at St. Cloud ; 
to pass her mornings, forming new sumptuary laws and 
despotic edicts of fashion; to frame frUes it la Watteau in 
her rose-gardens, or in her private theatre ; to spend her 
time as became the Marchioness of Vavasour and Vaux, and 
the Queen of Society. 

As it chanced, jijiniiig the grounds of her wuisometky lay 
the grounds of a cosy bachelor-villa, that had been long in- 
habited by an old English bop-viveur^ who, with very good 
taste, preferred Auteuil, and all to which Auteuil lies near, 
to his own baronial hall down in the dullness of Shropshire, 
where there was not a decent dinner-party to be liad neai'er 
than twenty miles as the crow flew. ^ 

The bon-viveur was Sir Arthur Enroll, and the villa was, 
naturally, the Paris residence of his nephew, who had been 
summoned when a fit of paralysis threatened a sure, though 
a gradual, death for the baronet. The windows of the villa 
looked on to the glades of lindens and the aisles of roses, 
which formed the choicest portion of the grounds of tlie 
Bosquet de Diane ; and, sitting in Sir Arthur’s sick chamber, 
Enroll had full view of the^^Decamerone-like groups which 
strolled there in the luminous evenings, and had ever before 
him, as Lady Vavasour moved in the moonliglit or the sun- 
set radiance through the arcadee of her orangeries, 05 down 
the length of her terraces, a living picture which united the 
rich ’ glory of Giorgione with the aerial grace of Greuze 



BKLLA DEMONtA CON ANGELICO E/SO. 189 

Perchance this constant, yet distant view of her, was more 
dangerous than closer neighbourhood ; through it, perforce,' 
die haunted his solitude, and usurped his thoughts. Of 
necessity detained at Auteuil, he could not shut away what 
rose before his sight almost as regularly as the evening stars 
thetnselves. He avoided visiting at tlie maisonnette as mucli 
as he could possibly do ; invited there, to have constantly 
refused would have been to place himself in the absurd light 
vf rmsor monm to Stratlimorc, and fostered rather than 
disabused tlic jealous error into which Strathmore had fallen, 
regarding the motive of his interference, the autumn before 
at White Ladies. Still he went thither very rarely ; but be 
could not walk through the Bois, or drive down the Versailles 
road, without encountering her carriage or her riding parties ; 
and, when he sat beside the open casements of his uncle’s 
chamber, he could not refuse his admiration to the brilliant 
and graceful form surrounded with her court, which came 
ever within his sight, when she swept slowly along the 
marble tenuces, or beneath the avenues of her rose-gardens 
in the stmdit summer night. He ceased to wonder at Strath- 
more’s infatuated passion — he ceased to marvel that, for 
this woman’s loveliness, he flung away fame, time, ambition 
-everything '•that had before been precious to him — like 
dross; and, almost uncjonsciously and in’csistibly, ErroU 
ceased also to care to drive over to dine at the Cafe de Paris, 
and sup in the Breda Quartier, as he had done hitherto, but 
stayed in preference to sit beside the window of an old man’s 
sick room, with some opened novel, on which his eyes never 
glanced ! 

Perhaps Lady Vavasour perceived how mai’kedly her own 
invitations were refused, yet how surely a lorgnon watched 
her from the balcony of Sir Arthur’s villa that was visible 
through the limes ; or perhaps she divined and resented the 
verdict her lover’s friend gave against her ? ‘‘ Major Erroll 
is very rude. I have asked him to dinner three times, and 
he has three times ‘deeply regretted,’ &g., &c. — Af^Uci^ 
refused ! 1 have shown him cjpiirtesy for your sake, Cecil ; 
now show him resentment for mine. I will not have you 
sworn friends with the man ; he does not like me ! ” said hor 
ladysjiip, laughingly, one rooming, to a lover with whom her * 
ivord was law, and who thou^t, as two scenes at White 
Ladies arose to his memory, ^‘Perhaps he but likes you too 
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well ! " The few phrases suiBced to sow afresh the doubt in 
Strathmore’s mind, and increased the coolness that had come 
betwixt him and Erroll, whom Marion Vavasour treated with 
an absolute indifference, though occasionally she watched 
him with something of that curiosity which a flattered, 
spoiled, and beautiful woman might well feel lor the only 
one who had ever dared to show her his disapprobation, and 
liecn proof against her charm; and occasionally her eyes 
lighted and dwelt on the rare beauty of his face wdth a took 
which meant — it were hard to say what— perhaps a chaU 
lenge. 

Major Erroll, pray why do you persistently shun us 
slie asked him, suddenly, forsaking the negligence with 
which she had hitherto habitually treated him, as was 
natural from a proud and courted beauty to a man who had 
ventured to be ungrateful for her condescensions, and to 
show tacit rebuke of her conduct^ without the prestige 
a high rank to excuse him the insolence. It was one of 
those days when ho had been compelled to come to the 
Bosquet "de Diane, invited too publicly as he encountered 
them in the Bois, when riding there with one of Louis 
Philippe’s eanen-ies, to be able to refuse without drawing 
comment. They were for the moment aliuost alone, as 
they strolled through the gardens after dinner under the 
arcades of roses, wJiile the starlight shone down on her, 
burnishing her hair to its marvellous lustre, and glancing 
off the Byzantine jewels above her brow, while the shadow 
of the night, half veiling her beauty, gave it a dream-like 
softness* She knew so well when lu was at its raresji and 
its most resistless : 

Shun you ? ” he repeated ; Lady Vavasour can surely 
never do herself so little justice as to deem such a rudeness 
to her possible ?” Courtesy demanded^ the reply, and he 
gave it only coldly. 

“ I deem it possible because it is the fact,’’ she laughed, 
cnitlessly : “ Come, I never am refused or kept waiting, 
why do you do it ? ” 

‘‘It is much honor to m8 that you should even remurl’ 
a discourtesy if I have been guilty of it,” Jie answered, 
coldly still. He conderaqpd an| abhorred the nature which 
he read aright in her, and yet— his voice softened despite 
himself as he looked down upon her. 
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“ You answer by an equivoque ? For shame I I never 
permit evasions. Say frankly, Major Enroll, the truth — 
;hat you dislike me ! ” 

As" she spoke she turned her eyes full on him, their liquid 
darkness laughing with a light as of amusement that any 
mortal could be found so mad as to defy her power, so blind 
as to resist such loveliness ; a light that flashed on him 
with its dazzling regard, challenging him to treasure haked 
if he could, to preserve defiance if he dai'ed, to Marion, 
Lady Vavasour ! 

Come,” she repeated, a haughty nonchalance in her 
attitude as she turned her head towards him, while she 
5!\vc])t through the fragrant aisles of her gardens, but with 
a mocking, amused smile about her lips — “come ! the truth 
Jiow, you dislike me ? ” 

“Say rather, Lady Vavjasour, that I dread your power, 
and that — since you ask for frankness — I perhaps condemn 
its too pitiless exercise, its most pitiful results ! ” 

They were rash and daring words to the pampered 
beauty, who heard the truth as rarely as a sovereign in her 
palace ! They were spoken on the impulse of a frank nature 
and a loyal fri^dsliip, as ErrolPs clear azure eyes turned on 
her steadily, with the first reproof that any living being had 
ever dared to offer to Marion Vavasour. From that moment 
Ills fate was sealed with her I 

The glance she first gave him war one of grand amaze- 
ment, of haughty indignation ; then, this woman, in whom 
was combined every fairest phase of woman’s witcherie^ 
and who could assume at her will any lying loveli- 
ness she would, looked at him with a feint blush waver- 
ing her cheek, and her lashes slightly drooping over her 
eyes that lost their malicious laughter, and grew almost 
sack • 

“Then you are unjust, and err in hasty judgment, a 
eommon error of your sox,” she said, gently almost raourti- 
Ihlly : ‘‘Bah ! you might as well condemn the sun tliat 
shone on the jEgean, because^the blind and the unwise 
howed down ^to it as God ! You are prejudiced. N'im- 
jiorte ! when you know me better you will not do mo so 
much Vrong.” * 

And, for the moment, as he listened, he forgot that sh^ 
«’lm si>oke was the arch-coquette of Europe, was the a.vowea 
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mistress of Strathmore ; he forgot that those words on hci 
lips were a graceful lie without meaning, only uttered as tht 
actress utters the words of the r 61 e she assumes for th{ 
hour. They stood alone in the starlight, about them the 
heavy perfume of the roses that roofed the trellised aisle 
md strewed the path 5 and as she leant slightly towards 
him in the shadow, while her eyes seemed to glisten, and 
her rich lips to part with a sigh, words broke from him 
unawares, wrenched out against his will by this woman’s 
sorceress charm : 

“Let US' know you as we may, you do with ns what you 
will ! Lady Vavasour, for God’s sake take heed— you hold 
a fearful power in your hands ! ” 

His tone bore more meaning than his speech, which wag 
rapid and broken, and his prayer, in its very warning, onlj 
bore fresh incense to her triumphs. Her eyes dwelt softlj 
on him, and the warm hue still lingered temptingly, flatter- 
ingly on the cheek that had no charm so perfect as its blush. 
And then she laughed gaily as she turned away, tlie Byzan- 
tine gems gleaming in the star-rays : “ Power 'i Bah ! ovci 
an hour’s rest, a moment’s pique, an evening’s homage I 
grand chose T* 

With this careless, coquettish mockery she left him, and 
was joined by Strathmore and the Due de Vosges ; and 
Errofl, turning suddenly away, strode down the rose-walk 
in the moonlight at a swift, uneven pace, not to return to 
the Bosquet de Diane that night. Twelve months before, 
he had sworn, in that certain remorse which comes to all 
men when they retum to one who has been faithful to them 
in absence, with a reading of fidelity which they have never 
followed, that no other love should ever supplant or eflace 
his Wife, sworn it in all sincerity, believing that he should 
guard bis oath sacred and unbrolten. She was very dear to 
him still, dear as our purer thoughts, our better moments, 
our most holy memories are dear to us ; he loved her fondly, 
truly, deeply ; yet, the holier love was but a frail shield 
against the uuholier, which# swept on him with a sirocco’s 
strength, hated yet insidious., Mes freresi did ever yet the 
soft silvery wings of your better angel so wlfolly enshroud 
yoi^ that they made you 1)lind \o the laughing eyes of the 
bao^futes that beset your path, and banned from your sight 
Urn wreathing arms and wooing lips that lure you into 
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error ? Never, I fear me, out of the happy fables of women’s 
credence, and of poet’s song, 

PowBE ! It was the idol of Marion Vavasour’s religion 
in one form ; as in another, ere she had supplanted S, it 
had been her. lover’s. She wa^d and used it pitilessly ^ 
and though she had disowned it, never exercised it more 
capriciously and mercilessly than over Strathmore, now that 
slie ]iad set her foot on his bent neck, and bound him into 
slavery. No toy was so dear to this tyrant as theimjjerious 
and unyielding nature she had bowed like a reed in her 
hands ! No pastime so precious to her as tp show, by a 
hundred fresh ingenuities, how pliant as stiw to her bid- 
ding was the steel of his will and his pride ! 

“From whom is that letter, Strathmore?” she asked 
one evening in the rose-gardens, her favorite haunt, where 
she sat with him, the Due de Vosges, and an English 
Viscountess. 

The letter just brou^t him was from a British minister 
arrived in Paris for an European Congress, and he passed it 
to her ; his will had sunk so absolutely into hers, that he 
neither seemed conscious of her dominion jjor his own de- 
gradation ! 

She arched her delicate brows as she read : 

“ This evening ? You cannot wait on him this evening. 
We play ‘ Hernani.’ ” 

“I fear it is impossible for me to avoid going, you see 
what is said,” he answered her: “The Earl would take no 
excuse in a matter of so much import ” 

“ He mud take it, if I choose you to send him one. You 
cannot go, Stratlimore ; I need you specially.” 

“But indeed, since he does me the honour to desire 
this interview, I could not refuse without marked dight, 
not alone to himself, but almost to the Government at 
home.” 

Lady Vavasour made a mom rnuUm. She knew a 
lovely woman is never lovelier than when she will not hear 
reason : 

“ The Government ? Whit is that to me ? You are to 
play Hemani» and that is of far more consequence I ” 

“ But I assure you — began Strathmore, while Ladt 
MoUyn listened amusedly, and he caught a smile on the 
face of the Frencdi Duke that he bitterly resent<*.d ; hv* rival* 
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Strathmore kept utterly at a distauce. Siie had him iu 
thraldom, but they had not. 

‘‘ Well? what ? I cannot have my thf^atricals disarranged 
to pjeagure your Earl, especially as he is a person I most par- 
ticularly dislike. What would be the consequence, pray, of 
70 ur neglecting his summons ? 

^ I have said it would be little less than an insult to 
Allonby, in his ministerial capiuiity, and ” 

** Insult him, then ! ” cried her ladyshi]), with charming 
nonchalance : And apres ? 

Strathmore stooped towards her, and lowered his voice for 
her ear alone. 

“ Apres ? Very natural offence from him personally, and 
great injury to my own future career, from neglecting the 
opportunity he affords me.” 

Galmmitas ! I cannot have my trage Jy spoiled for the 
Ministiy’s farce,” she answered aloud, with ti slight shrug of 
her shoulders : You must send an excuse to the Earl, 
or — ” and she dropped her voice, if you insult me with 
divided allegiance, Cecil, I shall receive none. You used to 
boast Ago and Power were all you coveted. You may go 
back to your old loves if you disobey 

Perhaps it was that she felt jealous of old rival 
Ambition ; perhaps it was merely to see her own power 
in its wanton coirqileteness ; but her eyes dwelt on him 
with the glance that, Irom her to him, comanandod jiH 
things. 

''Well!” she asked impaitiently, “do you obey Lord 
Allonby or me ? Which ? I never share a sceptre.” 

A flush passed over Strathmore's face almost of anger ; 
the look he caught on the face of Vosges reminded him for 
once of how completely he — a courtier, a diplomatist, a man 
of the world, who had sneered with Ins most bitter wit at 
love and all its follies— had become the slal'e of one passion, 
weak as water in the hands of one woman ! 

“Well? Which?” asked Marion Vavasour, with her 
charming petulance, and by the light in her eyes ho know 
that his capricious, imperious ifyrant would perchance reseni 
disobedience in this trifle, on which her will was sot, nuu'o 
than $ ftr heavier disloyalty.^ An<j^so gi*eat was his idolatry, 
tbe^t even with lookers-on *at his degradation, ho— v^ho 
neld his will as bronj^e^ and had boasted self-dominion 
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a» omnipoteat — let her rale him evea ia this wimton 
caprice. 

He bowed his assent to her : 

“ What Lady Vavasour wishes is a command.^ 

It was a strange oversight, which, for a mere frivolous 
tyranny, made Lady Vavasour detain him that night at the 
Bosquet de Diane. 

An hour afterwards, when the sun had sunk, and the 
ladies had re-entered the maisonnette to dress for <Bhner, 
Strathmore, at her request, remained behind them, and 
took his way to the stables to look at her favorite mare, 
which had been lamed in exercising that morning, and which 
the would not leave solely to the care of stud-grooms and 
farriers. 

It was dusk, and the second dressing-bell had rung, when, 
as he returned from the stables through the thick shrub- 
beries which filled that part of the m*ounds, he stumbled 
against a female form, which crouched upon the ground in a 
position so suspicious of some thieving design, that he laid 
his hold upon her clothes, and bade her get up with no very 
gentle epithet. The woman shook his grasp off by a rapid 
movement, rose with a spring like a young doe, and stood 
confronting him, without any sign of guilt or fear, though 
her gipsy look and dusty dress confirmed him in his opinion 
tliat her errand lay towards any costly trifles or loose jewels, 
which the open windows and vacated rooms of the maison^ 
nette might let her make away with undetected. 

She did not seem to hear the words he spoke to her ; but 
her eyes dwelt on him curiously and earnestly, while a smile, 
'ialf melancholy, half bitter, played about her lips ; and as 
ae scanned her face in the fading light, he recognised in its 
dark Murillo beauty the Bohemian woman who had taken 
his gold and prophesied his future, under the Czeschen limes. 
The prophecy ana the prophetess would alike have been long 
forgotten, but for the one who had heard and seen them with 
him. 

What ! ” said the Zingara in the Czeschen patois, her 
mournful and monotonous tonis falling dreamily on his ear, 
“ what I tha love !s bom already ? — the yellow hair has 
^iravm you in its net so §ootk ?. Take care I take care I* 
Your kiss is not the first, nor will it be the last^ on her 

lips 

O 3 
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“ Peace to your jargon ! ” broke in Stratbmore, i mper a- 
iively. catcbing enough of the words to incense him : ** What 
are you doing here, an idle vagrant prowling about to 
steal 

She threw herself back with a proud, fierce gesture, the 
blood staining her bronze cheek, and a sinister light flash 
ing in her eyes, that were darkly brilliant as those midnight 
stars from whicli, in ancient days, her ancient race had 
prophesied to kings the fate of empires ; by which now, in a 
strange travestie of their old fame and faith, they babbled 
to peasant-girls of love-predictions : Steal ! she muttered 
in the Czeschen dialect : “ Steal — from her house I I would 
not drink a stoup of water that was ?t>ers, to save myself from 
dying.” 

The words were so fiercely spoken, that Strathmore, 
catching them imperfectly, thought he must have mistaken 
a language which, though known to him, was unfamiliar, 
and laid his grasp upon her afresh. * 

** You must give some very good account of yourself, 
or T shall turn you over to the gendarmes. You are in 
private grounds at nightfall, and arc here on no honest 
jsrrand,” 

She turned her eyes on him half proudly, half mourn- 
fully, with the same gaze with which she nad studied his 
face under the Bohemian limes, and unconsciously his hand 
rehixed its hold and left her free. The regard, while it 
Sliamed the suspicion which accused her of low theft, struck 
him with the same chill as when her vague words had trficcd 
out his future in Bohemia, An artist would have given 
ihat look to the changeless and fathomless eyes of the 
Jiumenides. 

“ I have no need to thieve/’ said the Bohemian, quietly 
and proudly, “ and my errand I will not tell you — now. In 
a little time, when you hate where you still love, you may 
share it— not yet. The sin is fair m your si^t, and the 
kiss is sweet on your lips to-night ; when the sin bears its 
curse, and the kiss has turned \p gall, come to me ; Bedempta 
will show you your vengeaiice.” , 

She tatuejd swiftly, and had passed away m the gloom 
throug]| the trees before heoould (arrest her, taking adyan 
pause of involuntary hesitancy which he mide, aa 
be dictated with bimself wbctlier this woman was a maniac, 



71 ^] n BROODING OF TFfF STORM, 197 

or ^licUier again lie might noL hare misunderstood the 
(Jzeschen dialect, rendered doubly unfamiliar as it was by 
Ihe gipsy patois she employed. 

His eyes ranly sought her in the twilight. She was out 
of sight*; and,, disinclined to enter on the chase himself ht 
passed into the honse and apprising some of the serrantis 
that a beggar-woman was loitering suspiciously about the 
grounds, bade them have diligent search made for her. His 
order was obeyed ; but the Bohemian was nowhere dis- 
covered. She had made her way through the twilight like a 
night-bird, and had left as little trace of her path. 


CHAPTER XXI. 

^ THK nnOODTNG OF THE STORM. 

Hernam ” was never better acted at the Francais than 
it wtiB in tiie Marcliion css’s private theati'c that sultry mid- 
summer night. So many people were staying at the Bosquet 
dc Diane thg>t no other audience w^as needed, and save one 
of the Royal Dukes from St. Cloud, Erroll was the only 
(xkme guest. A little note with but half a dozen lines in it 
had been sent over to Sir Arthur’s villa, signed “ Marion, 
Vavasour and Vaux.” That very morning Erroll had vowed 
to leave Auteuil as soon as his uncle’s death or recovery re- 
leased him, and while forced to remain there to go no more 
io the maisonmiie; but I’liomme propose et femme dispose ! 
The few lines of gracious courtesy and raillery on his eremite 
tastes invited him that evening, and broke asunder all his 
freshly-forged resolves ! 

From her bij^u theatre, of which Lady Vavasour was 
singularly fond, actors and audience met again in the sup* 
per room, decorated h la Louis Quinze, where she loved 
to revive the petits soupers that came in with the Regency 
and went out with the Revotutiou. These suppers were a 
peculiar chqjm of tfie Bosquet de Diane, and to-night one of 
the most brilliant of thet^foUo^gd on “ Hemani," at which 
the Sparkle of the wit might fairly have vied with the mots 
of Claudine de Tencin, Piron, or Rivarol ; at winch the Duo 
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ie Vosges, regarding his hostess, began to ponder thiit tne 
advice of Ai*tlms de Bellas might afiq^ all be the best, and 
that it would be well to shoot a lover whom there seemed 
no chance of supplanting ; and at which Erroirs mots were 
so spartling and his spirits so high, that some of the men 
thi^’e wondered to themselves if he were bent on eclipsing 
Strathmore. 

The supper lasted long, every one loth to leave a tabic 
at which he was so well amused, and with the introduction 
of those perfumed cigarettes which Lady Vavasour per- 
mitted to be smoked in her presence, and which scented 
the air with a delicate Oriental odor, fresh jeux dc mots 
seemed introduced, and it was very laic when the Bourbou 
Pi’ince took his departure. Son Altesse Royal was alwayi 
cordially gracious and en b&n eamaratU with Strathmore, 
whom he detained now at the door of his carriage, saying 
some last words relative to the Sartory Stakes, for whicli 
their horses w'ere respectively entered ; and when he rolled 
aw'ay, Strathmore stood outside tlie house a few moments, 
while Lord Vavasour left the entrance-hall after accorn- 
]ianying the Due to his canuage. The air was pleasant, 
for the night was very sultrj^ and oppressive, as with the 
near approach of a tempest ; it reminded him of the one, 
now near t>vclve months past, wdien the first words of love 
had passed his lips to Marion Vavasour, and ho had thrust 
into his breast the crimson leaves that had been pressed 
against her lips ,* it w^as she only of whom he thought now 
as he paced up and down, while the dawn broke above 
the woods to the east. His passion had this characteristic, 
of a worthier love— that its success had not wcakenod, 
but tenfold strengthened it, a.nd her memory alone filled 
his thoughts now in the hot, hushed stillness. She was 
his 1 and he would have driven out of his path the boldest 
that had dared to seek her love, he woulll have revenged 
with death the fairest rivalry that had dared, to usurp his 
place 1 

Some twenty minutes might have gone by when, as he 
turned to re-enter the mahthimlk by one of the Frencij 
windows which stood open to the piaiza, th^^ figure of a 
man came between him anji theijmoonlight, he did not sec 
whether from the villa or the grounds, though a moibcut 
reeogniaed Erroll. They met as the one left», 
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Biid the other turned to enter, the house, met, for the first 
time alone since tlie day at White Ladies, when wpri 
about a woman, rash on the one side, bitter on the otherj 
had laid the axe at the root of their friendshia In a 
clearer light, or when his own thoughts had been less pre- 
occupied, Sii'athmore must have noticed the change that 
had come over Erroll in the short half hour that had gone 
by from the time of the Due’s departure, when bp had 
been laughing sind talking at the supper table with all his 
usual gaiety, and even more than his usual wit. Then, 
his mots had sparkled through the conversation, dropped 
.^iit in his soft, lazy voice, and his laugh had rung as otben 
and as clearly as a young girl’s — now', his face was hag- 
gard and lined, and as ho jmlled the Glcngairy over his 
ryes his hand shook slightly, like the hand of a man who 
has been drinking deeply, wliich was scarcely the case 
with him, since he had "never left the society of titled 
women, 

Strathmore, however, did not observe this; it was very 
daric just then, as the clouds swept over the moon, and 
the lights from Lady Vavasonfs villa, w'hieh were stream- 
ing full in his own eyes, dazzled them, while Errpll stood 
with his back to their blaze. 

“I thouglit you had left us, Bertie. Have a cigar?’ 
he began, holding out his own case : What a hot night, 
isn’t it ? There’s a storm brewing. We shall have it 
down in half an hour.” 

“ li, looks dark,” said Erroll, briefly, as he struck a fiisee. 

‘‘Mild word! How sweet those limes smell, rather op- 
pressive, though. I will walk across the grounds with you 
to Sir Arthur’s ; liow is he to-day ?” 

“ Not much better.” 

Well, really* that tyrannous old gentleman baa lived 
quite long enough,” laughed Strathmore, as he moved 
down the terrace steps : “1 want you to have that Hurst- 
wood property, the timber is magnificent. Wliat do you 
think of Milly Mostyn ?— lo^ioly figure, hasn’t she ? ^ Only 
unluckily, some wicked fellows do say it is sadly fictitious, 
and disappears when her maid disrobes her.” 

‘4 We’re often tricked i!i that*way,” laughed Erroll. But 
the langli was forced, and he pulled his cap down over 
his eyes as they walked on under the limes and across the 
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lawn of Starion Vavasotir’s rose-gardens, Strathmore talk- 
ing to a spaniel of hers, that had run after and leapt upor, 
him — a beautiful creature with a collar of silver bells* 
Erroll glanced at the spaniel as they strolled on in silence 
farther, and a bitter, haggard smile came on his face: 

She caresses you to-night— she will caress me to-morrow 
—tod a German Prince or a French Due the next 
day ! ” , 

Str^ithmbre laughed slightly ; liis laugh had a peculiar 
intonation ; it wa's not often that it warmed, but rather 
chilled : 

“ Poor Bonbon ! How severe you ai’e on her. What haf» 
she done to deserve such philippics ? ” 

‘‘ Nothing ! She merely made me think that she strangely 
resembles— 3ier mistress ! ” " 

“ Her mistress ! ” repeated Strathmore. He hated to 
hear the name of Marion Vavasour spoken by any : “ Your 
remark is open to an odd construction, Erroll ; what do you 
mean by it ? ” 

Erroll swung round ana paused where they now stood, 
under the limes in the midst of Lady Vavasour’s gardens, 
nothing near them but the night-birds, which swept with 
a swift rush through the foliage, fleeing to icfnge before 
the storm — nothing watching them but the quiclv lustrous 
eyes of the dog, that glanced rapidly from one to tlie other. 

“ Strathmore, do you believe now in the love of that 
woman as you did twelve months ago ? ” 

To the full/’ The answer was mild as yet, but Sfcratli- 
more’s eyes were beginning to glitter coldly and angrily. 
Of all things he hated his personal feelings to be probed, his 
personal matters touched, 

“ What ! ” broke in Erroll ; his manner was ^ utterly 
changed from its usual soft and lazy norjchalance, and his 
words were spoken by hoarse, abrupt efforts : ‘‘What I you 
are as mad about her, then, as you were a year ago ! You 
never see — ^you never think 

Strathmore laughed a little again, more chilly than 
before. * 

My dear Enroll ! a year before you were so good as to 
intrude your counsels on don’t be at the trouble 

to tepaat them. I bore rather ill with your mterfereuce 
then, 1 may do so still worse now.” 
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** Bear wiih it as you will I but do you mean to tell me, 
tlieii, that, arch-coquette as Marion Vayasour is, you are 
mad, blind, infatuated enough to believe she * will for- 
ever ” 

“‘Forever’ is a word for fools,” interrupted Strath* 
more, with his chilliest smile ; ‘‘ even forbearance will not 
last ‘ forever,’ if it hf tried too far, as you take a fimcy to 
try it to-night ! ’* ■ * 

“ For God’s sfxke, do not let onr friendship be lyoken 
for her!'' muttered Erroll, with so strange a vehemence 
and pain that tlic spaniel Bonbon jum])ed upon liim whin- 
ing plaintively : “ It will stay by us when all the women’s 
]ov(? on earth has rotted out of our hands — do not let !ier 
destroy it ! ” 

“ Faugh ! ” said Strathmore, with contemptuous impa- 
tience : “ If wc had not left the ladies' presence at supper, 
I should say our good liost the Marquis’s wine had got in 
your head, m(m cher ! The duration or rupture of our 
eufentfi cordiaU lies in your own (choice ; all I beg of you 
is, cease to meddle with my private matkTs. I must take 
the liberty to remind you, that you are mnther my keeper 
nor my father-confessor!” 

Strathmore’s words were light, sneering, and cold ; such, 
flung at a man in a moment of liigh excitement, keen 
sufleririg, and strong feeling, are like ice-water flung on 
flames ; they came so now to Erroll, and on the spur lie 
said, what might never have passed his lips : 

You must be a madman or a fool, Strathmore ! ” he 
broke in hotly and quickly : “ 1 do not want to be your 
confessor, to see that you are fettered hajjtl and foot. It 
is no secret now, you never attempt to keep it so. You 
are the slave of her idlest eu-price, you are utterly chained 
and infatuated by her — all the world sees it. It is a thing 
publicly and plainly known enough. Men jest and jeer 
over it ! ” 

“ Because they envy it — as perhaps you do ? ” 

They ridicule you behind your hack ” went on Erroll, 
hurriedly, not noticing (or efading) the sneer, which was all 
the more chitting for its tranquillity ; “ I tell you what they 
— sneaks and cowards !— ^nly say out of your hearing. You 
liale no wilk of your own witfi her — she rules you as she 
pleases. Gfeat Heavens ! can you make such a py-word 
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your name, stich a wreck of your ambition, for the Bhm 
sake of this wanton adulterers ! ” 

“ Silence ! ** 

The word hissed out on the air like the ring ot a bullet. 
The black, silent wrath of his vengcftil race glared in 
Strathmore’s eyes till they gleamed like steel, and he turned 
away with a smile that had darker meaning in it than the 
hottest fury or m^ace, that could have shaped itself into 
oaths or words. 

“ I should shoot any one else dead for that to-morrow 
morning ! I do not need to say our acquaintanceship 
ceases from to-night ? Bonbon, ma belle, aJlons nous m ! 
Voild la phiie gui tombe'" 

He moved away with a low and punctilious bow of con- 
temptuous courtesy ; but with a sncldeii movement EitoII 
swung round and stood before him in the path ; in the 
yellow moonlight his face looked very pale, and the nerves 
of his lips twitched under his moustaches : 

‘‘Stop ! we shall not part like that ! ” 

They stood face-to-face in the middle of Marion Vava- 
sour’s paradise of flowers, w^hile the first storm-drops fell 
among the leaves above head slowly one by one, and 
the garish light of the moon, which looked*’ duskily red 
against the clouds, strayed in streaks across the dark- 
ness. 

“ Wait a moment !” EitoII’s voice was thick as he spoke, 
and shook slightly : “ I risked death for you once, I would 
do it again to-night. We have lived, and shared, and 
thought together, as though the same mother had borne 
ns. We have not prated abont it like boys, but we have 
held each other closer than men of the same blood do. 
We never had an evil word between us till she wrought 
ihem. Strathmore ! is all that to be swept away in a single 
night ? ” 

The words were more eloquent by feeling than they were 
by rhetoric ; they would have softened most men — Strath- 
more they did not even tough. He stood with his ai’ms 
folded and his cigarette in his mouth, while his face wore 
its darkest deadliest sneer. When his will waa«>crossed, his 
wrath im roused, or his p^e touched, the man was bropze ; 
words could not scathe, pity could not stir, memory could 
amt him. Once his glance grew a little gentler, it 
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was at EitoU's first words ; but it soon passed away, and the 
merciless sneer set on his lips again. 

Yon are admirably theatrical ! but we are not playing 
‘ Hernani ’ now, an,d I should prefer that we used the Ian- 
iruagc of gentlemen. It is sad waste of stage-talent, and I 
should like fewer phrases and more rationS. ones ! Lady 
Vavasour can in no way be charged with having caused the 
‘ evil words * you speak of ; you have only yourself to thank 
for them by your madman’s conduct, and by ydnt?:rery 
marked insolence to me. Be so good as to oblige me by 
letting me pass ?” 

“ Not yet,'' swore Brroll between his teeth ; a hot flush 
had come on liis face, and his eyes were excited ; Strath- 
more's words cut him to the quick, less for their insult, than 
cldll and sneering heartlessness: “You insult me for 
her sake — }'OU turn against me because I tell you frankly 
what all your friends and enemies say wdth one voice behind 
your baclc — because I seek to warn you against your insane 
belief, your wretched slavery, with a wanton coquette, a 
titled liarlot ? What if I told you she Tvere foithless to 
you ? 

For an instant the words struck Strathmore like a shot, 
and he made one first swift panther-like movement as though 
to spring upon and rend limb from limb, the man that 
dared t-o whisper tliis thing to him ; then he restrained 
himself, and laughed, a low, cold, imperious laugh of con- 
tempt and of power ; he took the cigarette leisurely from 
his lips, and liis eyes, that glittered like a furious hawk’s, 
fastened on EiToirwdth deadly significance. 

“ What ! ” ho said slowly, and gently winding a loosened 
leaf round tho cigarette : “ WAa/ ? Why you would give 
me your life for the lie, e’est tout ! ” 

“ But if I coqjd prove to you that it wera true ? ” 

“ Prove it, then I You have dared to hint it, dare to 
make it good ? ” hissed Strathmore through his teeth, 
where he leaned forward as a boar-hound strains to leap upon 
his foes, while the leash holds him back from the death- 
grip. * 

The blood rushed to Erroll’s &oe, staining it crimsoD, his 
het^ sank like a man wddeiilj and sordy stricken j he 
stood motionless in the still and sultry night. 

“ ProTe it, if you ate not the greatest dastard npon 



704 


STIPATJfMOM. 


earth hissed Rtvutbinore, Iub voice vibratinjj: witlithcsup^ 
pressed passion wJiich was worse in meu^of his blood, than 
the darfeflt wrath of a more open and quicker-spent anger : 

Prove it, I say, if it is not the vilest lie that jealousy ever 
spawned 1 ” * 

** My God ! it is the truth I spare you ! The words 
#rung out from him, died on his lips too low to be over- 
heard, as he forced iiiem back to silence, by the might of a 
generous self-sacrifice which wrestled in conflict wdtha fiery 
temptation. He stood silent, stood to be branded as a liar* 
No other man would have uttered that word to Bertie 
Erroll, and lived when the dawn rose* 

Strathmore looked at liim, in the unceriain shimmer of 
the moon that streamed fitfully between them through the 
boughs ; and he laughed, tauntingly, sconifully, impe- 
riously, while a cold exultant light glittered in his eyes, and 
a fiendish sneer sat on his lips : 

‘‘You dare not? I thought so. Fie, sir, fur shame! 
So this is cowardice ns well as falsoliood ? Yon play in a 
new t6U P' 

The words cut through the ak like the swift whirr of the 
sabre, and Erroll— stood silent still. The veins swelled to 
cords on his temiJes i the blood left his face till it looked 
white and drawn like a corpse ; he stniggled with a horrible 
temptation. A word uttered, a word held back — in this 
lay the whole gist of a great self-sacrifice, and of a great 
revenge ; in this lay the whole powers of his choice. With 
a word he could strike down the man who stood there in 
the yellow weird light, scorning and taunting and thrusting 
liar and coward in his teeth. With a word he could cast 
out of the paradise, where he had lain so long tlie man he 
envied every one of its sweet hours, every one of its 
honeyed draughts ; with a word bo could turn his exultant 
idolatry to loafliing hate, to bitter shame.* With a word ! 
And that word he was gibed and dared to utter ! It was a 
deadly struggle, but the past, with all its boyish memories, 
Was closer knit about his heart, than about the lieart of him 
w’hose laugh was grating on Ms ear, and whose insults were 
falling on his brain like drops of fire* His hegid drooped, 
his lips moved faintly, and be mattered like a man in his 
extremity : " ^ 

‘'ijod give me strength to keep silent I** 
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The words were very low, and were unheard as the night- 
birds cleft the air with a rushing sound, and the winds rising 
swept up with a moan through the trees, the moan of the 
atonn afar off. 

A moment more and he lifted liis head with a gesture of 
placid grace ; he chose to endure insult, aspersion, wrong, 
rather than do that he had it in his power to do now--lay the 
burden on his shoulders, and turn the steel back into tht 
breast of the man who had been his brother in all savf the 
tics of blood ; 

‘‘ Since you deem it a falsehood, hold it one ,* watch your 
own treasure. I can afford to be called a coward. But, 
Strathmore, if we must part, let it be in peace ! 

He held out his hand as he spoke, and the moonlight fell 
full upon his face, with its frank and fearless beauty, while 
his eyes were filled with the wistful, forgiving, lingering 
gaze of a woman. The look, the word^ the actions should 
have unlocked a flood of golden memories and thoughts of 
youth, and should have swept away, as the light of morn- 
ing sweeps aside an evil dream, all the dark and brutal 
].)assion8 which a few seconds had brought to birth. But 
in the tangled web of Strathmore’s nature ran one hell- 
woven thread ; in anger he was pitiless, in revenge relent- 
less. With a sneer on his lips he signed away the hand 
bold out to him : 

“You might know me better ; I never forgive ! ” With, 
these brief words he turned and passed across the sward 
followed by the spaniel. Once, when be had reached the 
marble piazza, he turned and glanced at the night. Erroll 
was out of sight ; there was only the heavy darkness that 
hung like a pall above the earth, and the angry moon 
gleaming blood-red where she glared through the mist. 
The roar of theyinds was rising louder, and from &far the 
thunder bit'ke, subdued and sullen. The storm was now 
at hundl 
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CHAPTEE XXn. 

THE ASHES IN THE EAHP, . 

There was no moment when Lady Vavasour was so 
resistless as en negligee in her own dressing-roonu With 
half tbc pearls and diamonds of her regalia glittering on her 
in the presence-chamber of St. James’s or the Tuileries, 
though perhaps more dazizling, she was less dangerous than 
reclining among her cushions like the Odalisque of a harem, 
with the light softly shaded and the air scented with attar 
of roses, with her shower of hair unloosed, and the folds of 
some texture, white as snow or delicate in coloring as the 
blush on the opal, half enshrouding, half unveiling her, as 
the sea-foam the goddess. She was so lovely, then, at mid- 
night or moniiug ! and it was a privacy wherein so few 
saw her, while of even those few eaeh believed himself the 
only one ! 

Strathmore looked at her where she lay, with her ieet 
sol'fcly sheathed in pearl-broidered slippers, oiud a slight 
smile of amused reverie just parting her lips. He adored 
her beauty now as madly as at first, and his eyes dwelt on 
it unsated, indeed, with a fiercer and fonder delight, because 
it had been long his own. It was the nwning after 
Hefrmnij and he thought of the hint tliat had been thrown 
out to him the night before, with disdainful ridicule and 
bitter scorn of the man who had employed such methods 
to implant the lie he had not even dared repeat. Long ago 
at White Ladies he had suspected where the root of Erroirs 
hittiemess upon her lay ; in the last few weeks at Auteuil 
)is suspicion had strengthened into certainty, and this 
morning, as he felt her hand wander over his brow when he 
lay at her feet, he repented that he had allowed the memory 
of any friendship to stay him, and that he had not washed 
out with fitter punishment th^ coward envy that had sought 
to revenge itself on him by the suggestion of a hideous 
suspicion. Truly all better things are swept away betwixt 
men, when once the face of a woman has come between 
theml 
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“ What are you thinking of, caro she asked him, softly 
toncliing his hair. 

In her husband’s house they were as secure from intrusion 
as though they had been alone in Naxos or Cyprus. Celeste 
was always without en smtimlle on such occasions, and even 
that precaution was needless. 

“ I was thinking-how many would make you faithless to 
me if they could.” 

What a wide field for speculation — there are hundi^ ! 
Well, if they succeeded, I should not expect you to 'com- 
plain.” 

Hush ! Do not jest about that.” 

^^AVhy not?” she laughed: “Love wisely taken is a 
jcst> you know. You would have no right to complain, 
Cecil. One may be queen of all the world, but not sove- 
reign of one’s self ; and our hearts are like Ben Jonson’s 
‘blow-ball,’ now here, now there, wherever the winds of 
chance and caprice like to float them. Indeed, I should 
exi)ect you to take your congd with the most tranquil 
grace. Come ! what would you do if 1 said I loved you no 
longer ? ” 

The question was asked with that mocking msdice which 
was part and parcel of her nature ; this delicate, youthful 
creature loved to torture ! His passionate eyes looked up 
into hers with the jealous love of Othello : 

“Do! God knows! Take your life or my own— -or 
belli 1 ” 

The answer was not wholly a jest, too deep a meaning 
lay in the look he fastened on her and the unconscious 
vibration of his voice ; and, for once, she felt a vague terror 
at the force of the love she had delighted to excite and 
feed, till it lost all reason in its madness ; for once she felt 
tiiat she had roused what she could not so easily allay, 
and that the weakness she triumphed and tyrannized over, 
Was a strength which might one day menace her, when no 
words of hers would be able to soothe it away. For the 
moment she feared the work of her own will, tbe next she 
gloried in her power, and laughed, her Avhito fingers 
caressingly wandering among the dark chestnut waves oi 
his hair. * 

‘‘ What a horrible answA’, Cedfl ! One would think we 
were in the Ciiiqm Omto / You swift, silent St^athmo^e^^ 
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have much mare of the Italian in you than of the English 
nature. You ought to be a Colonna or a Malatesta^ with 
the steel in your sleere, and the poison in your ring. What ’ 
has one love become bo necessary to you, that life would l-o 
unbearable without it ? Oh, Lucifer, Son of Morning, how 
art thou fallen ! ” 

But my full has opened heaven to me, not exiled mo 
from it,” smiled Strathmore, as he lay at her feet ; “Why 
do you wonder at my answer ? Love has turned to crime in 
its agony more than once since the world began.” 

“Perhaps — but not in ow world “ 

“Where passion enters all worlds have tlie same law^ 
You have made me learn the same madness as an Israelite 
learnt from Mariamne a thousand years ago, as twice a 
thousand a Spartan learnt from Cleonice.” 

“ Who both taught it to be slain by it ! What an 
ominous souvenir ! You would not slay me, Cecil ? ” And 
the loosened tresses swept against his brow, and her eyes 
looked laughingly yet lovingly into his. 

“ Almost I could, rather than other eyes should feast on 
you. Ah, Marion ! when men love as 1 love, they loathe 
the very daylight to look on what they idolize.” 

“ Tu es she interrupted him, but the words were 
spoken so softly that they were themselves a caress : “ It is a 
madness, Cecil ! But why, I v/onder, are men who love us 
as you do, impei'iously, avariciously, jealously, and would 
hate us as pitilessly, always most dear to women ? Why i 
It is very hSle!' 

“ Why ? Because you know no love worth the name 
ever yet bore the shadow of a share in what it loved; 
because you delight to feel yourselves the mistresses of a 
man’s life, and taste yonr power to give him misery or 
rapture, to yield him a god’s delight, or cast him out to 
worse torture than the cursed ! To Jeam how men can 
love, women must be loved as I love you.” / 

“ All, my cold, proud Strathmore, what lava flames ky 
beneath the ice ! ” she murmured, white the smite still 
hovered on her lips : “ You Sid not know your own nature 
I loved you ! ” * 

Aeshe stooped towardfi him^iber caress lingad^ on hi. 
hrow, the forward movement &elodged a note lay 
the laiciGS, silks, and Eastem stuflb piled on her 
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huurious couch, so that it fell, with its superscription 
upward, upon Strathmore’s aim. He took it up to throw it 
towards a table which stood near, attaching no import to it, 
but Lady Vavasour with a quick movement interposed her 
hand, and as, he gave it to her he caught sight of the 
handwriting. Coupled with the memories of the night that 
was just passed, it struck on Strathmore with a keener 
suspicion. 

“ You correspond with Erroll ? ** he said, quickly, Beeping 
the note in his hand. 

“ I invite him to dinner, and he answers me,” die said, 
carelessly, with a little half-suppressed yawn: “and 
I do it pretty often since he is so adored a friend of 
yours.” 

“Is this a dinner acceptation ?” 

“No, a refusal, I fancy. Milly Mostyn said something 
about his going back to England.” 

She had moved her hand again as if to receive the note, 
but had checked herself, and lay with her head resting on 
her arm, with negligent grace, and her lashes drooping 
languidly. Nothing could be more easily indifferent than 
her manner, but as his eyes fastened on her, a faint color 
deepened tli^j sea-shell bloom on her cheeks, and Strathmore 
noted it with the swift Moor-like jealousy that always run 
in leash with such love as his. On his impulse he would 
have ^vrenched the envelope open ; honor and courtesy 
compelled him to restrain himself, but he did not give up 
the note. 

“ Will you permit me to read this ? I have my reasons,” 
he asked her. He believed she might resent, but could not 
refuse him. 

“No !” 

The single prohibition was uttered Avith disdainfttl non- 
chalance and haifghty sovereignty ; the superb and graceful 
indignation of a proud woman subjected to a doubt that is 
insult. 

“ If of Why not ? You claim your right to my confi* 
deuce, I claim my title to yoTfrs.” 

She ra.ise4 herself upon her arm from her cushions, with 
questioning wonder in her,eyes, |md a smile of scorn upon 
her iips — 3ie, Marion Vavasour, to be arraigned in jufhr- 
menl by a lover who was as wax in her hands, and whom 
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' she could have bent to any sin, or any folly, at her word ! 
Shs to be doubted, questioned, opposed ! 

** Confidence !*’ she re-eeboed, with a scornful curl on her 
lovely lips, and an angry light in her eyes, very new to 
them, for Marian Vavasour was by nature of a sunny, in- 
souciant temper, rarely troubled by irritation or bitterness 
“ What confidence can be needed in such a trifle ? You 
have lost your senses, Cecil, I think. Certainly, since you 
presume to disbelieve my word, I shall not allow you to 
insult me by verifying it.’’ 

“ It is not I wiio have lost my senses, but you your 
memory, Marion,” said Strathmore, the black jealousy in 
him leaping into sudden life : Discourteous or not, 1 must 
doubt cither your word or your recollection. This is a 
strangely lengthy ‘ dinner refiisal.’ ” 

The letter which had fallen from its envelope, was of four 
pages closely covered with many lines. For an instant her 
color deepened and tlieu died out, leaving her cheek pale, her 
eyes sank beneath his, and her fluent tongue was silcUt. 
Strathmore rose to his feet, grasping the letter in his hand 
a hideous suspicion coiling round him, and the jealous love 
in him working up in silence : 

Since you must be in error as regards its meaning, Lady 
Vavasour, do you now permit me to read this mere ^dinner 
refusal ? * ” 

“ No!” 

And as the single wom was launched from her lips in 
haughty denial, with the swift movement })eculiar to hen 
she raised herself from her pile of cushions, caught the note 
in her hand, twisting it by a rapid action from his hold, and 
held it to a spirit-lamp that w^as burning liquid perfume oii 
the table w^hich stood witli her coflee at her elbow. The 
flame caught, it flared alight, and shrivelling in a second, 
the note fell, a harmless iieap of light grey aslies, into tho 
jasper saucer of the lamp, its words destroyed, its secret safe. 
Then she laughed softly and amusedly at licr own success— 
her niood changing; like a child’s. 

“ Amigo mio,” she said, gatly, ‘‘ never oppose a woman — 
she will always outwit you ! While you have ljut one modo 
‘of Moaa(?e, we have a thou|and rtsources of Finesse ! ” 

Iia4y Vavasour was laughing, tranquil, at her ease again, 
tlifi note was fiontiug among the liquid perfume in 
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Ashes which could tell no tales. Bone in one momentf ere be 
could arrest her hand or avert the flame, the action literally 
for that moment confounded Strathmore, and struck him 
dumb ; the next, the abhorred suspicion seemed written in 
letters of flame before his eyes. His love, though an utter 
slavery in its bondage, was imperious in its dark and bitter 
jealousy ; the blood rushed over his forehead, and his teeth 
isienched hard, as he saw the ashes fall into the esseno^ and 
iieard her low, soft laugh of triumph : 

“ That letter holds a secmt so dear that you destroy it I 
So be it, then I I will wrench it out of the man who 
shares it I 

He moved to leave her presence, but, before he could 
cscope her, she raised herself from her couch, and laid her 
hand on his arm — the hand that could hold liim closely as a 
chain of iron : 

Cecil, you must be mad I Wait and listen to me 1” 

Every word of her voice he was used to obey as though he 
had no law save her will ; but the very weakness of the love 
she had triumphed over, made it, s ferocity when crossed witli 
the looming shadow of the slightest rivalry ; now be threw 
her hand off him : 

Listen !-^you have palmed one falsehood off on me 
already, why wait for another ? Your own secrets you must 
keep as you will, but the man who shares them shall answer 
to me 

‘‘ You are mad, Cecil !’’ cried Marion Vavasour again, her 
eyes lighting with pretty, contemptuous anger, as of a 
spoiled beauty crossed in her will, while the slender hand 
closed still on his arm witli a movement that, slight as it 
was, might betray anxiety: “I forbid you to do any such 
\hing! My name disputed over, as over some danceris, or 
rosiire’s ! I forbid it — 1 will not have it ! ” 

“ Let me go !"*said Strathmore, so rife with passion that 
he scarce knew or heeded what he said : ‘‘Let me go ! You 
have lied to me,, and I will know what made the need of a 
lie. You burnt the letter, lest I should even see one word ; 
I have a right co know what tnose words were whicli must 
have been faithlessness to me ; I cannot grind it from 
by force — I will seek «it wh^re I can, and, by God * 

Tlie words broke asunder unut‘' i.ed ; he could not put 
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into plain speech the hideous thought which he would have 
disbelieved, in the teeth of all evidence on earth or heaven, 
mre her own witness against herself. His strength went 
down under tlie torture of the mere doubt that she could be 
faithless to him, and the oath died away on his lips, whicli 
Were blanched as death ; his love swepi aside all beyond 
itself j to /wr he had no pride, and he threw himself beside 
her, twining in his hands her loosened hair, and scorching 
her brow with his breath. 

1 am mad, if you will ! My God ! have pity on me, 1 
never stooped to any living thing — I stoop to you ! Give a 
thought to another yon shall not — ^}’on cannot ! For the 
love of Heaven, tell me what it is you hide ? 

“ No !” 

And she thought with all a woman’s glad idolatry of 
power how utterly this man loved her ! 

** Do not trifle with me,’' muttered Strathmore, inco- 
herentlv twisting round his hands, in his delirious suffering, 
the golden meshes of her hair, as though with that firail 
bond to knit her to him through life and death : “ TeU me 
the truth — the truth ! — or I will wrench it from the coward 
who has robbed me. No man should thieve even a glance 
of yours, and live " »• 

The words were muttered in rus throat, fierce in their 
menace, yet imploring in their pain ; his very life — more 
than his life— hung on this woman’s love. She saw he was 
310 longer to be played with ; she saw that every syllable he 
said would be wrought out ; she saw that here — with his 
jealous passion loosed — he was no more her dave, but had 
become her master, and Marion Vavasour shrank from his 
grasp and from his gaze ; she feared the strength of what she 
had invoked. 

But she was a woman who knew well how to deal with thi> 
men she ruled. Her hand gently touched his brow, ana 
she stooped towards him with a pitying, tender smile ; 

“ Ah, Cecil I can you not trust me even in so little F 
Sceptic I you are unjust cruel ; I but burnt that letter 
to spare you pain !” 

** To »p(m me pain ! Quick ! — tell me aU-t-all !” 

“ KFo,” she whispered, tending till her wooing.iips kissed 
his brow; *‘let it pass. You know I l^'^ yon-^loVebul 
youl Let it j)ass, my dearest !” 
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“Ne^er! Tell me — at once— or I seek him this 
jiiomentl” 

She stooped lower still, while her fragrant breath was 
warm on his check, and her whisper stole on his ear : 

“ Then— then (let it stir no words between yon, Cecil, 
for my sake !) but — your friend was very treacherous to 
you, and that letter spoke a love which was as hateftil to 
me as it was craven to you. That is all the truth ! Forgive 
iiie its concealment ; I would so gladly have saved pa its 
l>ain !” 


CHAPTEIi XXm. 

TUK SWOOP OF TffK VITI/I'ORK, 

A^’ hour afterwards, Strathmore quitted tlie Bosquet de 
Diane, and took his way across the grounds. He walked at 
his usual leisurely pace, he had a cigar in his mouth, and his 
manner was tranquil as usual ; but a dog glancing at him 
would have ishnmk winning and frightened away, and a 
stranger meeting him and looking at the deadly glitter in 
liis eyes under their drooped lids, would have thought, “that 
man is bound on a merciless errand^' The hour was just 
mid-day, the birds had ceased from song, the scythe lay 
among the unshaven grass, the vintagers afar off had left 
rheir work, the very leaves hung stirless. All nature was 
calm and at rest — all, save the same passions which have 
drenched the laughing earth in blooa, and mocked the 
sweet, hushed stillness of the summer skies, and made the 
fair day hideous ^ith their riot, since the suns of Asia shone 
on the white upturned face of the First Dead, and the curse 
was branded on the brow of Cain. 

Strathmore crossed the gardens without haste in his steps, 
his hand closing on a little caqp ; the blood of his race ran 
unchanged in his veins, dark with that ruthless wrath which 
h^ never yielded to the memory of mercy, the prayers of 
pity,^or the rights of justice, and*which had scathed all out 
of its path, as the scathe sweeps the seeding-grass. To the 
woman he had quitted he lim said but little ; but he left 
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her to revenge the coward who had robbed him, hy such 
chaBtisemetit as men do not speak of to women. Less fdlly 
told than hinted at, less ^thered by deliberate evidence 
than grasped in all its broad, accursed meaning, the 
treachery s;ti'>od out black and bare before him. In his re- 
venge he would have spared no living thing that could hare 
risen up betwixt him and it ; had he known of any darker, 
fuller, fouler, which his birth and breeding could have per- 
mitted, or the age and the world allowed, ho would have 
made the man he hated drain it to the last drop. He bad 
left her, soothing her fears, promising her no violence — lei’t 
her, with the passions in his blood, that in darker ages far 
back, had trodden out human life pitilessly and recklessly^ 
as so much waste water spilt, and had scored clown with un- 
relenting bitterness the ruthless motto of a nithless race, 

“ 81ay ! and spare not ! ” 

lie walked across the grounds alone — once he glanced up. 
The radiant day seemed hot with flame, and the cloudless 
heavens looked brazeu in the light. But he wmt onward, 
still calmly, leisurely as before, but with the bloodhounds 
thirst growing stronger and stronger within him, and set 
but on one goal. What are our passions, once let loose, 
but sleuthhounds freed from leash, which rtn down all 
before them, and hunt on even to the death ? 

A ^eadth of sward alone separated the inaiwnneife of Lodj 
Vavasour from the villa bejond. He opened the gates tm<1 
passed on, leaving the paradise of roses behind him. 
Through the glades of trees, tljo terrace which ran before 
the villa was visible, and a j-rroup of men were standini^ 
there. Three of them were strangers to him, the 1‘ourlh 
was Erroll, who was standing with a brace of setters at his 
feet, behind him the open window of the dark oak libraiy 
he had just quitted, before him all the light of the summer 
noontide. 

Strathmore saw him— and his hand clenched down on the 
:.ane he held, that dainty jewelled switch, fmgile and costly 
enough for a lady^s ridingvvhip. As the- sun flickered 
through the branches on to his face it was calm and im- 
passive, but there was a cruel smile about hiir mouth, and ^ 
his grey eyes were black and Itfetrons, with a fierce, pager 
light 

This setters as he approached gave tongue, and Eiroli 
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turned. He was talking with them of Court beauties, of 
Blois races, of the barcardt at Lilli Dorah's, of all the trifles 
and the chit-chat of an ordinary Paris day ; for we smoke 
and gossip and laugh and dine wdiilc our lives are making 
siiipwrcck, and all we value is driftin'” away to the greedy, 
tideless sea of a fathomless })ast, that will never give back 
its dead. As he looked up his face brightened'— he thought 
Strathmore had come for a tacit reconciliation.^ Enough 
had been said twelve hours before to have steeled him to 
any such feeling ; but his nature was not capable of har- 
bouring revenge ; he forgave freely — as he VioixM have for- 
giveii now, even such epithets as men never ])ar(lon, for the 
sake of all those thousand memories of childhood and man- 
hood, that were still warm about his heart, not even to be 
washed out, and trampled from remembrance, by the tide of 
a jealous love, or by the sting of a bittm* feud. 

He looked up, a smile of pleasure lighting his eyes, which 
had been heavy and v/om before ; and Strathmore saw him 
us ho came up llm slope terrace — the man who had once 
hung himself in his deience into the near grip of death, who 
had been with him in shifting scenes of danger, pleasure, 
ivvel, or privation, and who had trusted him and shared 
his trust, as* though the same mother had borne theni, since 
they had l^een children together playing with fallen chest- 
nuts, or wading in the shallow estuaries under the woods of 
White Ladies, far away in England. Strathmore saw him, 
and looked at him with a relentless smile about his lips, and 
his hand closed tighter on the switch, with which he moved 
out of his path the curling tendrils of the clematis. The 
nwenge of men of his blood had always been swift and 
Client, but they had always iasied it, slowly yet tnirstil}’', 
lirop bv drop, with the fierce delight of the vulture, as it 
I weeps and circles above its prey, before it swoops down to 
vrench and tear. 

He went up the terrace-s]oj>o leisurely and lifted his hat 
f'ath suave courtesy, the soft cerem(‘ny in which men of his 
blood had ever clothed their,, deadliest approach, tlie silky 
velvet glove whicli they had ever drawn over the merciless 
vxm hand w4iosc grip was death. 

Errolh stood leaning against the side of the window ; he 
could not make the first movement towards a tacit recon- 
ciliation, but he was ready to meet, to more tlian meet 
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one. He oniy needed {Jfcrathraorc’s hand stretched oat 
to him in silence, to give his own, and mutely forgive 
the worst words which had been uttered twelve hours 
before. 

Pardon, messieurs ! ” said Strathmore, quietly passing 
the other men, while they parted to let him approach ; as 
the sun fell on it. his face wore a strange look, out of keep- 
ing with the easy snaAdty of liis manner. He moved on to 
the library window, where Erroll stood, with the sunlight 
full upon his face. Calmly, as though he tendered them a 
cigar, Strathmore glanced round him at the three other men, 
with a bitter evil sneer about his li])S i “Mefisionrs! is 
there any answer save one customary to a lie ?” 

The men — young fellows — surprised and embaiTassed, 
hesitated ; Emdl looked up, ihc angry blood rushing hotly 
to his face ; but he stretched out his hand with an iiivoluii- 
tary gesture. 

Strathmore ! you are in gross en*or ! Come witliin here 
a moment ; I must have one more word with you.” 

Words are not my answer ! ” 

And as the syllables left his lips, hurled out in blind and 
deadly fury, he lifted bis right arm, the jewcllod horidle of 
the cane flashed in the Bunlight, the switch whifled through 
the air like a flail, with a shrill sound, and in the swiftness 
of a second had struck a broad, livid mark across Erroll’s 
brow, brutal as a doath-stroko, ineflaceable as shame. 

That for your treachery to me. I will have your life 
for your love for her ! ” 

The words were hissed in Errolfs ear as the blow fell, low 
but distinct as the hiss of a snake, chill as steel, relentless 
as death. As he reeled back, for the moment staggered 
and blinded, Strathmore’s eyes fastened on the swollen crim- 
son bar, where the switch had cut its marlvvwith the steady, 
pitiless greed for revenge that, fed to the full, yet clamoured 
still for more. In the blazing glare of the ht>t noon the 
, vild^, ineffaceable insult seemed stam|)ed on the living flesh 
in letters of flame, which nothing in past, or present, or 
future, could ever cover or wash out, for which blood alone 
could ever atone* - . Aiid Strathmore laughed low to 
himself a chill and mocking laugh. Breaking the switgh in 
two^ he threw the fragments down at the feet of the man h« 
had struek, his eyes glittering exultant, the veins in hi» 
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face black and swollen in the fury of his wrath, a snpering 
smile set about his lips, as he turned to the others with a 
slight bow of careless courtesy : 

“ Messieurs ! you are my witnesses But ErrolPs 

hand struck his lips to silence with a force that would have 
sent a weaklier man hurled backwai’d to the earth : “ B} 
tlod 1 you must answer this.” 

The oath rattled in his throat, his face was white, save 
where the red cut stood out across liis brow ; his voic^ was 
hoarse and his breath stifled as the words gasped out ; the 
suddenness ol‘ the foul indignity seemed to have paralyzed 
in him all save the sheer instinct of its revenge, and to have 
ivamhed and stricken even that. 

“With pleasure ! ” said Strathmore, while he drew on his 
right hand glove, slowly and gently. 

“ Where ? ” 

The single word came from Errolfs throat, hoarse and 
btifled with passion. 

“ In the Deer-park of the Bois, by tlie pond, if it suit 
you.” 

“ Your hour ? ’’ 

At sunset to-night ? I am engaged until then.” 

“ J Khali ctwait you.” 

AVith these few rapid words all was said ; all had been 
done and spoken in less than sixty seconds, swift as thought 
and breathless as passion, staggering and bewildering those 
wlio looked on like the sudden flasli of lightning in theif 
eyes. » Then he turned, bowed low to those standing by, 
passed along the terrace, and took his way across the lawn 
hack to the Bosquet de Diane. He was well content. Half 
his vengeance was wrought, the rest could not now escape 
him. He tlioui^it of the Wtal and ineffaceable insult he 
Imd given with pitiless delight ; of all yet to tX)rae lie 
thought thii’stily ; the jealous hatred and the revengeful 
greed that were within him could only be sated with ^pne 
requital— life ! Life ! which^in a few hours’ time would 
iu his hands and at his mercy, Mercy, I say ? — ^the word 
has nothing to do with him ; it was not in his blood or in 
his creed. As ruthlessly he jiad dealt out insult, he had 
It in him to deal out death. • 

Once ho glanced upward at the sky above head, find as the 
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hot beams fell on his eyes, across his pitiless and e>cnltant 
thoughts, there strayed some strange chain of memory, 
old familiar words, unheard, unread, since childhood ; Let 
not the sun go down upon thy wrath ” The sun was high 
in the noon-tide heavens, shining without shadow on the 
day that was at its full — the day tliat had dawned to be 
weighted with the wail of new lives, and the sighs of dyimj 
lips, with the burden of crowding crimes, and the bitterness 
of human words, with the cry of the slaughtered in far-off 
battle-fields, and the pent breathing of the toilers in great 
cities. When the sun should sink and the day fade into 
night, who should call back warmth to the lips they had 
seen (dose for ever; who should render unsaid the words 
they had heard curse the living; who should have power to 
bid them return to restore the deeds undone, the sin nn- 
wrought, the graves unsealed, and yield back the hours gar* 
nereci to the past ? 

The old words, with their grand simplicity of counsel and 
of warning, crossed his memory ; words which mark the short 
day all t-oo long for man’s wrath to endure. God forgive 
him ! Strathmore only thought how, when that sun should 
rise to light another day, there should be one lost from 
amongst the numbers of the living, one humam life the less 
upon the peopled earth ! 

Furies’ passions blinded him with their accursed lust, and 
his soul was set on vengeance— vengeance that would know 
no pity, and yield no shrive. 

From the sultry glare of the terrace he passed by abrupt 
transition into the aisles of the rose-gardens, into the midst 
of gay groups gathered about Marion Vavasour; and, with 
a game of life and death to be played out before the sun 
went down, he joined in with the impromptu jests, the 
epigram, the graceful flatteries, as lightly and laughingly 
as any there. There was not a sign by which to tell his 
past errand, not a glimpse to disclose the imrpose upon 
which his will was set; yet there was one whom the easy 
'wit did not blind, whom the ^careless nonchalance did not 
deceive, and at first the bloom had wavered anxiously on 
her cheek, (juickly, however, to be succeeded bji-an amused, 
ejcttltant lignt in her ga-zell© eyesA 

Like Cunigunde, ^ loved well to see those she 'had 
ensnared reel up to dizzy heights, and stagger downwards 
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to yawning chasms, courting death and wasting life, to feast 
lier eyes with proof of her own power. 

Come to me in a few minutes,” she said, in a low tone, 
ns she passed into the house an hour or two after. Her 
idlest whisper- w^as his law, and he obeyed, entering her 
houdoir, where tlie light stole subdued, and dreamy oriental 
odors filled the air. 

She stood by an ^.tagfire of flowers, idly toying with their 
blossoms, and turned towards him as he approached, with 
tlie imperious grace that so w'^ell became her : 

“ Where had you been, Strathmore, when you came into 
tlie rose-garden? ” 

“ To the stables. I know how you ralue Mazeppa too well 
1o leave her to the stud-grooms.** 

The answer was careless and natural ; there was nothing 
to indicate that the reply was even an evasion ; but I^ady 
Vavasour made a gesture of impatience: 

“ Mazeppa and 1 thunk you ranch, but you came by the 
west sate of the gardens ; the stables lie to the south. Never 
play with me, never evade me, it is utterly useless ! You 
had been to Bertie Erroll ! ” 

“ Indeed, no. You are distressing yourself most need- 
lessly, my dearest ! ” 

Strathmore spoke softly and persuasively ; he was solici- 
tous to guard from even a suspicion of what was unfitting 
for her ear and her sex in the work which was wrought by 
her own beauty. 

“ Hush ! ” she' said, petulantly, her eyes glancing into his, 
with the gaze with which she knew she could have made 
liim lay bare the dearest secret that ever locked in honor; 

You are only deceiving me. You have broken your word; 
you have taken revenge when you promised me to forbear it/' 

‘‘ Well! — I do not come of an over-forbearing race.” 

He spoke witTi a slight smile — a smile that, moraeiitary 
as it was, struck a chill to her like the touch of cold steel. 
>She shuddered for an instant as she caught a glimp^ of 
what this man’s revenge mMi be: shuddered as though 
with a prophetic dread of fhe future — that dread which 
romancists# idly call presentiment,” but which is often 
onl^ the reflected color thrown before our steps of our own 
past acts and follies, as our shaaowifalls in advance of us as 
we walk. 
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“ What did you say to him ? ” she asked, quickly. And 
the light was so shaded#^ that the flush of a certain anxiety 
which came and went in her cheek escaped him. As great 
sovereigna have feared their most abject slaves, when the 
might of their own tyranny has roused proportionate might 
of passion in those who have long bent the knee to their 
woid, so she now began to fear this man, whose love, now 
his weakness, might so soon become his strength — a strength 
to crush its tyrant : “ TVhat did you say to him ? she re- 
peated, impatiently. I will know, Strathmore ! 

He saw that she alretidy guessed, too truly to be evaded 
hmger, and her will in its lightest caprice la/ on him like 
an ii*on chain, dragging him where it would. 

I said nothing, I am not fond of words.’’ 

“ What was it that you did^ then ? ” 

‘*Do not ask, my loveliest! These are not themes 6ir a 
woman’s ear.” 

But I will know ! ” . 

“Why? It is not a subject for you. Be contents, your 
name is involved in no way. You may surely trhst me to 
guard agdnst that ? ” 

“ But I WILL know ! There was all her wilful, imperious, 
witching tyranny in her words, and in the gesture with which 
she spoke them ; “ What have you done ? ” 

“ I have treated him as I should treat a hound that bit 
me.” 

Even though he spoke to a woman, he could not restrain 
iJie pitiless passion that vibrated tlirough his vo>ce, and she 
under-stood without translation. 

And he?” 

“ He has but one course open. A coward would have to 
meet me, and he is not that,’^ 

An eager, exultant gladness lightened in her eyes, a flushed 
warmth came on her cheek, her gi-aceful’ loveliness grew 
instinct, for one fleeting instant, with the fierceness of the 
panther as it rises for its spring ; for one instant, while it 
font to her beauty a glow almost fearful, a life almost terrible, 
the dark revenge of Medea w£& given to a creature soft and 
radiimt as the morning, 

" y<m are right — ^you are righ/.,” die said, with nervous 
force* ^ I was wrong wl# bid you stay your hand. Revetoge 
it I Revenge becomes your race I Could I think you would 
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gabmit to such rank treachery ; sit silent uadet' stich per- 
fidious rivalry? Revenge it, Btraihmore! You are right/* 

The fierce words came strangely jfrom those soft Ups, that 
only parted with sweet laughter, or gave a wooing caress! 
Her hand closed upon the rich blossoms among which it 
wandered, crushing and breaking them. She stood there, 
fatal in her dazzling loveliness, fascinating him, confirming 
to fresh strength every evil instinct in him, inciting to yet 
darker deed every worst passion of his soul, luring and 
tempting him to the impending crime which g^w holier 
and deai’cr to him with every instant that drew him nearer 
to its act. 

If he Iiad loved her ere now, in this hour he adored her ! 
The passion of his own nature found answering echo, spur, 
and unison in hers. In his mood then, a woman who had 
stood between him and his wrath would have been hurled 
out of his path, though he had woi-shipped her ; the woman 
who spurred him to liis revenge became thrice idolized, as 
her voic^spoke the thoughts, and goaded the lusts, of his 
heart. He crushed her in a close embrace. 

"Be content! No man should seek to rob ‘me of your 
love, and live ! ” 

“ But — all, my God! — I forgot. If your life shotild pay 
forfeit! 

The words died on her lip8, ^her face was blanched, her 
eyes filled with the sudden terror of a horrible remembrance, 
the piteous fear of a ghastly thought — now she was but a 
woman who loved ! 

“ That I must risk. But whether my oavu life fall, or not, 
my revenge will not escape me.” 

While he soothed and thanked her with his caresses, the 
answer, brief as it was, was pregnant with meaning. With 
the dews of death hea^7 upon him, and the mists of death 
blinding his eyes, he would still find strength to keep bis 
giip upon his vengeance, and to take it standing on the 
brink of a yawning grave, which would, at the least, close 
over loth. 

" But Cecil— Cecil— your hwn danger !” 

It was the anguished cry of a woman^s love, imploring 
in its terror, yearning in its tei^demess, shrinking in horror 
frohi the near approach of a nit alt hour for him whom siie 
bolds dear, or— it was the most marvellous and matchless 
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aebijttfir witJi which the false breath of a woman’s lips ever 
ret doped man ! 

“ Think not of it, my woi’sliipped one ; think as little 
asT ! But, if it chance so, if I never look upon your face 
again, kiss my lips when they are cold, kiss my eyes wlien 
they are closed, that your love may be with me in my 
^ve; and remember, my love for you was such, that 
when my life was at its sweetest, when my years were at 
their richest, I died to revenge one whisper which sought 
to steal you from me ! ” 

The passionate answer broke from his lips, hoame and 
tomulous with the hot tears that rose in his tliroat, and 
sprang unbidden to his eyes — the first which had ever 
gatliered there — as he looked on her in her loveliness, and 
thought that when the morning rose her kiss might have 
no warmlh to waken him, her voice no power to call him 
back to life, his eyes be forever blind and sightless lo her 
gaze ! Her own tears feU upon his brow as slje bent 
towards him ; but her glance looked into his with resf>onsive 
meaning, her face lightened with his own viiUhre-thirst 
for vengeance, a smile of superb triumjjh waiitoued on her 
lips — triumph to thus sway, and give away at will, to death 
or life, this man's entire existence ! ^ 

Ah ! this is to be loved, indeed, as poets have fabled 
and as women have dreamed ! Strathmore, revenge your- 
self and me — ^revenge ! It is meet and just. And dea(Ji 
shall not scathe you, nor come nigh you, my beloved. 
You shall return unhaimed, untouched, to find your reward 
here / 

She pressed his hand to her heart, where it beat warm 
and quick beneath its costly lace. As she bent over him 
her voice sank to all its wooing softness, but thrilling with 
a new and fiercer meaning, which fostered every darker 
passion in him, as tropic heat fosters tlie 'poison-plants to 
/^eed and blossom, tempting and goading him to the crime 
that was sweet in his eyes as the gold-haired Ganhilda 
in the old Koi*fee days wooed Eric the Viking to the sin 
of Cain. These were the pasSions that she loved to rouse 
in njen» and see run riot in their deadly course ; when a 
whisper, a caress from her, migjjt have slaked them, bei 
lips oni^ fanned the fiame/' And here an eager thirst^ fot 
revei^ craved its ftxKj in her a« in him ; hero this soft 
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and radiaut creature was crvd as any panther that ever 
crouched, any snal^e that ever reared its brilliant painted 
crest* 


CHAPTEB XXIV, 

‘‘AND THE BUN WENT DOWN TTPON HIS WBATH*’' r 

The sun was setting, sinking downward beyond pttri>la 
bars of cloud, and leaving a long golden trail behind it in 
-its track— sinking slowly and solemnly towards the west 
as the day declined, without rest, yet without haste, as 
though to give to all the sons of earth warning and time 
to leave no evil rooted, no bitterness unhealed, no feud to 
ripen, and no crime to bring forth seed, when the day 
should have passed away to be numbered with hours 
irrevocable, and the night should cast its pall over the 
(lurk deeds done, and seal their graves never to be unclosed. 
The sun was setting, shedding its rich and yellow light 
over the green earth, on the winding waters, and the blue 
hills afar off,,and down the thousand lea^" aisles close by ; 
but to one place that warm radiance wandered not, in one 
spot the rays did not play, the glory did not enter* That 
jjlace was the Deer-pond of the old Bois, where the dark 
])lants brooding on the fetid waters, which only stirred 
with noisome 'things, had washed against the floating hair 
of lifeless women, and the sombre branches of the crowd- 
ing trees had been dragged earthward by the lifeless 
weight of the self-slain, till the air seemed to be poisonous 
with death, and the grasses, as they moved, to whisper 
to the winds dread secrets of the Past. And here the 
light of the Bunirfler evening did not come, but only through 
the leafless boughs of one seared tree, which broke and 
parted the dark barrier of forest growth, they saw the west, 
and tlie sun declining slowly in its haze of gedden air, 
sinking downward past the bafs of cloud. 

All was quiet, save the dull sounds of the parting waters, 
^hen some loathsome regfiles stirred among its brakes, 
or tte hot breeze moved its pestflential plants ; mi in the 
Kdonce they stood fronting each other, in this silence they 
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had met, in it they would part. And there, on ttieir right 
hand, through the break in the dank wall of leaves, shone 
tlie sun, looking earthward, luminous and blinding human 
Bight like the gaze of Gk)d. 

The light from the west fell upon Erroll, touching the 
ft-ir locks of his silken Iiair, and shining in his azure eyes 
as they looked up at tlie sunny skies, where a bird tos 
soaring and circling in space, happy through its mere sense 
and joy of life ; and on Strathmore’s face the deep shadows 
slanted, leaving it as though cast in bronze, chill and 
tranquil as that of an Eastern Kabyl, each feature set into 
the merciless repose of one immovable purpose. Their 
faces were strangely contrasted, for the serenity of the one 
was that of a man who fearlessly awaits an ineritable 
doom, the serenity of the other that of a man who mer- 
cilessly deals out an implacable fate ; and while in the one 
those present saw but the calmness of courage and of 
custom, in the other they vaguely shrank from a new and . 
an awful meaning. For beneath the suave smile of the 
DuelUst they read the intent of the Murderer. 

The night was nigh at hand, and soon the day had to 
be gathered to the past, such harvest garnered with it aK 
men’s hands had sown throughout its brief twelve hours, 
which are so short in span, yet are so long in sin. “Lkt 
KOT THE SUN GO DOWN UPON YOUR WRATH.” There, 
across the west, in letters of flame, the warning of the 
Hebrew scroll was written on the purple skies ; but he 
who should have read them stood immutable 'yet insatiate, 
with the gleam of a tiger’s lust burning in his eyes— the 
lust when it scents blood ; the lust that only slakes it? 
thirst in life. 

They fronted one another, those who bad lived as 
brothers ; while at their feet babbled the poisonous waters, 
and on their right hand shone the evening splendor of 
the sun. 

“One!” 

The word fell down upon the silence, and the hiss of a 
shrill cicada echoed to it like a devil’s laugh. Their eyes 
met, and in the gaze of the one was a qompassionato 
,^don, but in the gaze of the otjier a relentless Inst. 

Aad the sun sa^ slowly downward beyond the Wn*rier 
of pnrple cloud, passing away from earth. 
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« Two ! 

Again the single word dropped out upon the ^llnese, 
marking the flight of the seconds ; again the hoot of the 
cicada echoed it, laughing hideously fSrom its noisome 
marsh. * 

And the sun sank slowly, still slowly, nearer and neai*er 
to its shroud of mist, bearing with it all that lingered oi 
the day. 

Three ! ” t 

The white death-signal flickered in the breeze, and the 
last golden rays of the sun were still above the edge of tht 
storm-cloud. 

There was yet time. 

But the warning was not read : there was the assassin’s 
devilish greed witliin Strathmore’s soul, the assassin’s 
devilish smile upon his lips ; the calmness of his face never 
changed, the tranquil pulse of his wrist never quickened, 
l^the remorseless gleam of his eyes never softened. It was 
for him to fire first, and the doom written in his look 
never relaxed. He turned — ^in seeming, carelessly, as you 
may turn to aim at carrion birds — but his shot sped home. 

One inoineiit Erroll stood erect, his fair hair blowing in 
the wind, liiu eyes full open to the light ; then — he reeled 
slightly backward, raised his right arm, and fired in the 
nir ! The bullet flew far and haimless amidst the forest 
foliage, his arm dropped, and without sign or sound he 
fell down upon the sodden turf, his head striking against 
the earth with a dull echo, his hands drawing up the rank 
herbage by the roots, as they closed convulsively in one 
brief spasm. 

He was shot through the heart. 

And the sun sank out of sight, leaving a dusky, sultry 
gloom to brood over the noxious brakes and sullen stagnant 
wnters, leaving *thc world to Night, as fitting watch and 
F'hroud of Crime ; and those who stood there were stricken 
•with a ghastly liorror, were paralysed by a vague and 
sadden awe, for they knew that tliey were in the presence 
of death, and that \he hand which had dealt it was the 
hand of hia chosen friend. But he, who had slain him, 
more coldly, more pitilessly thi^p the merciful amongst m 
Would slay a dog, stood unmoved in the shadow, with hia 
ruthless calm, his deadly serenity, which bad no remorse as 
•' # Si 
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it had bad do mercy, while about his lips there was a cold end 
evil smile, and in his eyes gleamed the lurid tiame of a 
tiger^B tnumph— the triumph when it has tasted blood, and 
slaked its thirst in life. 

" Voyez /— est mort ! ” 

‘ The words, uttered in his ear by Valdor, were hoarse and 
almost tremulous ; but he heard and assented to them un- 
moved. An exultant light shone and glittered in his eyes ; 
he had avenged himself and her ! Liic was the sole price 
that his revenge had set ; his purpose had been as iron, and 
his soul was as bronze. He went nearer, Icisiuuly, and 
stooped and looked at the work of his hand. In the gloom 
the dark-red blood could yet be clearly scon, slowly welling 
out and staining the clotted herl)ag(i as it flowed, while one 
stray gleam of light still stole across, as if in love and pity, 
and played about the long fair hair which ti’ailcd amidst the 
grass. 

Life still lingered, faintly, flickeringly, as though loth to 
leave for ever that which one brief moment before had been 
instinct with all its richest glory ; the eyes opened wide 
GDce more, and looked up to the evening skies with a wild, 
delirious, appealing pain, and the lips which yfcre growing 
white and drawn moved in a gasping prayer : 

Oh God ! I forgive— 'I forgive. He did not know 

Then his head fell back, and his eyes gazed upward with- 
out sight or sense, and Uinrmuring low a w’oman’s name, 
“Lucille I Lucille while one last breath shivered like a 
deep-drawm sigh timough all his frame — ho died. And his 
Murderer stood by to sec the shudder convulse the rigid 
limbs, and count each lingering pang — calm, pitiless, un- 
moved, his face so serene in its chill indifference, its brutal 
and unnatural tranquillity, whilst beneath the drooped lids, 
his eyes watched with the dark glitter of a triumphiiuo 
vengeance, the last agony of the man w Iiorn ho had loved, that 
the two who were with him in this gliastly hour shrank in 
voluntarilv from his side, aw^cd more by the Living tlian the 
Dead. Almost nnconsciouslyithey watched kim, fascinated 
basilislc-vviBe, as he stooped and severed a long flake of hair 
that W’as soiled by the dank earth and wet with tTie dew ; un- 
ai*re$ted they let him turn &way vvith the golden lock iu his 
hand and tiie fatal calm on his face, and move to the spot 
^vhefo his horse was waiting. The beat of the hoofs rang 
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mnlUed on the turf, growing fainter md fainter as the gallop 
receded. Strathmore rode to her whose bidding had steelea 
hig arm, and whose soft embrace would be his reward ; rode 
swift and hard; with his hand closing fast on the promised 
pledge of his vengeance ; while beliind him, in the shadows 
of the falling night, lay a man whom he had once loved, 
whom he had now slain, with the liglit of early stars break- 
ing pale and cold, to shine upon the ooising blooJ as it 
trailed slowly in its death-stream through the grasses, stain- 
ing red the arid turf. 

And the sun had gone doum upon his wrath. , 


CHAI>TEE XXV. 

TH£ MESSA0K FEOM THE DEAD. 

The golden curl of the dead man’s hair lay in her lap, in 
jilcdge and proof that her bidding had been done, that his 
revenge was* taken ; and she stoopijd over her lover, this 
j\lessalina with her cheek of childlike bloom, this Circe with 
her glance of gazelle-softiic'ss, and wreathed her white arms 
about him, and leaned on his her fragrant lips. Arid he was 
happy I — ay, as the drunkard is in the reeling madness of 
liis rcvol, us the opium-eater is in the delirious insanities of 
his excitation ; he was happy with this guilt at his door, 
with this lile on his soul, while the tresses of her hair swept 
soil against his cheek and the languor of her eyes looked 
back into his own. 

Remorse was pot upon him — she, even as she was his idol, 
tecame also his conscience and his God. His honor bad 
bent like a green withe in her hands, and crime had no sting 
Bince it was just and sweet in her sight. 

The past hour left no trail its horror, the death sum- 
moned at his will followed him with no reproach ; as he had 
been witliowt mercy, so he was now without remorse ; the 
gliajtly breath of the grave chilled him not in the dreamy 
Avarmtla of her kisses, and in his heart the plague-spot of 
crime was not felt while it beat upon hers. As a man after 
deep draughts of* strong mne has all memory diazily 
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drowned* but every seuRe &abtilely heated and rouRed, so the 
fierce passions of whiclr he had drunk so deeply in one brief 
twelve hours had dulled all conscience, and fanned his blood 
to flame. For her sake, at her bidding, he had steeped his 
soul in the guilt of Cain ; and so much the more deeply as 
it doomed him, so much the sweeter grew his love. And 
the silken gold of the dead man’s hair lay there, wet and 
soiled with the night dews ; and he, the Living, gave it no 
glance of pity, no shudder of remorse, but looked up only to 
the eyes of the enchantress, and only drew her rich lips 
(doser to his own. 

What though a hell had yawned before him for this 
deed? — his heaven lay here in a woman’s soft embrace. 
What were God or Man to him ? — sIm smiled upon his sin. 

Strathmore I ’’ 

Low whispered, the name struck on his ear as ho passed 
ihe open window of a corridor leading back to his own room, 
in the gray of the early dawn. The casement looked upon 
the gardens, and in the faint light he saw the figure of a 
man standing there below. 

Strathmore I ” 

At the second whisper he turned towards the embrasure, 
and leaned out : 

Who are you ?” 

I — hush ! *’ said the B])enker, in whom he now rccognir-od 
EitoH’s second : Wake p-* one, or they w'ill wonder why 1 
come like a thief in the twilight. As 1 saw you pass the 
window, I thought it better to call you than to rouse tho 
bouse. 1 came to tell you that to-night’s atfair may be the 
subject of inquiry, and that it would be wise to get out of 
France.’* 

“ Psiiaw ! All I do I defend.” 

He spoke carelessly and contemptuously^ where he leaned 
against the embrasure, lo(>king down on the speaker, who, 
uithough his adversary’s second, had been aii acquaintance 
also of his own. 

As you choose, I onlv tell you. Sir Arthur has rallied 
enough to be furious in liis grief. For myself, I shall go 
across the frontier. I have no fancy to ^ait for the 
fracas” * 

'yhat will be as you please, but it cannot concern me.” 

Tik other looked up at him in the light of the new-risen 
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BUB, with Bomething of that teeling, which had tifJide him 
shrink from the man who had stood witli a pitiless smile on 
his lips, to watcli tlie death throes slacken and grow still. 
He was a soldier, and thought little of a life taken or 
spared, but ev^n he shuddered at Strathmore’s calm in- 
difference, whilst as yet but the short space of one sum- 
mer’s night stretched betwixt so dark a tragedy and its 
author. 

Ko,” he said, bluntly : “ I believe you take no <3t)ncern 
save in what touches your$elf ! But Erroll bade me, if he 
I'ell, give you tliis ; it is all he left to my charge — save 
another for a woman in England.” 

He lifted his hand up, standing on the stone coping, and 
raised a letter. Strathmore stretched and took it, and the 
othei’ turned away, without more words, and strode back 
across the lawn in the gloaming. 

The sun had risen high enough for the writing to be clear, 
and as his eyes fell on the superscription, where he stood 
alone in the deserted corridor while all around him slept, fof 
the first time his own revenge recoiled back on him ; he re- 
membered how the life which he had taken had once been 
perilled for his own ; he remembered how this man had 
loved liim !* The suddenness of this nnlooked4br message 
from the dead, awoke memories which staggered his mer- 
ciless and immutable calm. He crushed the letter in his 
hand unread, and, leaving the house, went out into the 
dawn instead of going to his chamber ; in that moment he 
wished to slum even the gaze of hirelings — in that moment, 
lie road what the hand now lifeless had wi'itten, he 
lelt he must have about him the fresh, clear air of morn- 
ing. For, 

“ Our aots our an gob are, or good or ill, 

The^atal shadows which walk by us still ; " 

and already the doom wrought by his own hand, was follow- 
ing in his trail. 

He walked onward in the solemn stillness of that earlj 
day, fresh from the lasciviofis sweetness of a guilty lov» 
and the farious delight of a brutal vengeance — walked 
onward through the wa«m wljite mists of the morning, 
ilirough silent solitudes of woodland, crushin" the pacl-.pt, 
in his hand unread, until the rapid rush of the river at 
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his feet arresting his course made him note whither he 
went* Then he paused, and wrenched open the letter of 
the man who had fallen by his hand. And what he read 
^as this : 

‘‘ Your own act has made more words between us im- 
possible ; to a blow there can be but one answer. But I 
write this in the hazard that in a few hours I may have 
ceased to live ; when I am dead you may hear without dis- 
hon(»r to me that you have wronged me from first to last, 
Were it alone for the sake of our past friendship, I would 
not let you go through life holding me the liar and betrayer 
you now do ; it were to debase and pollute all mankind in 
iny person and in your sight. AVhal you believe 1 se. 
plainly, how you were duped to believe it I can conjccturtf 
well enough ; it is sufficient that by your belief you do 
me the foullest WToiig iliat ever a lie worked. It is slie 
who betrayed you, not 1. I loved her — true! with that 
vile sensual ])assiou which levels us to brutes ; but, before 
God, Strnrhtnore, I wTite my oath to you that to that love I 
never yielded ; it was she who tempted, I who resisted. In 
this must lie the root of the revenge upon myself whicli 
she now takes in goading and duping your jealousy till 
you believe you see in me a rival who would have 
treacherously Bup])lanied you. Last night, in warning 
you of Marion Vavasour’s inconstancy, I spoke no slander 
as you thought ; wlien you taunted me for proof I could 
have given it you on the word of one who, as yon n^;ell 
know, never lied. Only a few moments belbre I Ii&d 
been alone with her, when the Due left, in the supper- 
room ; alone, with no shield between my hateful passion, 
that sprang up unawares, ripe as it was rank, and her 
own loveliness, that lured me with glances, wdth smiles, 
with hinted words, with every devilish divine temptation. 
. • . My God 1 you knowr the snare — yQu succumbeil 
to it. Pity me, forgive me, if, for an instant, 1 almost for- 
got, all bonds of honor to you ; if, for an instant, I fell so 
low as to remember nothing fiave that her eyes wooed my 
love and confessed her own— save, that what I loathed while 
I coveted it, might be mine at njy will. Pity me, forgiv® 
me, yon who know her actursed sorceress beguilmg8,*her 
subtle tempting that lies in the languor of a glance, in the 
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passing fragrance of her hair i My weakness endure^ ^ul 
an instant ; then I broke from her while I had strength ; 
1 left her while the first whispers of love stole from her 
lips. At the moment I encountered you ; I strove to warn 
you of the worthlessness of the woman on whose love you 
staked your life and — fool that I was ! when you gibed 
and taunted me for proof, I shrank from striking you the 
(leadlv blow ; I chose rather to let you think of me as you 
would, than force you to own the right by which I ijpoke, 
since I must have bought my vindication at such c6Bt to 
you. Early on the following morning her page brought 
me a note Irom Lady Vavasour. I send it to you ; it will 
serve to show you how subtlely, how poetically, she shrouds 
her wanton infidelities, this double-traitress to her lovers 
Mud lier lord ! I wrote her back words that she will never 
pardon me. Suffice it, that they were such as stripped 
her aiiumrs of their delicate gloss, to show them to her in 
theit own naked light ; such as refused her love for your 
sake, and rebuked her treachery in your name and my 
<iwn. Out of her presence, and in the calmness of morn- 
ing, I had strength to do tluis much in the right path — 
0o(l knows I have wandered from it often enough ! This 
is the brief .entire truth. My lips never spoke a lie ; my 
hand would scarce write one, when, for aught I know, I 
may be within an hour of my death. I write it because I 
ev)ul(i not endure (hat throughout your life, you should 
liuld my memory tainted with such tij rice-darn ned treachery 
as^you have attributed to me 5 and it will spare, rather 
than inflict on you, added pain, since soOner or later you 
must learn that this w'oman’s pavSsion has fled, though 
her pride of dominion over you still lingers, and you will 
siifi'er less to know it thus, than to track it first in the 
rivalry and triumph of some living foe. 

Now let m% make one request in as few words as I 
can ; for though, after what has passed, I should compel 
you to meet me were you my brother by blood, I still 
jhoose rather to ask this boon of you than of any other. 
The young girl whom you once saw with me in the elm- 
y*'alk at "^hibe Ladies — perhaps you have forgot the 
tiircumsiance — was not ^my mistress, as you naturally 
thought, but my wife. ^Threrf years ago we met by a 
iitrauge accident, while I was staying at your house 
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during your absence. was the daughter of an exiled 
Hungarian nc»ble, who had talcen refuge near the Abbey, 
in obfiourity and poverty. She was in the early grief of 
hev father’s recent loss, a mere child in years, singularly 
lovely, and almost destitute. I loved, and I soon taught 
her to love* To have offered her dishonor, in her trustful 
and defenceless innocence, would have beoi dishonor. I 
married her, but secretly, and have kept it secret even from 
you, i)artly for entanglements, that you know hampered 
me, partly because of rny creditors, chiefly because, as you 
are aware, the knowledge of such a marriage would have 
insured my certain disinheritance by Sir Arthur. She has 
lived at miito Ladies, still under her father’s name of J)e 
V'ocqsal, and youi* almost, constant absence on the Continent, 
prevented your hearing whatever rumors might be afloat re- 
garding our connection. She is very dear to me ; yet I have 
but ill recompensed such love as she has borne me. My 4eath 
will leave Lucille and her child penniless and unprotected ; 
what I would now ask of you is, as far as may lie in your 
power, to shield 'her from the bitterness she is so little 
fitted to brave. This, then, is the trust I leave you, 
Strathmore ; you will let her find in you a sure and faith- 
flttl friend ; you will make to her, atonement for the wrong 
you have done to me ; and if her child, now in its infancy, 
ever live to womanhood, I would wish that in years to 
come you should speak to her sometimes of her father, but 
never let her become aware that it is by your hand I fell. 
Should it be decreed that I die thus, I will not say, ‘ Know 
no remorse,’ for that were to wish you devil, not man ; but 
I do say to you, believe this, that neither now nor i» 
the most abhorr^ hours that your mad passion for the 
wauton adulteress who has parted us, ever caused mo, have 
I felt bitterness to you. ^ I would that it had been an open 
enemy who had done me this dislionor, and not thou, my 
brother, my guide, my own familiar friend but— since thus 
it has chanced — take my last words as you would take the 
oatla of a dying man. I forgivg you fully all-tliat has already 
passed, all that may yet be to come. If 1 die, remember— lit 
vrill be in peace with you. 

“ BiJiiXin KUEOLL*” 

Tliifi was the Message of the Dead. 
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Standing in the morning light, whfise reddening sun- 
lays fitrearaing on the page, lit up each word till it seemed 
written in blood, Strathmore read— read on to the last 
line. 

Then a shrill, hoarse cry, shuddering ran through all 
the forest silence, greeting the early day as it uprose — 
the cry of a great agony — and throwing his tirms above 
his head, he fell like a drunken man, down upon the sodden 
earth. ? 


CHAPTEE XXVI. 

VJllOSO HAS SOWN THE WHIRLWIND SHALL BE REAPER 

^ Oi^ THE STORM.” 

Marion Vavasour stood on the balcony of her dressing- 
room looking down on the rose-gardens below, and leaned 
her white arms upon the bronze •scroll-work, and let her 
Eastern cymar of snowy silk float at will upon the summer 
wind, arid,*with a sunny laughter sweetly glancing in her 
v‘yes, gazed at the mists afar off, or downward to where her 
love-birds were shaking the dew from their wings. Yonder, 
beneath the roof that was within her sight, where the early 
sun-rays played about the lips that \vere sealed to silence, 
and the eyes which could never more open to their light, ^ 
lay the dead, slain at her whisper, to sate her revenge I 
yonder, under the forest-shadows, whose outliiie she traced 
from her rose-hung balcony, a living man wrekled with his 
agony, his soul tainted witli a murderer’s guilt, because her 
kiss had move^him to its work, her word aroused him to 
its hcil-born passions. But the knowledge did not cast one 
shade upon her brow, did not scare away for one brief hour 
the smile that wantoned on her lips ; nay, the knowledge was 
dear to her, since it was pjoof and tribute to her power. 
Por in this dazzling, delicate creature was the cruelty of the 
beast of the desert 

The full light of the cliiy, now fully risen for some hours, 
bathed her in its warmth, whilst clusters of her favorite 
flowers dung above and below her in their perftuny pro- 
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fusion, till she seeped framed in roses ; her floating dress 
showed all the voluptuous outline of her form ; her rich hair 
lay lightly on her shoulders, glancing in the sun ; and thus, 
in her proud loveliness, she was seen by the man she had 
betrayed. 

It had been better for her then death had stricken 
her in that hour. Woe as her beauty had wrouglit for others, 
it had never worked deadlier destruction than that which it 
now brought herself. 

Suddenly, betwixt her and the sunlight, a shadow fell. 

Slie turned, with tlie gay challenge of her triiiinplniiit 
smile, the silvery folds of her robes sweeping the leaves m 
the roses till they fell in a fragrant shower ; then, for th« 
first time in her shadowless lile, the smile faded from off 
those laughing lips, and the pallor of a ghastly terror 
blanched the rich bloom from her face. She saw the man 
whom she had fooled with the foul simulacrum of an un- 
dying love, and whom her breath, with its traitorous caresiicp, 
hud wooed to the bottomless depths of crime. And slie saw 
that he knew her aright at last— saw that there are momeni s 
in human life which transform men to fiends, leaving them 
no likeness of themselves ; moments in which the bond-slave, 
goaded to insanity, turns and rends liis tyrant. 

AVith a spring like a bloodhound^s, Strathmore overleapi 
the barrier whicli parted them, and caught her in his grasj), 
bruising the w’hile skin which he had once deemed too fair 
for the summer winds to In-eallie on us they blew. And a 
deadly fear came on her, tor she knew that now her voice 
would have no power to cpell the tempest— the voice wdiieli 
had lured him to crime ! She knew that now her loveliness 
could have ne sway to bring him to her feet — the loveliness 
which was but one foul lie ! 

As the bloodhound seizes on its prey, his hand crushed 
lier there wheixs she stood ; his face was haggard, his eyes 
were bloodshot, and alight with lurid flame;, his hair wet 
and clotted with the damp sweat of anguish ; his dress dis- 
ordered, and stained with the soil of the earth, and the dews 
of the morning. Pew could Aave recognized him in the 
wreck one crime had wrought— one hour worked. In hi# 
a^ny he was mad— I speak it literally— mad ; with its 
hideous riot surging in his^brainj and reeling through diis 
blood, And in the sunlight he saw the mockinii accursed 
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/ovelmess, wiifch, eyen as a fiend in angel guise, had dzawii 
him on into an abyss of infemy, and stained his soul with 
the eurse of guilt. 

He crushed her in his arms, bruising her white bosom 
and her delicate limbs; and his voice, which had lost 
almost all human sound, broke out with a loud hissing 
wliisper: 

“ Traitress — murderess ! I will have life for life I It is 
the old Jew law — God’s ordinfmee! ” 

Tliroiigh the stillness of the summer morning his fiaugh 
^ang out with horrible mirth ; his soul, drunk with one sm, 
was athirst for more — athirst to tramjde out this divine and 
devilish tliiiig wliicli he had worshipped, dowu into thi 
darkness of the tomb ; to avenge his own betrayal, and th( 
betrayal of the dead, on the woman who had trepanned both, 
with iior wanton’s love, her serpent’s cruelty. His hot breath 
scoivhed her face; his eyes, bright with the light of insanity, 
glared into her own ; his hands twisted in the shower of het 
f-'hiuing hair, tliat golden web which had meshed him in its 
toils ; he bold her crushed and powerless to break away from 
t|jc worst that he might W’ork, while the fair hues of her 
1’at‘e blanched white, and her voice rose in a shriek of abject 
terror. 

“ Oh God ! I shall die— :! shall die ! Ton would not kil I 
me, Strathmore ? ” 

Again, in its ghastly mirth, the horrid laugh broke out; 
he W’ns delirious in his agony. 

“ Wliy not ? Why not, if devils can die ? You have done 
murderer’s work, you .shall have a murderer’s doom,” 

Held in his grip, she could not free lierself ; clenched 
there as in a vice of iron, she could not escape from wiiatso- 
ever lie might mete out to her, and in his maddened, cheated 
love, his felon guilt, his tortures of remorse, he knew not 
what he did ; he was brutal and conscienceless as any beast 
of prey ravening for blood. He only saw^ in the burning 
glare of the mocking sunlight, the beauty which had be- 
trayed him ; he only felt the forest-brute’s fierce, craving 
thirst for life. And slae kiy'w that she was in his power ; 
sho knew that her slave was now her master. Sickening 
^’ith teri’ofj trembling, quivering, stifled, she wrestled in hii 
grasp, while her voice mlaned wt a piteous cry : 

Oh, Strathmore I My God ! — have mercy, mercy ! ^ 
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Oloser mA closer he clenched her in his grip, her ambw 
hair tangled in his arms, her form pressed in his hold until 
slie moaned with pain, while his laugh rang out again like 
Damien's in the tortm'e of the fires. 

“I will give you such mercy as you gaye— no other ! " 

And she know that death was nigh her now— death fiom 
the hands of the man she had fooled, and goaded, and be* 
trayed ; in his iron strength her delicate frame was frail up 
flax which the winds can break in twain, and as heljjless to 
his will. One grip of his fingers on her throat, and its 
breath would be stilled for erer ; one blow from his hand 
ufx)n her fair veined temples, and the death she had meted 
out would be her portion. 

With all the preternatural strength which is begotten from 
a ghastly terror, she w^restled and panted in his hold, as the 
bird in the hand of the snarer ; as easily might she have 
sought to escape from a vice of steel that had lucked her in 
its jaws, as seek to wrench herself free from the deadly grip 
of the man whoso outraged love made him a fiend, whose 
hideous remorse made him a madman. 

A sickness of mortal fear came over her ; a mist blinded 
her eyes, shutting out the light of day ; a loud noise surged 
in her ear, and beat about her brain. He only saw in the 
glaring sun-rays the lace which he had worshipped — the face 
which had lured him to his sin ; he only knew but one bruh' 
impulse to crush and trample out this loveliness, where 
never more could it reproach him — ^Avhere never more could 
others gaze upon and riot in it. She was dying — dying by 
his hand! — without ])ower to summon those who lay within 
her call; without strength to break from him to where 
safety, succor, defence were all at hand, only parted from 
her by the velvet hangings of her door! There, without, 
lay the sunny peopled earth ; here, nigh at hand, was the 
household which obeyed her slightest word*: yet powerless, 
voiceless, imprisoned in his grip, she must die, without ?? 
sign, without a cry, like the fawn which is choked by the 
Imnd’s death-grapple ! 

And her eyes gazed up to hifii with a wild appealing pan', 
and that look smote his strength like a sudden ^blow. He 
had seen it when the sun l^ad set, in the sightless eyes ol 
Llic dead 1 

His fr&me shivered, his limbs grew |) 0 werlesS| bis sinews 
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paralyzed, his nerres stricken sfcrengthless ; he threw her 
from him with a sudden cry, hurling her fragile form, from 
out his arms, as the winds hurl a tooken flower from out 
their path* 

“ Death is too much mercy for you ! You shall live to 
suffer ! ” 

And, leaving her where she iay in her bruised and 
quivering loveliness, Strathmore reeled out into the 
scorching sunlight, that seemed to glare upon his sight and 
scathe his brow like fire — creeled, staggering like a druhken 
man, his eyes blind, his brain giddy, with the horrible riot 
of threatening delirium. For on his soul was the curse of 
Cain. 

Marion Vavasour told none of that hour of jeopardy. 
AVhen he hurled her from him she fell insensible, and her 
attendants finding her thus, deemed it a swoon or syncope, 
and she let the en'or pass undisputed. Too much was inter- 
twined witli that horrible conflict for her lips to be those 
which unfolded its story. And on tlie morrow, when she 
lay on her delicate couch shrouded in laces, and silks, and 
cashmeres, her eyes but the lovelier for the dark circle be^ 
neatli them, her face but Jihe fairer fi)r its fragile whiteness 
and the Irthguor of indisposition. Monseigneur le Due 
d’Etoiles and Monsignore VillAflor, admitted to her cabinet 
de toilette, thought they had never beheld her more divine 
in her most dazzling moments, than in this illness, which 
she allowed that the tragedy in which her name vr<v} in- 
volved, had brought on her through its shock and its terror. 

Cecil Strathmore has killed his friend, yon know ? It 
is fearful — ^it is terrible ! It has shattered all my nerves,” 
she said, with a delicate shiver of terror to the prince and 
the bishop : “ That horrible story ! — do not talk of it any 
more, I besecc];! you — I entreat you, sire. Poor Cecil I 
My lord always said he wwid commit some crime or other 
some day. ^hoy quarrelled about me, you say — perhaps ! 
Put it was bien Ute if they did. And poor Bertie Erroll 
so handsome ! It is suc^ a pity that the Strathmores' 
passions were always dangerous ! ” 

And Marion Vavasour sighed, and shltddered again with 
ihat delicate tresmilkm^t^ an^- stirred her chocolate, and 
stroked the snowy curls of her lion-dog, and languidly 
tossed some perfume over her jewelled fingers, end a^kcHl 
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what they thought of Scribe’s new comedy and George 
Sand’s fresh novel, while Monseigneur and Monsignore 
each alike congratulated himself that her long unbroken 
liaison was evidently snapped asunder with this Bois scandal, 
of wliich all Paris was talking, and that its rupture had left 
a fair field open to all nevt^ aspirants. 

Eemorse was not in her ; she knew it not ; and she was 
well content that Paris should have nothing else to discourse 
of, before midnight in the Salons, and after midnight 
in the Cercles, but this tragedy in the Dccr Park, whose 
fetal end was but sign and seal of her power. Two conn* 
tries babbled of that Helen-like beauty which drove men lo 
madness — 

“ H8 when through ripen’d com, 

By (liiving wlnda, the craeLling flames are borne.” 

What mattered it at what price her superb triumphs were 
won ? 

It was but once or twice in solitude that, romcrabering, 
with the icy dread of its awful danger shivering atVcsIi 
through all lier veins, the peril of the death which had m 
nigh enctunpassed her, she heard again hissing in her oar, 
With its ghiisdy laugh, that menace of the futifi’c : Hetitli 
is too much mercy for you ! You shall live to sullcr ! ” It 
was only then that, vaguely and with a nameless dread, 
Marion Vavasour, in her glad and glorious omnipotence, 
feared, with prescient terror, that law inexorable which has 
written; Whoso sows the whirlwind, shall be reaper of 
the storm ! ” 


CHAPTEH XXVII. 

« 

DIES IRi®. 

1’hb lh!l sweet light of the summer day fell into the 
chamlicr of the dead, where tfiey had lain him down ond 
left him in the deep stillness that no footfall stiri'ed, no 
voice disturbed, and no love watched, save that .of a little 
gp&niel which had crept info his Veast and flew at those 
who sought to move her from her vigil, and crouched tiiere 
trembling and moaning piteously. 
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The sun of another day had risen, waking the earth to 
its toil and the children to their play ; lilting the drooped 
bells of the closed flowers, and rousing the butterfly to 
flutter ill the liglit ; giving back to the birds their song, to 
I he waters their sparkle, to the blue seas their laughing 
jlcnra ; bringing to all the world its resurrection from the 
silence and the gloom of ujghL But here where the sun 
jell, touching his cheek to warmth, his hair to gold, ii had 
no spell to waken ; life was left to the insect stirring In the 
grasses, to the leaf flickering in the wind, to the spider 
weaving in Ihc sunshine — but life was robbed from him ! 

Through tlic long day the light found its way into the 
tlnrkened and wandered lovingly about the limbs, 

with their fiu})crb and stately stature, whieli lay powerless 
and sLi'ickeii ; and about the face, with its rich, woman- 
lilce henuty, where the fair, luxuriant hair was' clotted 
and soiled with the black trail of blood, and where the 
gi‘ay hue of that Corruption which Icnows no pity in its 
ihoil, no mercy in its inarch, already was stealing on its 
glinstly wa 3 ^ 

The day was nigh its close when the hired watcher, dully 
Kloeidug at Uis post, started in adright as a voice fell on his 
ear : 

Let me pass ! ** 

“ Pass ? Not there r" 

“ Yes—lhere.” 

At the reply the man looked up to scan the stranger who 
fronglit to enter to the eliambor of the dead ; and, as he saw 
!iis lace, although it was wholly unfamiliar to him, shud- 
dered at the look it wore, and at the light that glittered 
in tlie eyes. 

Why— why ? he faltered : “ What claim have yon ? 
Who are you ? 

“ I am Lis murderer 1 Stand by 1 ” 

And at the hideous calmness of the answer the man iu- 
yoliintarily sickened and shuddered and fell back ; and an 
iron gi‘asp thrust him aside like a cowering dog, and cioged 
'he door uppn him and barred him out. 

Strathmore was aione v^th the dead, 

A*nd he stood by him, ovei^ as in the virgin years of the 
young world the First Murderer stood beside the brother 
;'\Tom he had slaughtered in his fair and gracious man- 
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liuini, because the seethiug madness and the brutal hate 
of jealousy and venp^eance had made a ghastly crime seem 
sweet and holy in his sight. Tlie sin of Cain was on his 
soul — and even as Cain heard in the awful silence the voice 
of God calling on him for the life that ho had hurled from 
earth, so he heard it now, as in his agony he shrieked aloud 
to the dead to waken, and free him from his curse ! — to arise 
and live again, so that he should not bear this doom through 
life and through eternity ! And his own voice, as it echoed 
back upon the stillness, left silence as the i mocking answer 
of his prayer, that silence which must forever stretch 
betwixt the dead and him. 

He shuddered in the sultry waimtli of the day, like ouw 
who shivers in the dank, icy waters ; and stood looking 
down upon the white, serene face, and the hair that was 
blackened with blood, looking, with the dulled, paralysed 
stupor of remorse. 

This man had loved him, had suffered for him, bad borne 
with sacrifice and wrong for his sake, had cleaved to him 
closer than a brother — and he had slaughtered him as we 
slaughter a brute I 

Yesterday living, in all the fulness, the strength, the 
beauty, the rich rejoicing glory of his manhood, and to- 
day dead — dead ! — carrion that lay sightless to the sun- 
shine, senseless to all sound, powerless to lift his hand 
against the feeblest insect that should begin the fell work 
of the tomb, useless save to be thrust away by hasty hands 
out of remembrance of men into the dark and brutal silence 
of the grave. 

Standing there beside him, a terror, such as falls upon 
men in their death-Iiour, when every forgotten sin 
stands out to damn them, fell upon his murderer ; rending 
nsunder the iron of a pitiless nature ; striving to dust, os 
the lightning shivers steel, the unyielding strength which 
had refused to know remorse, and had gaz6d Avitli a chill 
smile upon the agonies of death ; smiting down upon his 
knees, as with the wrath of Gjjp d, the mortal who^e passions 
had usurped God's judgment and forestalled God's summons, 
who had . dared to mete out life and death kb though he 
were .ptot Man but Deity, i ir 

Jfow'fbr the first hour he realized Avhat he hnd done * 
and stiuclv by it as by a blow, he staggered and fell, his 
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head bowed, his ams stretched out, the dews of a mortal 
agony thick upon his broAV, his brain on fire with the hor- 
rible surging of the blood that like a pent-up flood seemed 
bursting to "break from bondage. 

And suddenly in that dread silence where he knelt 
beside the dead, there arose, joyous and melodious, the 
(iTcning song of the birds without, where they fluttered 
amidst the ilex leaves ; and the tender sound struck on his 
car as a knive strikes upon bare quivering nerves, Irfthose 
frail things, born for a summer’s span, which could be 
crushed by a young child’s feeble grasp, the great mystety 
of Life was left ; and here — li^re his hand haa shattered it 
for ever. A lifetime of I'emorse could not restore what he 
had destroyed and trampled out in the brute fury of one 
crime. 

That sound broke his stupor, and perchance saved him 
from madness ; his chest rose and fell as though heaving 
against bands of iron ; the blood beat and surged about 
his brain ; the iron of his nature broken asunder, yielded 
and gave way, and one deep, gasping sob quiveredin the air 
as he sank forward, calling in his blind agony on the name 
of tlic dead.^ 

There, beside the man whom he had loved and murdered, 
they found him when, far towards the night, they broke 
open the barred door — found him lying senseless. 

For two months the wise men who gathered about his bed, 
because he had gold and rank, and sought to drive away the 
fell Eumenides which followed .a fell crime with the poor 
miserable herbs and poisons that their pharmacopoeia taught 
them, held his life in danger and called his peril by a 
lengthy name. 

More briefly, it Was but the mad beating of the prisoned 
blood, which hot and surging like the waves of a sea, flooded 
all the chambers of the brain, already filled with distorted 
tlionghts and abhorred sounds, the offspring, not of the 
phuntasia of delirium, but worse — of the memories of guilt. 
Worse ; for the madman or ^he fever-stricken, toade simo, 
leaves his bed, leaves far behind him all which turned it 
mtb hell ; but when the lurking fire in his blood hiMi, flame- 
like, of itself burned doWn into exhaustion (or as the wise 
better loved to phrase it, when ‘‘ /to/ had cured him'*), 
him arose every dread Bhat)e that liad made night 
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horrible and day sickly ; and with him they passed out into 
the world, and mingled with the things of daily life, and 
followed him — denying him solitude, forbidding him rest. 
In those awful hours w’hen but one of two issues had seemed 
inevitable for him — insanity or death — these had been ever 
before l)im ; the Sorceress, 'with the wanton glamour of her 
divine loveliness, whose kiss seemed ever scorching on his 
lips, whose laugh seemed ever mocking on his ear ; and the 
Dead whom he had slaughtered at her bidding, whose dying 
sigh quivered for ever on the air, and whose face, with tlie 
eyes wide open to the light, with timir last look of ^ild 
appealing pain, for ever was before him. 

When he arose and went forth among men, with what 
seemed to the world, wdiicb had thrilled with the liorror of 
his story, an unaltered bearing, an unnatural negligence and 
calm, tliese were with him still — spectres of the Passion 
which had betrayed him, of the Crime with which his soul 
was stained. Before the tribunal of God, in the horrors ot 
night and solitude, when none were by to stand betwixt him 
and the sin which made his conscience its own .hell, betwixt 
him and the desire which rioted still for this woman's lost 
loveliness, though, swift as naphtha leaps to flame, his mad 
love had changed lo hatred, his clmstisomcnt grew more 
ghastly with every day which dawned, wuth every hour that 
passeth. It vras oven as the chaBiisement of Orestes, 
ibilowed by those dread shapes which tracked him thj-ough 
Ins doom, and lay beside liim even on the threshold of 
the altar of God, watciiing liim while ho slept, so tl)at Ijih 
sleep was peacelcps ; while he waked, so that In’s day was 
joyless ; while lie prayed, so that his prayer was fruitless 
—those Eumenides which are but type and figure of the 
Passions. 

There are natures which in their anguish ^eek the fellow- 
ship of their kind, as a wounded deer will seek his herd ; 
there are others w^hich shun it, as the stricken eagle soars 
aloft to die alone, howsoever the blood be dropping from his 
broken win^s, Strathmore’s ijatare, proud, tenacious, un- 
yielding as iron, was the last. Pitiless himself, he abhorred 
pity, and if he yielded little mercy to misery, he^sked noni 
for hie own. Therefore the woif d, when he rose from ^his 
bed entered it once more, marvelled at his heartlessness, 
jmd deemed him unchanged, untouched ! So the world, 
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great liar though it be, is oftentimes deceived ! Unchanged -t 
—if tlie iron that has passed through the fire be tmchange^i 
after the furnace which has molten it in its scorch till it 
bent like a river reed, be unchanged, then was he so ; not 
else. All that was evil in him had leapt up like a lion from 
his Inir, and now could never more be drugged to sleep ; all 
of softness which his guilty love had lent his nature had 
swept aside in the whirlwind, and its pitUoss stij^gth 
liad centred in but one purpose, one desire, one craving ’ 
that of vengeance. For his character was one of those ii 
which cruelty is twin-bom with suffering, and which, having 
tJislerl of crime as the tiger of blood, seeks more, and biota 
ont sin by sin. Ills curse had been born of his vengeance ; 
yet but to cnisli out his agony he craved vengeance yet 
again. For this man, wiio had held himself his own god to 
nioiiid his destiny at Avill, who had deemed he ruled hia 
desires under iron (;urb, and who had looked on in cold dis- 
dain while- others sufiered or rejoiced, indifferent to joy a^ 
he wjis steeled to pain, endured loi*tures such as weaker^ 
g('nil(ir natures never know — let them thank Heaven foi 
their exemption ! However guilty and born wholly of the 
senses his loye had been, he had worshipped the woman who 
had betrayed liim ; the very air she breathed had been sacred 
to him ; he had been jealous of the very winds that played 
amidst her hair, and he would have staked his life upon her 
love, even as he did stake his honor and his peace. What 
marvel that notv the hate wherewith he hated her was yet 
greater than the love wherewith he had loved her ?*’ For 
her hand had hurled him into an abyss of guilt ; her kiSsS 
had breathed upon his lips a curse that must for ever lie 
there ; her tempting had .allured and betrayed him into 
crime, which however the law and the world freed him from 
‘dl guilt, marked him out for ever in his own sight and in 
the sight of God— a murderer. 

And go whither he would his curse pursued him. In the 
watches of night it awakened him, and he cried out in its 
agony with the cold sweat dai«k upon his brow. In the chill 
dawn it uprose with him, tiU the light of day looked hideous, 
imd made hun turn from it as from the gaze of an accusing 
angel. Passing The opeir door# of church or catlxedral It 
pursued him, for the hot sun seemed streaming down upon 
written Law which guards the sanctity of life, and forbids 
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its golden cord to be cut asunder by the hand of man. 
Amidst the peopled world it haunted him, till the purple 
wine in his glass looked red with blood, and through the 
liotous laughter of brilliant revel, he heard ever in his ear 
the piteous shiver of one dying sigh. In the gay glare of 
gaslight, or in the gray shadows of the twilight, in the rush 
of crowds or in the stillness of his chamber, he saw the faee 
of the dead ; he saw the shudder of the labored breath, the 
anguish of the death-spasm, the life-blood winding slowly, 
slowly, in its dark and slimy trail amidst the grasses aiid 
soaking the fair and trailing hair. Like unto Cain’s had 
been his crime ; like unto Cain’s was now his cliasLiserneut. 
And the brand burned not the less, but the more, upon his 
soul because it was not written on his b!’o\v for men to 
read. 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 

BBQUIEM -ffiTEBNAM. 

t 

It was a damp, yellow autumn night, with the melancholj 
sighing of winds through the dense Druidic woods, and w hitt 
vapors rising from the meres and estuaries to sweep chilly 
across the sw^ard. A profound silence reigned over White 
Ladies — a silence in which the “ calling of the sea ” coultl 
be heard from afar off, where the Western Ocean washed 
time-worn reefs, and each fall of the yet green leaves trem- 
bled audibly through the stillness. And in this silence, 
profound as that of mountain solitudes, save for the moan- 
ing murmur of the restless seas and the weary lulling of tlif 
winds as they s^vept through the pathless forests, a man 
on foot and alone took his way through 'the woods oi> 
an errand that it is rarely given to mortals to fulfil* 
he went to atone to the Living for a wrong to the Dead 
Fool! • 

We can destroy, but we cannot restore ; an(Lthe bouI may 
labor ftitilely through thejengthtof weai^years to upbuild, 
whiat one brief hour of its passions has sufficed to sBattci 
into dttst. Sin ever comes obedient to man’s bidding 
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Expiation, fugitive and fleeting, moclcing him, eludes lu(? 
in-asp. 

lie walked through the gloom of the descending night 
with the pale skies above him, and in his hand the dead 
man’s letter. It seemed to him that that which he must 
i^ay to the one whom he had widowed in her youth would be 
bettor said beneath the shroud of night than in the .garish 
day. He went on alone, while at intervals a water-bird 
^t^iried at his step, and the hoot of an owl pierced the 
silence ; went on till he reached the dwelling to wliidh they 
had directed him, wliere it stood shut away by forest trees 
from the lonely road. No living thing was near ; the faint 
])ark of a dog b«aying in the distance the only sound which 
broke upon the niglil, while the moon shone fitfully on the 
dark rustic porch and the lozenge-sliaped panes of the case- 
ments. The door was slightly open, and since no on<| 
answered to his summons, he thrust it farther back and 
entered ; the house seemed empty. There was no light save 
that of the moon’s rays as they straj’^ed in, and of a dim lamp 
burning above the staircase ; the rooms on either side the 
entrance were deserted, though they bore the trace of recent 
occupancy, and in one, as the moonbeams fell upon it, he 
saw tlie oiitjiiic of an easel, and the white pages of a book 
ojjcii upon a music-stand. The house appeared forsaken, 
and he went slowly onward up the stairs, guided by the little 
oil-lamp that swung there, and bending his head to avoid 
the beams of the low ceiling. In a chamber to his left, as 
he mounted the staircase, he saw the glimmer of a light, 
and followed it ; he thought he had mistaken the dwelling, 
aud here might find some one who would direct him aright, 
for he knew but little of the by-roads and homesteads about. 
Pe paused on the threshold of the bed-chamber, and stnick 
lightly on the panels of tlic door, it was opened by a woman, 
who looked up at him alarmed and curious at the first 
moment, then dropped him a lowly reverence as she recog- 
nized the lord of the manor. 

Strathmore uncovered his head and slightly advanced. 

“ I am Lord Cecil Strathmore. Can I see your 
cress? ” 

She hesitated, and looked uncertain. 

I suppose so, my loffil — if lo be as you wish — ~ 

I desire to see her now ” 
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The woman noticed that his voice was hoarse, secminij 
to tremble slightly, and, in obedience rather to that sign 
than to his desire or his rank, fell back to let him pass into 
the room, 

“ Will yon walk hither, then, if you - lease, my lord? 

‘‘Here?” 

fie followed her, wondering at the place chosen, into the 
%dimly lit bedchamber, that to him looked as deserted as the 
rest of the dw^elling. The woman preceded him, herself 
strangely silent and subdued, and drawing aside the mnsliu 
curtains of a bed which stood, in foreign mode, in an alcove, 
motioned him thither, wdthout* a word, to lier side. 

At the gesture he paused mvoluiitarily. 

“ Good God I is she ill ? ” 

The servant looked at him surprised, and her voice sank 
to a whisper: 

‘‘ 111 ? I thought your lordship knew she died at dawn 
to-day?” 

The word rattled in his throat, he staggered back against 
the wall, and leaned there, his fa(je covered, his breath thick 
and labored ; another life lay lieavy on his soul I 

** A few weeks ago, my lord,” went on tlie woman, while 
her voice faltered and ^ew thick with tears, ‘‘ a letter came 
from Paris— leastways, it was that post-mark — with a strange 
writing on the envelope, and inside of it another letter from 
Major Erroll. Mademoiselle Lucille read tlje note from my 
master first, and as she read her face, grew scared and awfiii, 
with a piteous look in her eyes, like a lamb’s they’re leading 
to slaughter. She seized the letter it had come in, and her 
eyes had scarce fell on it before sUe gave a cry like a death- 
cry, my lord, and sunk down, all cold and senseless am] 
crouched together.” 

The woman’s voice stopped witli a low gasping sob : 

‘‘ We did all we could, my lord — indeed we did ; but the 
minute the doctor see her, he said as there was no hope; 
that a sudden shock had shattered her brain, and that the 
cruellest thing to wish for her was life. Oh, my lord ! and 
so young as she was ! She never knew any one 0 ^ us again, 
not even the child, but lay there, weeks through, with no 
sense or sight in her beautiful eybs. She sank slowly'^of 
slieer eihaustion, fading off like a flower. And, at length 
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at sunrise this morning she died. I suppose your lordship 
will know what has chanced to my master? His letter that 
nlie held clenched in her hand, the doctor took and locked 
up with other papers, but that in the strange handwriting 
was left, and I made bold to read it. It came from a gentle- 
man, who wrote that Major Erroll had been shot in some 
duel u.t Paris, and had bade him as wrote jt to enclose that 
letter to Mademoiselle de Vocqsal if he fell. I know^" 
iiotliing else, my lord ; I only know that the news killfiid my 
mistress.” 

She ceased ; and each of her homely words struck like 
steel to the heart of her hearer, staining his soul with the 
guilt of two lives blotted out by his hand from the living. 
JDkad! Had he known her and loved her well, the word 
could scarce have eoliocd more hideously in his ears than 
now, when it met him on the threshold mocking the atone- 
ment tliat he came to offer, and striking paralyzed and 
powerless the soul which in its presumption had thought 
to strike tlie balance with its sin, and cover crime by cost- 
less (‘.\'j)iation. Hkad! He leaned against the wall, with 
liis head bowed in silence; the direst agony that racks 
men in their hours of bereavement was mercy to thi» man’s 
remorse. 

Then he raised his head slowly and moved toivards the 
couch, whilst the woman turned away so that she did not 
look u])on liis face; she, who had only heard Of his (dose 
IrieiuLshi}) with the dead man, thought he was moved by 
grief at his friend’s loss," and his rfmk made his sorrow sacred 
and unapproachable in her eyes. He drew near the bed, 
im})elled by some resistless impulse to look on the work he 
had wrought, urged by that strange self-chastisemeut which 
forces us to drink to the uttermost dregs from the cup ol 
retribution. !Elie pale lamp-light fell on the white and 
<lclicate couch, fit bier and pall for the early youth thus 
early smitten to the tomb, and on the bed she lay— -dead in 
the opening summer of her life — dead like a lily rudely 
broken in its bloom, Thejove faithful in life was faithful 
unto death ; she had gone to rejoin her husband. 

The lififflesB form lay there in its ethereal and solemn 
loveliness, her hands tidily foided on her breast, her em 
closed as though in slumber, bearing no sign of the de- 
stroyer’s hand, save in the hue that blancluk the lips, ou 
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which, even now, a sigh seemed set, a voiceless prayer sus- 
pended,' And in >slrangc conli'ixst with her mother^s mournful 
and motionless repose, her head pillowed on the heart that 
had no throb for her, her brow resting on the arm that gave 
her no embrace, her breath leaving its fresh warmth on the 
%s that answered her by no caress, lay a young child sloejv 
ing- Life in its earliest bud, side-by-side with Life stricken 
in its fullest bloom ! the light golden locks commingling 
with tlie dark unbound waves of her mother’s hair, the 
flushed check, witli its rose-leaf hue, lying against the one 
now colorless and cold, the soft and dreamless sleep ot 
childhood beside the chill and hopeless slumber of the 
tomb. 

The child would not leave her, my lord,” whispered Ilia 
woman : “ She sobbed herself to sl(i(‘p th(*rc trying to waken 
her mother, and 1 had not the heart to stir her. Poor 
orphan! she is but an infant; only two years old, and a 
love-child ! What will become of her ? 

‘‘ Her future shall bo my care.” 

His voice sounded dull and hoarse in his own ear as he 
answered the brief words; standing there, the hideous 
mockery of tlie atonement he had come to offer seemed to 
arise and jibe and jibber in his face before the holy hush ct 
death, and the hand of God seemed stretch od to sever hijii 
from those whom he had slain, and bid him stand aloof, 
alone on earth, with no companion save his crime. 

He w^as too late ! Too late I 

The words seemed wailing through the air — the eternal 
requiem of every sin and as he stood there, with his head 
bowled in the faini lump-light of the chamber of death, the 
young child, waking from her sleep, stirred as from some 
joyous dream, and pushed her fair hair from her eyes, and 
laughed up in innocence and gladness in liis face. With an 
involuntary gesture he spurned her from him as though 
some accursed thing had crossed his vision— dier lips wore 
her father's smile. 

Stricken by that look as by the sword of an avenging 
angel, he turned and went out into the silent night; and 
in, his ear the ceaseless moaning of the distant seas and 
weary of the windq^, wandering and without rest, 
followed in bis path with one eternal wail— Too late ! too 
later 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

-GOOD AUl) EVIIi AS TWO TWINS CLEAVING TOGETHER/’ 

“ You drink the bitteraess of Remorse? Taste the swoet. 
„rss of Reven^?e,” 

words siule softly to lus ear in the stillness ^ he 
jiaced down the ruined cloisters of the Abbey, breaking in 
1/11 the far-off lulling of the seas and the hoot of the nighi- 
birds near. They pierced so strangely to tlie secret of his 
■ thoughts, h]*oke in so suddenly on the solitude, in which n<j 
living thing was near him, that he started and looked up 
with, for one instant, what in a weaker man might have 
been akin to superstition. The fitful moonlight, slanting 
grayly in through the low pointed arches, fell across the 
iigure of a woman leaning against the moss-grown pillar of 
the cloisler side ; and in the dress, worn something as Arabs 
wear their garments, with the vivid colors which marked 
iier tribe, and in the profound melancholyijof the Solavonian 
Ibatures, he recognized the Bohemian, Eedempta, who thus 
crossed liis pRith for the third time like some fixed recurrent 
fate. 

His steps were involuntarily arrested, and he paused, 
looking at her in the moonliglit, whilst her gaze ateadily 
met his, without boldness yet without fear, with some- 
(hing coinpassionate in ^its mournful fixity ; and as she 
moved forward, where a brighter streak of the moon’s 
lays fell, he snw that the olive bronze of her cheek had 
paled, and that her deep-set eyes were alit with a luminous 
gleam ; 

“Well!” she said, slowly, “does the kisisi burn like 
poison now ? Was sin born of the love, and a crime of the 
Mn, and a bitter curse of the crime ! Were the words of 
liedempta right ? ” 

He flung her out of his pajh with unconscious violence ; 
^he passions that were at work within him made this 
nocking travesty of them seem scarce so much insult ai 
Jibe; t ^ 

“ Out of my way, woman — devil— whichever you are ! ” 
More devil than woman, for, like you, I hate ! ” 
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The answer came slowly and bitterly from her lips witl 
menacing meaning ;• the ferocity of his grasp and his Tfrords 
seemed to have swept unnoticed over her, and to hare 
stirred her-no more than the sweep of the forest wind past 
her cheek. Her intonation caught his ear, and he turned 
and looked more closely at her features, on which werp 
written the dark passions of the Sclavonic character, maskf/J 
by that melancholy composure natural to the Eastern blood 
which mingled in licr veins. He saw that tliis woman’s 
words were not the oilspring of charlatanry, if they mighr 
be tliose of a maniac’s wanderings, and he paused, in- 
stinctively drawn by the fate which seemed to have inter- 
woven her knowledge and her actions with his own. Of 
that moment’s pause she seized advantage, and leaned 
towards him, cltanging her slow and imperfect English foi 
her own swift, mellow Ozcsclicn. 

“Listen! You are an English noble, rich and full of 
power— I a wandering Ozoc, whom your laws call a tram[) 
and your scorn calls a vagrant, and yet — yet — listen ! 1, 
the daughter of Phara, the gipsy, can give you what your 
wealth cannot buy nor your power command. I can give 
you your vengeance ! ” 

By the faint yellow light she saw in his feyes rise the 
steel-like glitter of his dangerous wrath as he thrust her 
back : 

“ You are mad, or an impostor ! Let me pass, woman ! 
I am in no mood for fooling ! ” 

A smile bitter as his own crossed her face, and she did 
not move from bis path : 

“ Am I ! Look in my face and see ! Listen first, my 
ord, ere you judge I If the words of Eedempta were error 
that she Spoke to you long ago in Bolicmia, then say she 
speaks falsely now 5 if you did not find, q,s she foretold to 
you a brief while since in France, that your love, changed 
to hatred know no rest for its throes till it is slaked in 
revenge, then believe that she lies to you now. But if you 
found these things true, then^udge her by them ; as true is 
her hatred for her whom you hate, as sure is her power to 
point you your vengeance^ Say ! were they truth or error ''' 
Sayl^^ , - « 

She waited for his answer, and he was silent, where she 
stood fronting him in the dim moonlight of the ruined 
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cloister ; a bitter wrath was in his eyes, a haughty menace 
on bis lips, but the melodious appealing voice of the 
fiolicmian earned its own conviction, and in a measure 
disarmed liis anger ; her words slrnck too closely home to 
the curse he bore within him to be heard idly or with 
scorn, and the soul of this man, in whom much that was 
j:veut commingled with dark and evil crimes, was too in- 
sUuctivcly time to itself and to others to sully itself by a 
lie even to a beggar. She saw the advantage gained^and 
|)UvsiK;d it, her voice growing swifter, and sunk to a 
\vliisp(^r, wliilst the untutored poetry of her natural speech 
lent dignity, almost solemnity, to the Bohemian tongue iu 
'uliicli she spoke : 

They were truth ! and you have known their bitterness. 
Liston, then ! I have followed you here to your own 
(‘oiintiy to be heard, for what you vainly seek I can point 
out, wliat I vainly crave you can work. Listen I Utie 
v;orm burrows where the tiger cannot reach ; the tiger tears 
and rends to death where the worm would he trampled 
and crushed under foot ; let them both work together I 
l\ill you hold your revenge in your own grasp, to let its 
1‘Inw fall, slowly, surely, sharply, at what hour you will ? 
Will \ou shaHer the jewels from her breast, the smile from 
her lips, the laughter from her eyes, the world from her 
feci ? AVill you hold her fate in your grip, meting it out 
^it your will, crushing all that wanton loveliness which has 
iK-ivayed you, as you might crush this velvet-painted moth 
fli \ our hand ? If you will, then, my lord, listen to the 
Kurds of Eedemi)ta, who, though anhungered and athirst, 
n wanderer on the earth, without home or people, poor, and 
'U iclsen, and desolate, will ask no rewai’d of you save one— 
one I to see her suffer ! ” 

Her voice sank lower and lower, stealing out in the 
hushed night with a terrible and ghastly meaning ; her 
hand clenched unconsciously upon his arm, her eyes 
uleamed with a lurid, thirsty light, and the immutable 
»nd melancholy calm that veiled her features, as it veils 
tiie faces of the Easterns beneath the throes of strong 
(u Motion, only leant but a more deadly strength to the last 
^vords than the wildest ou^e of passion could have carried 
vath*them. To doubt her was no longer possible ; and he 
answered her nothing where they stood m the sickly autumii 
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niouulight, the air around them filled with the iaiut and 
moumful soughing of the sea, and the lull of the winds 
among the cloisters of the dead Dominicans^ ‘‘ To hr 

It was the lust of his own soul — this merciless andbruta] 
longing to draw within his grasp the vile and lovely thin^ 
who had been his madness and his curse, and watch bin 
vengeance work, and foster, and eat its w'ay into her von 
soul, whilst lie stood calmly by, as men in ancient da}'^ 
stood to watfli the lovely limbs of women stretched and 
broken on the rack. For Strathmore, who had been bfmi 
pitiless, Imd now become cruel. 

The Bohemian was silent also ; she seemed to have hu 
fl.ll memory of his presence or her errand ; and when slu- 
leaned ngainst the broken archway, her eyes were vaguely 
looking onward into the darkening night, and a.s lier hands 
moved unconsciously over her cliain of Egyptian berries, hor 
lips muttered still ; 

Thou knowest how I have ioilcd to keep rny oath. 
Grant me but this— but this ! To see her suffer ere I die— 
suffer as she made fhce. Vengeance is righieous ! ” 

A smile more evil than the worst* curse that ever lodged 
on human lips, camo upon Strathmore’s face wlieve the 
watery light of the moon fell on Jt. Having tasted guill, ^ 
he had ceased to abhor guilt ; racked by remoi*se, he was 
still athirst for added crime, and the fires that seethed his 
soul neither chastened nor purged, but only burned what 
w^as iron into steel. 

“ Righteous ? ’’ he said, with a sneer, wdiilc his voice was 
laboured with the passionsrousedbytliis woman’s tempting, 
but suppressed by her presence : ‘‘ No !— it is hellish. But 
what matter ? — it is sweet. Answer me, impostor or devils 
whichever you be — why do you hate 

A weary smile, haggard as grief, crossed her lips foi 
one moment, and a strange softness trembled over hei 
face* 

‘^Why, why!'* she cried. And the melancholy Czee- 
chen words rose plaintively* upon the silence : “ Why 
women ever hate, sorrow, travail, rejoice, lameivt ? Because 
they bve ! I loved, I, /he vagrant, the gipsy, the foi” 
tuu<vteller, whom delicate women shrink from as Troit 
pol&tiou, loved, what she, the aristocrat^ the courted 
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flailing, the beuuty of courts, robbed from me, I loved— 
oh God ! it is not of the past I love still ! my beloved, 
uy beloved ! 

Her head drooped upon her breast with a low, gasping 
Bob, and her form trembled as though she shivered at the 
wind ; then she threw back her head and stood erect 
witli her stag-like gesture, the light glittering flameJike 
U] her eyes, the dark blood burning flame-like on her brow. 

‘‘We met in Galicia. He was an Austrian soldMr, a 
liiiblc like yourself, and he found beauty in me, and I loved 
liirn as the chill, pampered, luxurious women of his world 
novel* love. 1 was his toy, but he— he was my god ! Whac 
nthers (ialled my shame, was my glory ; what others held 
my sin, was my crown ; and I said in my soul, * I have 
lived enough, since I have lived to be thus dear to him.’ 
I quitted my tribe to become liis mistress ; and when Lan- 
narsion left the province, and went to Vienna, I followed 
liim — and he loved me still, though where he once gave me 
(lays, he gave me hours. And when he went to Southern 
France, I forgot my people and my country, and followed him 
still thither — and still be loved me, though where he once 
gave me hoqrs, he gave* me moments. It is ever so with men’s 
love ! And there he saw hbe. By night, as I crouched 
under the myrtle shrubs of her villa, to see his shadow, 
Y/liere it fell, I saw him in her gardens ; by day, hidden 
under the pines, watching for his horse’s gallop, I saw them 
riding together. She beguiled him even as she beaded 
you ; he loved her, and he was lost to me forever ! For a 
while, I know scarcely how long, time was a blank to me. 
1 remember nothing ; people who tended me said after- 
wards that T went mad — it may have been so. The first 
thing I remember is, when I crawled out and found my way 
to lus house, there was a crowd about— the crowd whisper- 
ing and aive-stricken ; and when I pushed my way through 
diem, I saw him , 

A shiver ran through her frame, and her voice dropped ; 
she waited one instant, then, summoned back the proud and 
mournful calmness with which she spoke : 

^ 1 saw him, dead, shot by his own hand, and those about 
him were saying how sh^ad Imighed and taunted him the 
flight before, and how, maddcjicd by her, he had left her 
lu’i Ronce and ended the life that she had made wortlilcsa. 
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She had telain him ! and when they told her ehe felt 115 
remorse for her work, but went to u ball in her diaihon^Js- 
and her loveliness with a laugh on her lips. Ai^d bj; hk 
corpse, when it lay there, wet, pale, its beauty shattered, and 
its glory stricken, I took my oath to God and him to ij^ow " 
no rest until 1 had revenged him !” 

She paused again ; and in the silence between them there , 
sounded the melancholy lulling of the ocean like the endless 
ebb and flow of human passions, ever renewhig, never at rest; 
Then her ehaunting and melodious tones took up tlieii 
burden once more : , 

“ And I have kept my vow. I joined my own people ■ 
again ; but, unseen^ undreamt of by her, 1 Imvo followed in 
her track, groping in the dark for some (lro})]’)e(l cine, some 
broken thread, to guide me to the redemption of my oath.* 
She never saw me save once, when she bade her hireling 
strike me out of her }iath like a dog ; yet I never lot her 
e^^cape me, but followed ever in Ih.t shadoW, as her doom 
8h(mld foll6w a murderess. 0^’tciitiracs my errand seemed 
hopeless, and I said in my heart, ‘ Fool ! can tlie 3eld-lark 
cope with tlie Fahxm ? can the emmet destroy the gay^.ellc ? 
— how then eanst thou reach her ? ’ Yet evei’ ggaln I took 
patience and courage, since ever m my ear hjs voice seemed 
crjdng ‘llevenge! revenge!* and when my soul fainted be- 
cause of the wcoriuesB of ils travail, I thought of him as I 
had beheld him, driven to his death by her, with his beau- 
tiful face shattered and ghastly, and bathed in its blood I 
Then I gathered my strength afresh, and afresh pursued her, 
blindly, but yet in security, for I believed that the hour 
would come when the God of Vengeance at length would 
deliver her into my hand. And lo ! the hour at last is 
here. Yet, now that I have tlie knowledge, my power is 
to© weak to turn it'^against her. I, poor wid lowly, and 
wiiose voice would never be heard, cannot use what 1 liaVe 
found. . • But yon, English lord, can do with it what you 
will. I, the Vagrant, and you, the Noblej both hate 5 let the 
.great t^e the key to his vengeunce from the obscure. The 
worm has burrowed, let the tiger rend !** ^ 

Her voice ceased, and there wm silence agam between 
them> whilst the winds sweffo with'^’hollow echo through •the 
archi^ eteiflters where they stood, these strange companions 
thud litrangely drawn together, with the great chasm of 
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social diffei'enoe yawning between them, only bridged ,hy the 
community, .of hatred, which, like the community of love, 
bit)ds together those who are farthest asunder. He had 
hoard -her throughout Without interruption, and as the 
moonlight fell about him she saw the varied passions that 
Swept across his face, and the tiger glare darkening his 
/'ves. As dried wood ready for the burning leaps up to the 
bouch of flame, so the lust of revenge which was within him 
Icjipt up to the woman’s words, “ To seeker suffer He, 
too, was athirst for it. All that was evil and merciless 
latent in his nature — and there was very much — had fastened 
on one desire ; to wreak the fulness of some hideous re- 
venge wliere he had blindly doted. And he stood now silent 
wliilo many thoughts coursed through his brain, larvsD of 
qvil wliich the hotbed of remorse was swiftly nourishing to 
deeds. 

A profound and rapid reader of human character and 
motive, this woman’s soul was bare before him as a book, 
and in it ho read— truth. Her history brought back to him 
tliat which had once been told him at Vernonqeaux of Marc 
linnimrston’s death and of its cause, and he saw that the 
hcfirt of the Bohemian, untamed and untutored, knowing no 
god but its l^ve, and no heaven but its hate, would malm no 
cTi'ing flight to the quariy^ of its vengeance. He saw that 
tliifi woman held, or believed she held, the key to the re- 
demption of her oath ; and he saw that, weak with her sex’s 
iondrinicss, yet thereby strong as her sex ever is, ignorant, 
malleable as wax in his guidance, yet witli the tenacity of 
an Indian in tracking the trail she followed, she would be 
Ins tool to work as he would. 

I'or one moment ho paused ; the pride of rank and of 
habitual reserve, rather, perchance, than any nobler prin- 
^'iple, shrinking /rom association with the GMna^ rejecting 
the employment, of one thus far beneath him, loathing his 
instrument because he must make it even with himself if he 
once stooped to use it. That moment passed ; then he 
motioned her towards him : ^ 

“ I will hear yoti ; follow me,” 

And she Mlowed him in silence down the cluster as L 
Went onwards to the entrajoce of the iibbg^ which stood out 
^ g^ay, sombi?e, stately pile, in the moonlight that wa* - 
shining white upon its delicate fretwork and its p<^bte<^ 





windows, and leaving deep in shadow its masses of Nor 
man stone and battled wall, shrouded in their vast elm 
forests. 

An hour afterwards the dark figure of the Bohemiai 
moved swiftly and silently across the park of White Ladiets 
taking the road which led out to the little hamlet beyonc 
the gates, and at the window of the library where his 
audience “had been given to this strange, unfitting guest, 
Strathmore stood leaning out to catch the coolness of tk 
autumn-night — fire seemed on his brain, fire in his blood, 
for the hatred of men of his race had ever outweighed and 
outstripped the sweetness and madness of their love : and 
as a sleutlihound scents the trail of what he would hunt 
downward to its death, so he now saw sbadowod out before 
him the sure track of a deadly vengeance. 

Here, beneath the roof ot* the Dominican Abbey, which 
once had sheltered both, both seemed beside him — the 
woman who had betrayed him, the man whom he had slaiu. 
The sweat of a great horror gathered thick upon his brow, 
flee where he would these must ever pursue him, wander 
where he would, for ever on his lips must bnrn the delicious 
lie of lier guilty kiss — for ever in his path must rise tlie 
spectre of that death-agony which he had gaSed on with a 
smile. For Conscience is God ! and hide us where we will, 
it tracks us out, and we must look whither it bids, we must 
listen to that which it utters, we must behold that which it 
brings in the reeling revel as in the silent dawn, in the 
dull stupor of sleep as in the riotous din of orgies — from 
its pursuit there is no escape, from its tribunal there if' 
no appeal 

And where he stood, while through the silence thei*« 
seemed to echo the mocking music of Marion Vavasour’s 
sweet, accursed laugh, and down the hg§h of night there 
seemed to tremble the dying sigh of him whom be had raar- 
dered at her bidding ; good and evil strove together in hiji 
soul ; the remorse that should have purified like fire, and the 
hatred which^ like fire, woul<J destroy. 

Atonement !• his soul hungered for it. It had been shat- 
tered from his band to-night ; yet, later on^ it might be 
wrested back. If he gathered, by his will and by his wealtli, 
about the young ctu*ld whom he nad* or^aned, all thafe’esrtb 
rim l^now of glaflnrKs, slielter, riches, tenderness ; for ber 
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father’s s^ke and in her father’s trust, he made her Mun 
cloudless as the life ^of the flower which but opens to the 
Jight to rejoice through the sunny length of a fair summer 
day, and made her lips only speak his name in gratitude and 
blessing, the sin might be atoned? He had loved the 
man whom he had brutally slain ; through the young life 
given by the dead, slionld expiation k) the dead be 

vvj’ought. 

Expiation to the (lead ; but to the living Vengeaflee^ The 
lust for it was in his blood as strong as at that liour when 
his hand had been upon her throat, her life within his grasp 
—and the power of vengeance lay now within his mp. 
“ To see her stiff er"' — suffer, and plead for mercy, and be 
denied, even as she had denied it, and find her loveliness 
of no avail to shield her from the doom of an unerring and 
pitiless fate ! For this his soul was athirst ; to its purpose 
his life was set ; ho saw it looming through the dark- 
ness of the future ; the pursuit in which his speed would 
never slacjken, in tlie success of which his will would never 
relent. 

In this liour, when he stood alone in the autumn night, 
with no companion save the distant lulling of the weary seas ; 
of liis R'lnorse was begotten his atonement, of his hatred his 
revenge. 

Twin-bom, must not one strangle the other in the birth ? 
Oi‘, twin-nurtured unto strength and life, could both prosper 
side by side ? 


CHAPTER XXX. 

Tni5 FUAIL ARGOav WHICH WAS FIllunJITHD WITH 
’ ATONKMKNT. 

For a year Strathmore was not seen in Europe. 

Rumor, whicli must ever lie rather than keep silence, 
babbled now and again remeAbrance of him ; he had 1)6611 
seen in Livcor; he had been met on the Amazon, or the 
llanges ; he had been hegxd of as dwelling at Damascus, 
aml'studying tlie burled learning of the East ; he htid Iteon 
‘>bna in a midn%ht fray with dragomans close by the Gates 
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of the Kings of Egypt — these were among the things that 
rumor babbled of him, and that rumor lied, for none were 
true. Those who knew him best deemed that he shunned 
the world, and had sought solitude ; and these also erred : 
for Strathmore was of a nature which masked anguish with 
an iron strength and an impassive calm, and to which the 
artificial atmosphere, the ievorish crowds, the profound 
ambitious of the great world, were the necessities of exist- 
ence ; of the air of the mountain and the valley he had ever 
wearied ; his breath was the breath of cities. Whatever of 
returaing peace the eternal calm of mountains and the 
freshness of trackless forests may lend to the man whom 
the world has wronged, they have none for the man self- 
doomed by a self-chosen guilt. And now solitude was 
abhorrent to him — to be alone with Nature, man must bo 
at peace with himself. Solitude! while over the still, starlit, 
pathless ocean, in the hush of night, there seemed to steal 
the quiver of that dying sigh ! Solitude ! while the crimson 
glare of the desert sunlight streaming from the brazen skies 
seemed reddened with the blood that he had shed! Soli- 
tude! while in the fairest fall of the tropic night there 
seemed to look into his those dying eyes, with their look of 
Wind, beseeching pain ! Ilis solitude was hefi ! 

Yet for a year he was absent from Europe, and though 
many babbled of him none truly saw him, or knew whither 
he nad gone. Ho was absent for a year. For be held, 
what had been ever the creed of those of his blood, that 
vengeange accomplished, is crime acquitted, and remorse 
dulled. 

And patiently and ruthlessly as the sleuthhound follows 
in the trial of its prey, he followed the track of his revenge. 
For his own ^ony had not taught him mercy, and in pur- 
suit he was pitiless. 

In the betrayal of his love he had suffered enough to have 
chastened his sin to its fuU due, the most rigid moralist 
might have compassionated this man beneath the tortures 
of his guilt-stained passion^. It had not been lov^ with 
&mthmore, it had been worship— blind, and insensate, if 
you will, but one in which his whole being had been ab- 
sorbed, which bad cast down ttnheeding every sacrifice at 
her feefi^ -which would have died for her, content if his last 
breatli had been spent upon her lips, and which bad laid 
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waste his life as no merely sensual passion couia have ever 
done, when he had learned that his love had betrayed him, 
her fealty forsalcen him, that her kiss, her sigh, her smile, her 
loveliness wore divine lies as free to all the w’orld as to him- 
self ! Therefore was the hate wherewith he hated her great 
as the love wherewith he had loved her. Born with that 
certain taint of cruelty which belongs often to a character 
in which love of power is dominant, and which an imperious, 
negligent egotism renders indillerent to all not touching on 
itsdf, the latent trait, hitherto negative or dormant, rose 
under the pressure of a maddened passion and remorse into 
an accursed thirst for retaliation. Ere tliis he would not 
have inflicted pain save when compelled to deal it to clear 
Ids i)ath or to advance an aim; now, the germ, grown into 
a tree, the seed sprung to a disease, the passive quality that 
l\ad lain in his nature, grew active, coldness ripened into 
cruelty, and he set himself with pitiless purpose to work 
sucli ruin as he should watch and taste and prolong to slow 
protracted pain, and deal out as though his hand and his 
will hud but to wield the iron flail of destiny. 

Blindly as Othello had be ’worshij)ped what he loved; 
ruthlessly as4 Othello ho was now athirst to crush her out 
with his own hand where none could gaze on the loveliness 
which had betrayed him. For there is no cruelty with which 
imssion has not been allied ; there is no vengeance so re- 
morseless as that which has its birth in love that has tui’ued 
to liate. And although his soul had been bowed and bent 
under the weight of its agony, as steel in the hand and tlie 
fhiine of the smithy, it had but grown like the steel in the 
ordeal, the keener to strike, the surer to slay. Because a 
ceaseless remorse ate like fire into his soul, he clung but the 
closer to his vengeance ; because an anguish of regret smote 
his strength till It sickened and reeled, in the torture of his 
lonely hours he reared his strength but the more, to gather 
Hfresh the reins of fate into his grasp, and build up with his 
own hand the structures of expiation and of chastisement. 

Strathmore, great in much? and guilty in far more, was 
Yeiy human ; for human nature, with many touches of deity 
ui it, has yet far more of deVih ajpd is a tree of which may 
be written, 

“ quantum rertke ad atirns, 
iGthdrias tantum radiec^in TaHara tendit.^ 

9 % 



26 o > 


STRATHMORE, 


And of the few boughs which stretch to heaven how many 
fibres strike to hell ! 

Where the Atlantic waves wash on the western shore, 
#md the headlands are clad with ivy and trailing honey- 
Buckle ; where the white surf foams up on the ribbed, pearly 
sands, and in the shadows of the hollowed rocks, there ever 
sounds from dawn to sunset* the delicate music of birds’ 
voices mingling with the murmur of the seas — was sheltered 
the young life wliich Strathmore’s crime had orphaned in its 
opening. It was a fitting place wherein for childlmod to 
grow up, free as the winds which swept over the ocean, 
joyous as the white- winged sea-birds which cleft their patli 
through the sunlight — this place on the western sea-board, 
with the melody of its waves sounding through the day and 
night, with its warnr breezes blowing over golden gorse and 
purple heather, with its snowy breakers dashing on the rocks, 
and with its broad blue waters tossing seaweed in the light 
of a summer’s noou. 

Here, where the boughs of her trees drooped almost to 
*he edge of the sheltered sunny bay in 8t. Gteorge’s Channel, 
and through her opened windows on a summer-dawn, came 
the voices of the fishennen, and the sound of the sea, and 
the piping of the waking birds, dreamily mingled in one 
pleasant music, lived the one, who filled her dead parent’s 
place to Erroll's young child-- Strathmore’s mother, Lady 
Castlemere. Although he had given to her but negligent 
regard, a cold ceremonial of attachment, his mother had 
loved him (not in his childhood or his youth, for she had 
then been a political leader absorbed in her great party, and 
had yielded to none, that tenderness which, had he known 
it, miglit, perchance, have done much to abate the evil of 
his character), but proudly and warmly now that she fol- 
lowed his brilliant career from her solitude by the western 
shores, whither she had gone when age and delicacy of healtli 
liad made the great world distasteful, and had softened that 
haughty chillness which came with her Norman blood. A 
stately and noble woman with that whicli had been 
unyielding in her nature rendered touchingly gentle under 
the hand of Time, which mellows whilst it destroys, ^fihe left 
the proud station of Marchionesg'of Castlemere to her elder 
son’s wife, and merged her own ambitions into those of 
Strathihore, whom slie saw seldom, but of whom the world 
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told her much. She had bitterly mounied when she heard 

the slavery into which a woman’s beauty had fettered 
iiim, and had shuddered aghast at that deadly tragedy — 
the crime of Cain — which the w^ld passed over with a light 
forgiving name,. But in his guilt she loved him more truly, 
perchance, than she had ever done; and in his guilt his 
thoughts turned to her. 

It was his mother to whom he liad delegated, and who 
had accepted, that trust which the death of the wif^ had 
rendered it alone possible to fulfil to the child ; and in pro- 
portion. to the remorse which gnawed to his heart's core 
with every remembrance of the man whom he had murdered, 
was his almost morbid craving to fiilfil to its uttermost 
breadth and depth that which \)c looked on as a request to 
be obeyed sacredly and unceasingly, as the sole atonement 
that lay in his power to render to tlie dead. 

If you have once known what it is to recall, in a too-late 
repentance, cruel words spoken, harsh thoughts uttered, to 
one whom you loved well and who has gone from you for 
ever beyond hearing of your prayer, and to lavisli your 
care on horse, or dog, or flower that he or she had treasured, 
in your poor, miserable, futile longing for some atonement, 
or cleaving tb some relic of the dead, then you know in some 
faint shadow of its bitterness that which he now felt — ^that 
on which he now acted. 

The heart of his mother yearned to him in liis crime and 
his remorse. For liis sake, and at his wisli, she accepted 
the guai'diansliip of Erroll’s young child ; lie coupled it 
with the condition — ^first, that the cliild as she grew up 
should be taught to look upon him as her friend and guar- 
dian, and, again, that she should never be ioU her father's 
'name. So, alone, could none unfold to her the history of her 
father’s death ; |o, alone, could she grow up ignorant that 
the hand which fostered and sheltered her was stained with 
her father’s blood. 

It was easy to accomplish this. Erroll’s maiTiage had 
been known to none ; the clejgyman of the obscure village 
where the ceremony had been accomplished, was dead ; 
his wifi9 had still borne her maiden name ; the servants, 
the doctor, and the vicar ♦at White Ladies had looked on 
the offspring of thto union as a “love-child,” and there 
were no others who ever knew of her birth. Accordingly, 
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when the young Lucille was secretly removed and placed 
with Lady Castlemere, under her mother’s Hungarian 
name as an orphan whom she had adopted, and to whom 
iier son had been appoint(;d guardian, into a matter of so 
little moment none inquired, and his mother’s protection of 
her excluded any coarser supposition as to Strathmore’? 
relationship to her, which, under other circumstances, 
might perchance have been mooted, to her disadvantage in 
later years. On her he settled, indej)endently of himself, 
a considerable sum, more than sufficient for all needs of 
her nurture and education, and, in case of his death, 

{ >rovided that she should inherit largely of his wealth 
Je willed that if she grew to womanhood she should hold 
his name in love and gratitude, ignorant of the heritage 
of wrong she owed to him ; he willed that there should 
be one innocent life on earth unaware of the guilt which 
lay upon his soul. And here, too, the will of the dead 
strengthened and sanctioned his own ; Erroll had written : 
•‘Never let her know that it was by your hand I felh” 
A wish of his was now more sacred to the one who had 
slain him, than all the laws of God and Man which he had 
broken ! 

The arrangements with his mother had been* made before 
he quitted England, and the child had been two years in 
the dower-house of Silver-rest, happy as a joyous childhood 
ever is from the sunrise of its careless, cloudless days to 
the sunset of its peaceful, dreamless nights ; hapi)y with 
the sea-weeds for her ticasures and the yellow gorse for 
her wealth, and the hushing of the seas for her slumber- 
song, yot — it might have been whimsically fancied — with 
the regret of her mother’s loss vaguely told in the wistlhl 
gaze of her fair eyes, and the shadow of her father’s dark 
and early doom left in the touching and unconscious sadness 
which stole like a fate over her young face sileep or in 
repose. 

She had been there two years when, in the late summer, 
Strathmore’s yacht “Sea F^am,” bringing him, as most 
believed, from the trackless tbrests and buried cities of 
Mexico, came to anchor in the little western bj^, after het 
long run across the Atlantiij, befoie she went down Channel* 
He lauded* and went on alone to Silver^rest in the moming- 
Ugfat ?ar as the eye could reach stretched the deep, stili 
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waters of the bay ; the white sails of his yacht and of the 
few fishing skiffs in the offing stood out distinct and glancing 
in the sun ; over the bluffs and in all the clefts of rock the 
growing grass blew and flickered in the breeze ; and as he 
crossed the sands the air was fragrant with the scent of 
wild flowers that grew down to the water’s edge. But to 
note these things a man must be in unison with the world ; 
t o lore them he must be in unison with himself, Strathmore 
scarce saw^ them as he went onward ; all that he beheld 
was the Future and the Past, the vengeance which should 
stand in the stead to him of all that he had forfeited, and 
the crime which gnawed unceasingly at his soul, as the 
yulLure at the living entrails of the doomed. Outwardly 
Strathmore was unchanged ; the cold, urbane manner, the 
chill, keen brilliance nalural to him were unaltered j he 
was a courtier and a man of the W’orld ; for twenty years 
to come he would not change perceptibly ; but in character 
lie hud altered much ; or rather — to speak more truly — 
his nature had leapt up from its repose like a lion from its 
sleep. An agony of repentance had shaken his soul to 
the dust, rousing it for ever from the calm egotism in which 
he had bade it lie ; a guilty passion had swept over his 
life like a whirlwind, smiting from his hands for ever the 
curb -with which he had boasted, god-like, to rein his 
paHsious at his will. The temple which he had built unto 
hiraself had been riven to the ground by the thunderbolts 
of the storm ; a holier from its ruins might yet have arisen, 
but that with his own hands he chose to fashion the twin 
junctures of Ketribution and Expiation. Briefly, Strath- 
more had grown at once less cold and more pitiless. Ay I 
iiud though tlio wdiolc creed of his })ridc had been scat- 
tered like leaves before the wind before the test of a great 
temptation, though the soul which had haughtily held 
all human errof aloof and in disdain, had succumbed to 
the first attack of passion, and had wrought a foul crime 
us calmly as a righteous act, Strathmore altered not 
in this ; life was still to be moulded by his will, and by 
his decree he held still thai^ he should rule fate even as 
l>eity. 

He went this morning ^vliither, in his yearning love for 
the man whose blood was on ms hands, he had centred 
his sale chance and choice of expiation on the frail life of 
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E young chili As he walked onward over the wet, Mnooth 
sandt he came into a sheltered semicircle in the rocks, part 
of the grounds of Silver-rest, where the trailing plants 
were thick and odorous, farming a hanging screen of flowers, 
through which the sun-rays played upon the pools, and on 
the Twulders that glowed deep red where the water had 
sjdashed them wet ; and here he stopped, for lying on the 
wiU ivy full length, with two setters beside him, Jic 
saw a boy of some ten years old, Lionel Caryll, the son 
hi one of his sisters by an ill-fated moaalliancc, who, 
early left an orphan, had always boon brought up by Lady 
CaStleniere. 

The boy started, rose, and stood shyly silent ; he had seen 
but little of Strathmore, and of tluit little he was afraid. 
He was a handsome child of the true English type, with a 
fair, tanned skin, and a mane of fair, tangled hair. Strath- 
more put out his hand carelessly to liim, he disliked and 
never noticed chilaren. 

“ How are you, Nello ? ” 

The boy, shy still, did not answer, and Strathmore 
passed onward, putting aside a quantity of creepers 
which, hanging from the shelf of rock above, obstructed 
his progress. But the boy sprang forward w^tli an eagcj 
gesture : 

“ Stop ! jdeusc-— pray ! you w’ll wake her ! ” 

Wake what 

“ Wake lur .'—iiiitl she was so tired.’" 

Strathmore iubLiucLivciy looked down, deeming that the 
boy’s care rcfqiTed to some pet setter or rcti’iever. Ainong^f. 
the long grass under the ledge of rock, with the sun-light 
streaming fitfully through •the leaves upon her, with her 
arms above her head, and her limbs lying in the pliant, mi- 
conscious grace of childhood and of sleep,, there at his lect 
lay the child he had last seen at the death-bed of her mother, 
fler clasped hands held a long trail of ivy, her fair hair was 
wreathed in with a cliildish crown of wood violets, and her 
face was turned towards hijn^ with -the dark J ashes resting 
on its ivaiTu, flushed chcekH; and in its loveliness, still 
almost that of infamy, the shadow of her lather’s fate, a 
presi^ or a heritage of wQp. t. 

Stwbnore paus^, and a shudder ran through bis irame ; 
again tliis young child, in her innocent sleep, seemed to him 
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as hfe worst accuser, seemed to him at once her fether’s 
phantom and avenger ; and again this time, as she slept, the 
smile that smote liim to the sod parted her lips and passed 
over her face, the smile that he ^ad seen so often on the lips 
of the Dead. 

Lionel Caryll looked at him, awed and teiiified, he scarce 
knew why : 

“ Are you ill ? the boy asked, timidly. 

Strathmore si.irned him away : r 

“ Yes — no. Run on and tell my mother I am here, ifcllo. 
I will follow.” 

The boy hesitated, and looked at the sleeping child who 
had been his companion in play : 

Will you take care of Lucille ? ” 

Accustomed to deference and intolerant of opposition, 
SLrathiriore signed liini away : 

Go, and do as I bade you.” 

The boy wavered, looking wistfully at his companion 
and doubtfully at Strati imore ; then, instinctively compelled 
to obedience, he went like a greyhound over the sands, 
followed by his setters. Strathmoic was left alone witli 
tlie remorse which an infant’s smile liad sufficed to waken 
into all it8*ghastly anguish ; such is the coward doom of 
Crime. 

He stood in the profound solitude, with the sound of the 
seas about him, and at his feet the sleeping child, with the 
violets tangled in her lair, floating liair; and as he looked 
on her young loveliness, which, so different yet so similar, 
bore so strange a likeness of the Dead in eveiy lineament, 
memories thronged upon him, staining fi'om the haze of long- 
forgotten years, and gatlieringVound him, even as the pur- 
suant Shapes gathered about Orestes, till the air, which was 
clear to the suiless, grew io the accursed darkened and 
crowded with their thronging, shadowy forms. He saw him, 
a young child, even as this, with the same fair, trailing hair 
and the same smile like sunshine on Iris lips ; he heard his 
Ircsh, glad laugh ring on tjie summer air ; lie heard his 
childish voice echo u[X)n his ear ; he felt the touch of his 
young hand ; he lived again in those years that had long 
driljed by, forgotten in tire whirJ of years more evil, when in 
Ills own soul there was no sin, when the man whbm he had 
murdered played beside him in the snulight, when his life 



'466 


STiiATHMOKB. 


guiitlo 9 B as that on which he now looked, where it lu) 
sleeping at bis feet! 

And a bitter cry broke from him where he stood on the 
solitary shore ; ^ 

My brother ! My brother ! ” 

Back upon his ear the echo of the rocks around wailed in 
return his own yearning, futile anguish, like a prayer froit« 
less and rejected of Heaven. 

In the sunny stillness of the noon Strathmore bowed down 
liis head upon his hands, and his frame shook with deep 
and tearless sobs ; the throes of the remorse which could not 
force back the sealed portals of the grave, which could not 
call to earth the existence one fleeting instant had been suf- 
ficient to destroy. He could not have told how long he sat 
there in the solitude, where eveiy stirring pulse of life, from 
the noiseless rush of the sea-bird’s wings to the faint shouts 
of the fishermen across the bay, seemed lilve the voice of 
God calling upon him to answer for the life he had hurled 
into the gi‘ave ; moments might have passed, or hours, when 
he was roused by the silken toucli of hair against his hand, 
and a voice which whispered softly in his ear : “ You are 
not happy I—tell Lucille ! ” 

He started and looked up ; then he saw thtft the young 
child, awakened from her sleep, had come to him, and 
vaguely grieving for the grief slie could not comprehend, as 
epanicis do at sight of human pain, was blindly striving, as 
a spaniel might, to comfort him. For, losing fear of a 
stranger in her child’s compassion, she had drawn close to 
him, BO that her bright hair swept over his hands, and in 
her large, soft eyes stood tears half of terror, half of pity, 
for the suffering which sh# saw and vaguely felt, with 
answering pain, as the spaniel the sorrow of which he 
nothing knows. And her young voice, ^tremulous but 
tenderly caressing, murmured in his ear ; “^Lucille is sorry 
for YOU— do tell Lucille ! ” 

With a gesture ba though a serpent had stung him, 
Strathmore started, flung her off, and quivered like a man 
who has been struck a death-bfow ; 

<< Child, child I hate me, curse me, reproach me, but-^oh 
God not pity me I I^eep off 1 my hands are red with 
his bloody not touen them 1 ” 

The wlla words died inarticulate in his thioat, and hii 
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teeth clenched as the anguish she bad strung to torture rent 
and tore his frame— the worst chastisement from the bands 
of man would have been mercV to the reproach of those 
iunocent words which ptkd hinrip to the unconscious aocu* 
Fation of those uplifted eyes, gazing with a child’s tender yet 
wondering compassion on the face of her father’s murderer ! 

She stood apart, awed and silent, the tears standing in 
her eyes, that were at all times wistful with a haunSng, 
beseeching sadness ; the fierce gesture which had flung jher 
off she understood, the words she did not ; they were itnin- 
tclligible— indeed, unheard — but she waited, pale to her lips 
and trembling like a young fawn after a cruel blow, yet 
drawn by a strange instinct of comjiassion towards this ^ony 
which she seemed to know was bnital, not to her, but from 
its own blind pain. She waited, then grown more daring, 
and taught by those who instilled into her an infinite love 
for all who suffered, she drew near him again — nearer and 
nearer, till her hair swept once more on his hand, and a 
pathetic entreaty trembled in her voice : “ Speak to me — do 
speak to me ! Lucille meant no harm.” 

Again at her touch and her voice he shi’ank and shud* 
dered as under physical torture ; this child came with 
caressing gefttleness and plaintive pity to the one whose 
guilt had orphaned her, and to whose hands she owed the 
deepest wrong that life can owe to life 1 Then he lifted his 
liead and looked at her ; when his will was set his strength 
was iron to bridle himself or to coerce others, and it was his 
will that she should grow up holding him in love and gmti- 
tude, and ignorant ever of the crime which otherwise must 
stretch a hideous and impassable gulf between her and the 
assassin of her father. He passed his hand lightly over her 
fair silken hair, and answered gently : 

“ Lucille is vgiy kind. I thank her. Tell me, you who 
are so pitiful to pain, are ym happy ? ” 

Always.” 

Her eyes looked their mute surprise that any oould usk 
her such a question, and a smile played about her lips as she 
drew a long glad breath, recalling her own exhanstlesi trea* 
sary of joy-*-thc joys born of sea, and bird, and flowQ^, of e 
cTo^n of forest violets, and a chase of summer btttteiSlies\ 
The joys which are pare, and cost no pimg of shamey m 
purchase-gold of gailt, in their glad reaping t 
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Strathmore found in the simple answer the first seed o{ 
his atonement ; it was much to him to learn from the child’s 
fresh, truthful lips that fehe was " happy — happy by liis 
means, and in his fulfilinct^it of the trust bequeathed him bj 
the dead. His hand rested on her hair and his eyes upon 
her face as she leaned against him caressingly an(i without 
fear, as though he was known and dear to her, rather than, 
as he was, a stranger. Skilled in reading human features, 
he read the nature easily which was dawning he^’e, the sus- 
ceptibility to joy and pain suggested by the lips with their 
mournftil lines in repose, and their sunny, laughing smile 
which sparkled and then died ; the too early depth and 
poetry of thought which were written on the low, broad 
brow ; the latent tenderness which lay in the sadness of the 
upward look, and in the liquid, melancholy depths of the 
eyes, soft and dreamy as the night ; these might have told 
him that to secure happiness to the Childhood was easy 
with its fleeting pleasures centred in a bird’s carol, in a dog’s 
love ; but io secure it to the Womanhood was a more 
perilous venture, which might chance on shipwreck. At that 
moment a little toy-spaniel that was with him caught her 
eyes, and with a child’s swift change of thought she uttered 
a laugh of delight, and threw herself upon the^ sands beside 
it, kissing its long ears, and bathing it fondly in her bright 
long hair. With a stifled cry Strathmore seized the animal 
from her arms ; the dog was the one which had nestled in 
Erroll’s breast, and refused to leave*, the side of the dead 
man ; he could not see the child in lier unconsciousness 
caress tlic brute whose lidclity had outlived his own, whoso 
watch had been kept over her father’s corpse ! 

She looked up at him, deeming that she had committed 
some great fault in tonching a stranger’s dog without his 
leave ; and with (iaressing grace and penitence she leaned 
against him, lifting her dark, beseeching eyes : 

‘‘ Lucille is sorry — Lucille was wrong ! But he is so 
pretty, and he would love me — all things do ! ” 

Oallou8 »to much, merciless Jo more, Strathmore, who had 
doomed that nothmg in life could ever wound or move him, 
felt the burning tern’s gather in his eyes at the simple words 
and action of this child, so unconscious of his own deep guilt 
and nf her own great wrong I His voice shook as he stooped 
Uilmti 
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Th« dog is yours— none have so great a right I Lucille, 
if all things love you, will you gi^ some love to me ?” 

She looked surprised yet wistfi and her eyes dwelt on 
him earnestly. ^ 

“Yes, Lucille will love you. ^ut not for the dog. Tell 
me your name that I may say it in my prayers ? ^ 

For many moments he made her no answer ; and in the 
silence his loud labored breathings hoarsely rose and fell. 
Then his hand passed slowly and gently over her hair,^nd 
im voice shook still : 

“ Ay, in your prayers ! God knows I need them from 
all things innocent ! Remember me and love mo — I was 
your father’s friend I ” 

The last words were hoarse as with a great agony, and 
seemed to rend and stifle liim in their utterance. His hand 
lingered for a moment in farewell upon her hair ; then he 
turned and left her, bidding the spaniel, which clung to and 
fawned upon the child, stay with her. Young Caryll was 
coming swift as the winds towards them. Strathmore passed 
him without word or sign and went onward, leaving behind 
him, standing together on the sunny, silvery sands, the boy 
Nello and the young child Lucille, between them the little 
dog which liad crouched in its love upon the dead man’s 
breast, when human fricn<lship had betrayed, and human 
watchers bad forsaken him, 


CHAPTER XXXL. 

THE WHISPER IN THE TUILBRIES. 

Marion Lady Vavasour stood in her dressing-ohfunl)er, 
before lier Dresden-framed mirror, ready for a mte of one 
of the leaders of that brilliant set of which she was still 
the Fashion, the Cynosure, and the Queen. lustrous 
light in those superb eyes not dimmed ; the mookiug 
Buiile on those lovely lips laughed txiumph that was un- 
shadowed ; the fair brow and ^e delicate bloom wore iho 
bri^itness of their youth unmarred. For the world was as 
ever at her feet, and remorse had no part and no share with 
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her ; it could not whisper in her g:olden di^eams, nor dog th 
royal negligent step witlf which she swept through life. 
Remorsel She knew it rot! How could its ghastly cry 
!)^e heard above the ceaseKas chant of homage about her 
path ? — how could its dread terrors force their way into the 
pmud and dazzling presence to which kings oent and 
princes knelt ? 

She knew reveneo, she knew cruelty, so do the velvet 
])anther and the painted snake ; but she knew not remorse, 
neither do they. And that dark tragedy of which she liacl 
been the cause touched her no more than these are touched 
hy the death they deal — save that she know, when tlie 
woi'ld babbled of it, it babbled of her power ; save that she 
loved to learn how deeply a woman’s smile may striko, 
Iiow widely a woman’s loveliness may blast ! True !— till 
she ha<i wearied of the fidelity even of a guilty passion, 
all that she had vowed to Strathmore had, perchance, not 
been a lie ; true !— there had come hours when she bad 
thought that had they met earlier, met when their love 
might have been pure, and the breath of the world had 
not sullied their hearts, she miglit liiivc given him sudi 
constancy as poets fable and she mocked : 4 the ileetost 
rivers have their deeper waters, the most heartless amidst 
us have their better liours ! But her lust Avas TjTanny, 
her glory Power, and the evil whicli she wmrked smote 
not upon her — for her, as for Creek Helen, bretlircii warred 
with brethren, and men cast their lives into the slaughter ! 
And this triumph was her crown. She stood now before 
her mirror, and let her gaze dw’ell proudly on tlie peerless 
form whose divine grace no living woman rivalled ; tlu^u 
sue swept onward to her carriage to go to tjiat world which 
was her court. She was the most beautiful woman of her 
time I Who shall give me title so omnipotent, sceptre so 
mighty ? 

Whither she went was to the Tuileries. Here the Eng- 
lish Peeress, the beauty of Paris, the leader of Fashion, 
had ever found her proudest^ triumphs ; here to-night, as 
countless nights before, Princes coveted Jier smiles, 
Qt^eens were out-dazzled by her, and Sovereignties paled 
besid® tie sway of the Woman whose beauty owned no 
/ifal f .^ere, Marion, Lady Vavasour, was in the height of 

^ brmiaacei and her fam? I And here and thus she was 
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watched by the man whom her love had made a slave, 
whom her lie had made a murderer. She glittered through 
the titled crowds that wore gatqpred in the palace of the 
Bourbons, with her sapphires gyan^ng amidst her amber 
hair, and her smile of superb triumph upon her lovely lips, 
her choice and delicate wit falling like a shower of silver, 
lier resistless coquetries charming to blindness all drawn 
within her circle in the salons of a King. And he watched 
her—this divine loveliness that had betrayed him wiHii a 
kiss ; this soft mid dazzling thing that had forsaken him 
with the vileness of the wanton ; those angel lips witli 
their child-like bloom, which had whispered and wooed 
him to the bottomless hell of crime ! So mnch the more 
madly worshipped once — ay, still! so much the more 
mercilessly was she now doomed, so much the more deeply 
damned ! 

The palace was thronged that night. The ball was on 
tlie occasion of a ro3'al marriage, and all that was greatest 
in Europe was assembled at the Tuileries ; but as her sap- 
phires outshone all the jewels of royal peeresses and im- 
perial orders, so she outshone all the loveliness gathered 
there, while she floated through its courtly crowds, now 
listening to ihe flatteries of Princes of the Blood, now* to 
the murmur of velvet-lipped Cardinals, now bending to 
her feet austerest Statesmen, now seeing bowed before her 
some proud crowned head. And Memory was far away from 
her in her superb omnipotence, her cloudless -present — far 
as was Remorse ! 

She passed down the ball-room on the arm of the Due 
(I’Etoiles, her perfumed lace floating about her, the sapphires 
st^arlike above her brow, the light falling on her dazzling 
face ; and every glance involuntarily turned on her and on 
her Royal lover, dor such he had notably become. But as 
she went, unrivalled in her omnipotence, unequalled in her 
beauty, sweeping through the courtly crowds with wit on 
her lips and conquest in her glance, the eye of D’Etoiles, 
resting on her, saw her face g^w pale and a strange tremor 
seize her. 

What wa^it ? Was there poison in that perfumed air— 
luiasjna in those royal salons — ^plague-taint, or subtle death- 
odor, burning from the lights which gleamed above upon 
her loveliness, or exhaling nrom the jewels which glistened 
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in her bosom ? Nay, none of these; we are not in the 
days of Medici and Sforza, mi (grown virtuous from dread 
of science and of law) we/ do not slay the body, we onlj 
slay by slow and sure deglees the soul, the honor, or the 
peace of what we hate, because this is a homicide absolved 
of men. 

What was it, then, tliat^ suddenly as she swept through 
the presence-chamber of the Tiii lories, made her lips grow 
white, her eyes gleam for one fleeting moment with the 
terror of a hunted antelope, her luind tremble on her Royal 
lover’s arm ? It was this only — the wliisper of two words, 
which seemed to float to her from a distance, yet which 
reached no ears save hers ; 

Marion St Maur'^ 

Sj^ie glanced on all immediately about lier — courtiers, mi- 
nisters, ambassadors, princesses, peeresses, maids of honor— 
but she saw that as none of these had heard, so none of 
these had sjrken that whisper of her maiden name* But as 
she lifted her eyes, they fed upon the face of the man slie 
had forsaken and betrayed ; tlie man who, in the last hour 
she had beheld him, had hurled her from him because death 
was too swift and inerafol a vengeance. ■ 

Strathmore stood at some slight distance, leaning against 
fX console where the light fell full upon his face, which wore 
its look of cold and i)itiless calm ; and. his eyes were upon 
lier, watching her with a steel-like glitter, a dark tiger- 
passion, insatiate and without mercy, tliat the drooped lid< 
dkl not veil. 

And she who in lier light insoiwumce, her omnipotence 
of beauty, feared Heaven and its wrath as little as the most- 
daring blasphemers, the most stoic of philosophers, turned 
pale even to her laughing lips, and felt the air turn si(iklY 
faint, the lights whirl round her, the crowd grow^ dizzily in- 
distinct, and saw nothing but that gaze, with its mute and 
merciless menace, suddenly met tJiere as ghost arisen 
from' the tomb, sil^tly quoting to her the Bast, silently 
threatening the Future. 

The wetness endured but an instant, too swift for even 
the IMnce, on whose arm she hung, to not^ it, and she 
.passed on— passed him. He did not move ; he gave hel 
no Mgn of recognition ; tut his eyes rested on her, and— ’ 
he stoiW, She knew the deadly meaning of that faint 
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chill smile i she had seen it on his lips before he w^t 
from her to meet the man whom Ae bad doomed, and she 
shuddered and gi*ew sick and coldland shivered with va^e 
and intangible terror, as at the ch^tisement of their mutual 
sin. In that single moment, which for the first time smote 
on her soft and brilliant life with a ghastly and nameless 
fear, his vengeance had begun. 

The flatteries had lost their honey, the homage had lost 
its glory, the charm of the world was marred, the pow«^6f 
her sway was broken that night to Marion Vavasour ; mid 
while she reigned in all her radiance in a King’s Palace the 
liaud of a nameless terror lay heavy upon her, and she saw, 
ever pursuing her with its iron calm, that ruthless and un- 
spoken menace. 

Henceforth there would be poison in her Avine, a canker 
in her rose, a ghost beside her couch, an asp within her bosom. 
His vengeance had begun. 


CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE DAGGEll SUSPENDED BY A SINGLE HAIB. 

The Paris Season had commenced, inaugurated by the 
marriage-ball at the Tuileries, commenced something earlier 
than usual, and Marion, Lady Vavasour, sat in her loge at 
the Opera, moving her fan with all a Spaniard’s grace, lazily 
listening to Mario and Malibran, or to the whispered worship 
of her cohm of courtiers, while the delicate sandal-wood per- 
fume floated from her rich lace, and some of the brilliant 
deep-hued tropic flowers of the East lay crown-like upon het 
lustrous hair. * . ^ 

In the light, in the warmth, with a Prince’s homage mur- 
f^nred in her ear, with diamonds of untold price glislniug 
In her bosom, with a proud title her own, in the sight of 
® proud Order, surely she, if any, was secured from the evil 
^roke of bitter fortune ; looking on her, it seemed that even 
Heath itself must pass by this beautiful, pamp<u*€fd, imperious 
^ing,* as too fair to smite, too ftiU of sovempity to slay ! 
Vet where she sat, with the sweetness of music lulling her 
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i|^ ^use of lov^’ eyes worshipping her beatrty en4 
ifcs stnilCj^ ttppd in her own dmling, rolnp 
Ticstorious Present like the epicurean f^ewas^the 
which had Middcnly smitten her in the presence- 
the ^^uileries smote her suddenly here, the same 

ft l r^ through her, the same einotioi) ibr pne brief instnnt 
nihfed her lips, gave terror to her eyes, made the wit 
a* "On her tongiio— for she heard the same ^vkiBpero^l 
ds sj)pk;cJi on the air close by her ; 
r.?;‘ Marhn St, Maur I ” 

, ¥et thef'were but?‘'the 'words of the name she had bonij 
rbefore mamage. 

Qu’avez vous, niadame ? Vows trouvez Tair dn 
iant soit pen etoulTant?” D’Etoilos asked wdiU teiKicr 
fiottiiitude, 

‘‘Oesi I’odenr dcs flenrs qn’on a niisos u mon boiupiet, 
prenez-le!** said Lady Vavasour, holding to him the jewel lotl 
boiiqueti^Tc, wdiich Etoilesiook witli such a subtle, gra(;(-hil 
flattoy in his thanks as only a Parisian can tnni : but it Lll 
for once dull and lost on the car to wdiich it was innrmuieu, 
m Marion Vavasour pressed her fan against the lips c»ii 
which she knew their bloom had paled, and yiought in her 
BOttl: Who can know it here ? Not //(!?— surely not bo 1 
For the terror on the life of this courted and sovereign 
' beauty who had been used to coquette at her will with 
BeBtiny, and ndc Pate by a sign of her fan, a moue of hcT 
was. her dread of the 'man whoso love she had fed to 
jEii^ness and goaded to crime, and who had spared her froiD 
. death Cnly that he might sec lifer live to suffer. 

As her eyeg 'i^andered, half unconsciously, half restlessly, 
over the, house, in the full glare of the light on the opposite 
■ side, she saw hirn again, saw him as in the Tuilerics, with 
’*41# eyes fiked upon her under their drooped lids, and upon 
his ifce that slight, chill, merciless smile which struck like 
itho'Onld touch of steel A few moments jr^vious he hod 
Jn the loge which adjoined hers; now he stood front- 
il% h^, looking on her as ho had tmined himself to looi^ 
hut pitilessly, as in the Question 
^anxb^ Inquisition, the Dominican, with gentle 
^d®&l of "^el, looked on the tortured whom b« 
ttffl b^t|e rack be tamed,- 
V called oat in her di^ad, and 
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risen and M the Opera-house, ^ though to flee fponj Msix#' 
haunting metre $ for she knm .then that it bafl 
Sfcratbmofe^ voice which had wraspered her maideii »aiht 
But she was too skiHed an actfi^s thus to betray h^eilwjli 
though of much oow.irdice with ranch cruelty (for her natoi^ 
was one essentially femihine), .she had ever at 
finest finesse and calmest se}f-t5ontrol ; like many of W ME. 
pusillani nous to the core, she was an aotress to ^40 
She sat there, now that his gaze^^was on her, ViHi ^ Im® 
on her cheek, the sinile on her lips, the lustrous lafiguio^ 
her eyes, while her royal lover leaned to, her With 
homage, and the wit, the scandal, t^o persiflage 
irouiif] her, 8he listened, she laugho^l, she raoV^ fen 
^vith s< nicest coquetry; she feigned with all her negligence, 
her brillisnce, her grace, her imperious charm. But i#4he 
rich harmonies of the music, the courtly flatteries of mur- 
mured woi'dB, the jeux d’esprit, the wooing homage which 
tilled f(»r her the hours Of, me PropMie, she only heard the 
single whisper of that name which had told her that the 
secret of her early life was in the hands of Strathmore. In 
the glare of light she only saw the face of the man Ae had 
betrayed, watching her with that merciless menace of the 
reiled eyes which quoted to her the unburied Past, which 
I’orctold to her the shrbuded Future. Hear what she wqpld 
that name sung for ever in her ear ; look where she would 
tiuit glance for ever followed and met hers ; there in the 
glare of the Opera-house, with the light falling on the pale; 
bronze of his face and the dark gleam of his passionless 
he stood before her — he wlio^ love had been insanity, whose 
religion would be fevenge. , 

And when after tho^e brief hours, which had been to her 
one long-potracted torture — torture which was endui^ 
with a smile on the lips, lustije in the eyes, sovereignty 
Boeiningly shadowless as of yore; Marion Vavasour, wone 
in her carriage, sank back, trembling, quivering, ujme^ve4 
dreading evil with the 'shridiDg terror of a delicate welihumi 
rimddering from the ftiiyof storm whose whirlwlM 
tfie Koroeress, hod raised from the passions of the^ 
had tempted* and betrayed. 4 ' 

It.was thus he ordained that slhe should first, even 
»« the Ilomittican, with astute calculation, oemmanded ttoi 
the torture should be adminii^ered gently and by ftetr 

T 3 " ' 
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degrees, so that each succeeding pang was tasted to the lult ' 
To wrendii the limbs from^ut tlieir sockets at once were too 
much mercy. Was it no fcrture to himself to ge into her 
as into the prel^ce of strangers; to look with 
tliumoved calm upon her face ; to hear echo on the air the 
silWy voice of her music ; to stand by and.watch the ga?;e 

those who had succeeded him fasten on her loveliness and 
her eyes look up to theirs ? Truly it was such that when it 
had been endured, and he was alone in the solitude of mid- 
night or of dawn, when the strain Vi^as released, and the 
unnatural calm broken down, the suffering of this man way, 
as his love had been, a madness. In the great agony of 
that lost, fooled, cheated, guilt-steeped passion, which even 
in the riot of its hate begrudged the breath which whispered 
to another, and envied the dog that nestled in her bosom, 
Ms misery was fearful in its strength, fearful in its despair, 
for he loved while he loathed her still. 

But Strathmore’s will was iron to endure; what he ap- 
pointed to himself that he would Imve wrought out though 
his own life had been the penalty at the close. His lust of 
vengeance was bmtal, but none the less was' it immutable 
as death, unswerving as destiny. He had the fierce passions 
of an Eastern, and the profound dissimulation of an Eastern 1 
therefore he trained himself to meet her thus, and she alone 
reaj the menace written in the veiled depths of his eyes. 
(The world deemed that the liaison of a year before had 
teen dropped by liim among ihc things of the past ; and 
the world deemed also that considering the tragic story 
which had been interwoven with its rupture, he was some- 
what callous to have forgot so soon ; but then, the world 
remarked, he was a cold and lieartlcsB man, and for the issue 
of a duel he of course could not reproach himself. Poor 
world ! great spy though it be, how surely, fhow universally 
it is chicaned.) 

Strathmore remained in Paris through the whole of that 
winter ; and through that season, rarely and slightly at the 
$rst|, more often and more markedly towards the spring, it 
was remarked, chiefly by women, that Lady Vavasour was 
lofi^ the b4|iance of her beauty, and was Idoking pale# 
almost worn, , was the first time that such a rumor «had 
ovei? wtispe^ against her da7J5ling loveliness, since 
the ctey now eight years passed, when she had first appeared 
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as the Marchiones# of Varasoar and Vaux. i.That which 
wrought it, waa that which has mower to shatter the stemgest 
nerve, to lireak the boldest srorit, to undermine the most, 
careless insouciance — it was a Ridden, feoTf the asp among 
her couch of scented roses, theydagger suspended aoove her 
head by one frail thread of hair, which the world could not 
behold, but ^vhich never quitted her. lie had shora her 
that he knew her secret, and lie lot that knowledge— the 
more bitter because indefinite— slowly and surely eat its, 
poisoned way. / 

They knew each other’s hearts, they whom sin had united 
and sin had severed ; and as she read his doom so he read 
lier suftering, without speech, without disguise. That siiighi 
iiniiic brenth(‘d in her car told her that she was in his power ■ 
that single glance from his eyes told her witli what 
that ])0\ver would be used ; though when, or liow, or where 
the blow Avould fall, she knew no more than we know' when 
the stroke of death will descend upon us. And it was this 
oiiflless uncertainty, this unceasing apprehension which wore 
and tortured her till her careless, epicurean creeds were rent 
by it like filmy gauze, and the woman who had become so 
used to s«n'ereignty that she had learned to believe she 
could con^mand every hazard of life at her pleasui'e, gmw the 
Iierpetual prey of a ceaseless fear and a momentary ftnxiety, 
vfhic'h gnawed at her heart the more cruelly because con- 
cealed from all. 

Whithersoever she went, thither Strathmore followed her, 
till his presence grew us fearful to her us tlio spectres which 
follow the distempered mind in delirium tremens. In the 
salens of the Tuilerics, in the reception-rooms of amtessa- 
(lors, in the entertainments of princes and nobles, at tlie 
Opera, on the Boulevards, in the clear noonday as. she drove 
through the streets, in the midnight glare of light at some 
patrician bal masciu^, she saw him ; always befee her* in 
the distance and as a stranger Avhose glance swept over her 
nnmoved, but with the meaning on his face under the cold 
and courtly calm which she had seen there when he went out 
to deal death to the man he loved, and with the me®^ in 
his fathopiless eyes, which spoke to none but her. He was 
ever before her like some pitiless fate froui which to escape 
vfas hopeless, and which tran^^iilly and immovably awaStod 
a chosen hour to strike. He was ever before bor* with that 
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tlnspokm doom in his glance^ and that unknown power 
silently told in the slight, c^, cruel smile which she knew 
so well. And the fear whici had possessed her of him, from 
thO hour when her slave ha| n’sen to crush his tyrant, and 
the paMsion she had loved tei excite to delirium had turned 
upon her in its madness, grew gradually under this ceaseless 
wl^ into a terror unbearable. It made her nerves un- 
strung, her manner uncertain, her glance like^ that of the 
thtotfed antelope when it listens for the eager step which 
^ns nearer and nearer through the awful hush of the night 
m jungles. 

They noted that her bloom paled, that her dazzling 
insouciance was capricious and depressed, and they noted 
rightly ; the beautiful hue upon her cheek, which so long 
hM distanced art, now needed, for the first time, to be re- 
placed by art. To regain that repose w hich had deserted 
her she had refuge in narcotics, which, however subtle*, Icit 
their depression on the morrow ; and to cover iliat depres- 
sion had recourse to stimulants whicli, however skilfully pre- 
pared, left their mark on one, the luippy and childlike sun- 
ninesB of whose nature had been the chief spring of her 
ceaseless fascination. << 

The hidden canker in the rose ate at its core, apd dimmed 
its bloom. Marion Vavasour ere this had been a perfect 
octregs, and had never known one pang of pain ; but that 
was when the peace and lives of others hung in the balance. 
Now it was her own that \veie in jeopardy ; and so strong 
upon a inind naturally impressionable grew her dread of the 
vague doom which threatened her, and of the cold, pitiless 
face which, go whither she would, seemed for ever to pursue 
her, that she could have slirieked aloud and shrunk away 
when, day after day, night after night, she met the gaze of 
Strathmore, and could have fled out from his presence 
trembling, as those who flee from the ghastly phantom of 
their own imaginings. 

That she never thus betrayed hemelf, was due to her 
proud and haughty spirit ; where dissimulation alone might 
p^hance have brolmn down, this enabled her to meet and 
braVd unflinchingly what became an hourly torture, so that 
the world should never have title to whisper that Marion 
Vavononr was agitated by the presence of the lover whom 
ihe ^0 this, also, it was due that she never 
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permitted her dread of Strathmore's power to drive her from 
the circles where she reigned, fence she felt tempted to flee 
from him to Nice, Florence, PaA the Nile, anywhere where 
her caprice or her physicians mi|lit furnish an excuse j bat 
she disdained and repelled th^ temptati<m ; she felt that, 
o'o where she might, there would his vengeance pursue her ; 
she refused to give to it its first triumph by surrender, 
ilesidm, slie knew not what he knew \ and Marion Vava- 
sour was in her own epicurean fashion a fatalist. The blow 
did not fall yet, the blow might never foil ; circam8t#ces 
miglit arrest it, death itself might close his lips with her 
secret still unuttered. So die i^eafioned, so she i!^igned 
. throughout the Paris winter. 

lint ill h(,'r soul slio never lost the sickening sense of that 
dag'g^or which hung vihrating i^bove her head to descend at 
any instant j in her wliite bosom, unseen by the world, the 
asp coiled ever under the freshness of the flowers, under the 
lu’illiiince of the diamonds, and ate and ate with its 
poisoned fangs. He saw how she snlfered — this woman to 
whom her sovereignty was her secret, to whom her pride was 
so dear he saw, and drove the iron forthcr dowji into her 
heart by emy glance with which his eyes met hers, , and 
made her^nvhile the eyes of the world wci’e on her, com- 
pelling her to smile, to coquette, to scatter her golden wit 
and her lustrous glances unmoved and undimmed, grow 
faint and heart-sick with the teri'or of that jiower, vague yet 
wide and sui’c as destiny, in which he held her. Thus he 
iortured her till the dread of meeting his gaze grew with 
her into a morbid agony ; thus he tortured her until, im- 
perious beauty and accomplished actress though she was, her 
cheek paled, her eyes grew anxious, her health became un- 
certain ; thus he tortui’ed her, for he willed that she should 
taste the fell bitterness of vengeance by being forced te 
Watch its slow approach, as the prisoner chained to ft© 
stake was condemned to watch the gradual onward creeping 
of the pitiless flame. 

And he waited, for the blow of his revenge to Ml ia the 
sight of all assembled Pasis, upon the same day ia the 
®p™g-tidp as that on which, three years before, they hod met 
St sunset on the Bohemian watelm 
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, CHAPTER xxxni. 

THB FOISONUD WOUKDA FttOU THE SILVEBEO SUJU.. 

EabIiT in Spring the carria^ with the eonmet of Vara. 
«onr and Vans npon its panels, its chasseurs, its lackeys, its 
postilkms, its outriders, left the court-yard of her hotel to 
drive amidst all the other 61 ite of the equip^es of Paris, 
through the Barrifire de I'Etoile, and round the Bois, and 
past the site of tlie ancient ruins of the Abbaye de Loii«- 
champs, whose religions rite has passed into a ceremoniiil 
of fashion. 

The day was softly bright, the city was in its spring-tide 
gaiety, the dense crowds were sweeping down towards the 
barrigres of the west, Paris was mfite; and Lady Vava- 
sour’s cortdge, dashing through the streets with its accus- 
tomed royal iiracas, bore onwards to join the great stream of 
carriages which brought the sovereigns of the Faubourg St. 
Oermain and the Brdda Quartier, the Royal Highnesses and 
the Empresses Anonyme, alike to the throng of’Longcbamps 
and the kiauguratien of La Mode this sunlight ^^upon the 
Boulevards. And she leaned back upon her cushions in her 
languid loveliness, with the imperial ermine, a Ozar’s gift, 
which formed her carriage-rug ; leaned back, for the hour 
was warm, and her priceless perfumed point d’Angoul^me 
gathered about her with that carelessness which was her own 
inimitable grace. The carriage joined the row, eight broad, 
on the Place de la Bastille, and closed in with it ; all eyes 
turned on her, for she gave the law of the year and led the 
fashion, and men sorrounded her as her Guards surround a 
Queen, Princes and Ministers sirring their horses to ap- 
proach her, and stooping from their saddleS’'to seek a word 
as eagerly as they would have sought a Grown. . 

Slie swept along the Boulevards and down the drives 
of the Bois, where the man whom her lie 1 ]^ murdered 
had been slain when the sue hod set ; and the Past 
was not remembered or repented, for Remor^ had no 
tltare in her sbadowless life; Remorse had no place in bet 
uwldi ‘ 

^ «as aloim in her carri^e; none were permitted that 
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day to share that throne (of which her barouche-step wag 
the hautpas) of the Soverei^ Fashion j her little lion- 
dog alone occupied the cushions* beside her, with hi jewel- 
led collar on his snowy fleece, fend in the ddhble line of 
horsemen, on either side the throng of caiTiages, on eveiw 
lip there was but one theme — the beauty of the Englisli 
Marchioness who gaTe the mode to Paris, 

Lady Vavasour drove onward past the site of the old 
Abbaye, whilst Etoiles leant from his saddle, breathing a 
l^rince's flatteries in her ear, until she reached th^ mil 
stream of equipages, where the occupant of almost every 
i'arriage (that was patrician, not lorette) was numbere!) 
m her visiting-list ; and each one of those delicate ^risto- 
iraUs was cither her friend for boudoir confidences, ot 
tier acquaintance for State dinners. And now in the ricli 
morning sunlight, as she encountered their equipages and 
received their salutations, she saw that which sent an ioe- 
ihill through the wann current of her glad life. 

What was it, slight, nameless, intangible, yet to be 
that she read in the glance of one or two of the highest 
women of the French and English aristocracies? Imper- 
ceptible W another, she caught it — ^for Marion Vav^our 
had a seiiret to guard, and whoso owns a secret ever sus- 
pects that the world has unearthed it. That which she 
vead, or fancied, in their look was not censure, not inquiry, 
not insolence, not wonder; it was more vague than any 
of these, yet to her it spoke them all. She caught it once, 
twice, thrice on different faces, and her delicate bloom 
])alcd; it was that chillness which is marked and felt 
rather by that which it suggests than by what it does, 
slight, but intentional as it was unmistakable, Etoiles 
looked surprise ; but he was too true a gentleman to affect 
to perceive what in real truth bewildered him. For om 
brief seoond’her soft anielope eyes lightened wtth ill-sup- 
pressed anxiety and with unrepressed anger; since there 
is no glass which reflects so delicately, yet so bittefly and 
so siq^ely, eveiy shade of disdain as the faces of trained 
women of the world ! 'Hie steel with which their scorn 
thrusts is silvered, but the wound it deals is barbed, and 
deep, and poisoned! Lady Vavasour caught that look, 
and knew or guessed its nTeaning, and her cheek paled 
under the e^^-shell bloom of her delicate rouge ; the ihru<«^> 
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of the silvered ertieel stnick to her soul, for she knew ths( 
it etmok to the core of herkecret I 

The oarriafies rolled onmrd, and yet the coldness lay but 
in look, the’ blow was dealf but from manner, her bows Were 
returned as of yore, though jrith a certain distance, a markecl 
chillness ; and Etoiles found no constraint in her wit, no 
light the less in her luminous eyes, she seemed to note 
nothing of the look which spoke so much ! But the asp in 
her bosom had fangs not one whit the less bitter because 
the smile did not leave her lips, or the nonchalant grace of 
her attitude change : women cover their wounds, but under 
the veil they throb — they throb! The carriages rolled on, 
and her postilions threading their way through the thron^ii’ 
passed the stately equipage of her chosen and ini-imate 
friend Lady Clarence Camelot — that cold, proud ))oauty in 
whose veins ran the “blue blood” of Norman monarchs, 
and whose social creeds were lofty if stringent. But yester- 
night they had sat at the Oi)era together, rival rulers yet 
close allies ; but yesternight, so complete had Seen their 
sisterhood, that they were ever in private to each other 
“Marion,” and “Ida.” Now, the azure eyes of the de- 
scendant of Plantag<3nch looked with calm, co^ regard at 
her, as though regarding a stranger, and, reeogfiizing her 
presence no more tlian she would have recognized that of 
a beggar, the Lady Clarence Camelot passed on round 
Longchamps. 

On Marion Vavasour’s Ups, which blanched to whiteness, 
the smile was airested as on the lips of those suddenly 
smitten with death ; and while the smile rested there, into 
her eyes came a wild, haunting anxiety as they ghinced 
over the crowd to see whether m the crowd this had 
escaped all others. And as they glanced they saw — cold, 
pitiless with the brutal menace in the eyes and the slight 
smile about the mouth, unmoved as though east in bi'onze 
--the fiwse of Strathmore. 

He^was watching the progress of his work — ^watching, 
how slowly and surely, drop-by-drop, his poison fell. 

The throng bore his horse ba^ward ; her carriage rolled 
onward with the glittering mass making the tour of tlie 
(la^oulome ; and once, twice, thrice, again and again, 
the Qii^sen of Fashion was made to eat of the ashes of the 
Inmiliatiou; and the silvered steel thrust its barbed 
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point &tther and farther dowAj^to her «oul, probing deep 
to the core of her secret 1 
Sl^e passed the Countess of*Belramne; she passed the 
Diichesse de Lurine; she possed the Marchioness of 
Boville; she passed tlie VicoiMe^ de Ritelle; she passed 
her oldest friend; Lady Beatrix^eaudeseit. 

And all these dealt her the same bIow> oue-by-one, with 
the same dull, delicate, unerring weapon ; all these gave 
her no recognition even of her presence. 

The procession of Longchamps, which had ever 4)een 
one long, triumphal passage for the proud and dazzling 
English leader, was one long ])ilgriniage of shame,. even 
, such, as in the centuries gone by, the barefoot penitents 
had made by that same route, when the blind, the sk^k, 
and the lame had thronged to the Abbaye altai^, to tlie 
grave of Isabelle Capet. 

On many tongues in that dense thmng, among such as 
could observe it, was but one tlieme— the insults of her 
Order to the Marchioness of Vavasour and Vaux. 

But she leaned back, npt letting the smile even grow 
constrained on her lip, not allowing even a glance of 
anxiety in^er eyes, a flash of anger on her cheek; but 
negligent, .graceful, tranquil as of old, not seeming even 
to have noticed the thrusts whicli pierced her to the soul. 
At last, as her carriage was turned back to Paris, it passed 
side-by-side with tlie equipage of the most notorious 
adventuress of the demi-monde, Viola Ve, celebrated for 
ruining a peer of France every trimestre, and whose ex- 
travagances startled even “equivocal society;” and as 
her barouche wheel locked slightly in that of Lady Vava- 
sour, the Lorette smiled and bo\\ed, and said a few careless 
words to the Englisii Peeress, as though they w^e of the 
same world and the same order! And laughed, as her 
carriage i*olled on, as one who gives an insult she knows 
mmoi bB resenimL '' 

The open outrage and insolence were translatable to 
every looker-on in that dense crowd; the key to it was a 
mysteiy which convulsed « Longchamps with bewildered 
amazement, and convulsed Paris similarly in a few hodrs 
after, iiud at this coarse indignity Marion Vavasour 
turned white to the very lipsf and trembled exceedingly; 
for sha was proud, very proudl and she had had her foU 
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on tiie neck of tins hanghby and patrician world bo long, 
Bo 'limgl It was bitter tolnare the diadem tom tarn her 
toow, the BOeptre shattered'from her hand ! 

Onoe again, as rallying her conrage, she glanced around 
in dedance of the insults, ^gain she saw in the yellow sun- 
light the cold and pitiless face of Strathmore, etching her 
with the smile on his lips and the menace in his eyes, u 
the serpent watches the bird which cannot escape from its 
dings. And Marion Vavasour knew that it was he who had 
her secret, and was on her track ; his hand which, by the 
silvered steel of these women’s indignities, dealt her this 
poisoned and mortal wound. 

With all nonchalance, all hauteur, all easy grace, un- 
changed, but with her lips blanched and drawn over her 
pearly teeth, the most beautiful woman of her time returned 
with that slow and glittering procession from Longchamps 
to Paris, veiling the quivering nerves and the throbbing 
pnde with calm courage, with admirable artifice — for she 
^'as a more perfect actress than any the stage has seen. 
Xet she ran 'the gauntlet of a deadly trial! for in those 
hours which that long pageant occupied, in the dense 
throngs which fadrion gathered, all the e^.8 of Paris 
Proper were on her, apd the crowd was divided but into 
two classes, those who passed the outrage on her and those 
who witnessed it ! 

As at last she swept up the steps of her own hotel, she 
did not observe a vagrant woman loitering hard by on the 
pavement; but the &hcmian had watched there through 
livelong hours, watched to see her face as she returned 
fTOm Longdiiamps, and a smile came on Redempta’s lips 
os her vigil was repaid, and she muttered in Czeschen : 

“ It is begun. I have not lived in vain, beloved ! She 
suffers ! she suffers ! " 

It was trim — die suffered ! Marion Vavasenr had laughed 
her sweet, soft laugh at the mortal agoOT she dealt to 
others, but in her own bitterness she, the discrowned, who 
oad known no pain and no remorse, suffered — suffered eves 
US Marie Antoinette uiien the erown was wrenched from her 
golden head, said the Dethroned was led out for the gibes 
of tfee people. 

itas some ctmfusiofi. and agitation in her hmisehold 
li the great parquet of the hall, but not nnting 
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it she swept onward np the stairoBs^ turning to the groont of 
'he chambers ; ^ , 

“Where is m^ lord ? ” 

The man hesitated slightly, and looked grave ; she ro> 
peated her (question imperiously': 

“ Where is his lordship ? Answer met” 

“Pardon me, my lady, but during your ladyship’s 
absence his lordship was attacked with ar~-riight indisposi- 
tion.” . / 

An intense alarm and anxiety came into heir face — stomgo 
visitants there, for the world had never known that had 
loved her lord 1 

“ Indisposition of what kind ? ” 

“ Something — I believe — of a syncope, my lady.” 

He was too polite and too elegant a philomath to use so 
brief a term as “ fit,” but her fears grasped his meaning, and 
she bade him send the physicians to W in her boudoir. 
They came, honeyed and deferential, and from much cream 
aud verbiage the simple truth gradually oozed that, in plain,, 
terras, the Marquis of Vavasour had been struck by apo- *" 
plexy after ^ pdt4 of nightingales, followed by too many 
lx)ach4cs anCrosolios, at his luncheon, and now lay, sensible 
indeed, but in a state most precaridhs, of which the issue 
was doubtiul. 

Then she dismissed them with a queenly bow of hw grace* 
M head, and signified an imperative necessity that she 
should see her lord alone on family matters of the highest 
moment. The physicians, curious, like all of their trade, vainly 
strove to represent that their presence was indispensable for 
every second ; aU Europe bowed to her will, and she per- 
.mitted none to gainsay it ; it was obeyed now. His score 
of attendants retired from his chamber, and her husband 
was done when^he entered it. 

With her rich and gracefttl beauty she came and stood 
by the bedside of the sick man, on whose face dedh W 
written its mark cut plainly ; and, for he was quite conscious 
ond had every sense left him,^c opened Ms eyes and lookod 
at her curiously, for it woi’e hard to desaibe the 
*rhich had Come over her featnres, and she wore ho psa^. 
with him. • 

She leant over him as she sat beside tlm couch, after a 
few hun-ied words of condolence^ (^waking low and swiftly ; 
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^ Vavasotir ! All Park Inaws it I 
Into the snpine faoe of iine old Marquis cama t gleam of 
malicious amusement, crossed with surprise. 

The deuce they do ! ** he said, with a labored articuia- 
tiou : “ Who told^em ? ^ 

“€k>d knows! What matter who!^ And she, whom 
P’ief in all its agony, passion in all ite faiy, had never 
moved, save to that gay, triumphant amnsemonb with 
which a child crushes his costliest toy, spoke with breath- 
less agitation, her lips quivering, her fair hands trembling, 
her eyes filled with tears of bitterness. They know it ! 
Even Ida Cauielot cut me dead an hour ago ; a score of 
them passed me as they would pass a dog ! And even 
that woman V^, Caderousse’s mistress, dared to insult me 
— Mk ! They know it ! Nothing less could make them 
act BO, nothing else could give her title with impunity 
to 

The fiick man chuckled low and with difficulty, as though 
tb;k were the best joke which could have come to cheer him 
on his death-bed : 

** Gad . I wish I had been there ! Deuced ^pity to have 
lost it ! Eh ! bien, ma belle ! you can’t comp^n ; you’ve 
cheated them a long time ! ” 

And where he lay back among his pillows he chuckled 
still, faintly, for his breath was with difficulty drawn, but 
with a malicious amusemeni that was in ghastly contrast 
with the marks which death had set upon his face, 

A passionate anger dnd misery gathered in hers : 

“ And that is all the pity that you 

^*Pity,” broke in the, Marqiiis, with a laugh which 
Btruggled with a spasm of the breath : “ Gad !— die deuce ! 
—what pity do you w^ant ? You’ve had your own way, ma 
belle, and women love it. I was a gi’eat fool to take your 
terms, for they were confounded high ; however, I don’t 
mind it, you’ve amused me. It was a drawing-room vaude- 
ville, with the fan always kept up ; but pity— ’fore George ! 
wonim’s ingratitude— — ,, 

And the Marquis, choked with disgust at the ill re- 
turn which was given him, and with his jtmusement 
at what roused him even from all the apathy of a mari 

hmiv 

Vaviflourj now^oie^-why not now? If you 
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would, still it might be done-^lprivately, secretly j secrecy 
could be bought, aad the world l^ould never know — 

She spoke low, tremulously, incoherently, and in strange 
agitation for the flattered, courted, proud, omnipotent 
beauty! Her hands played nervously with the lace and 
silk of the counterpane, where she leant half-kneeling 
ngriiiist the bed ; her attitude was almost supplication, and 
licr haughty loveliness was abasliod and dejected ; for she 
liad worn her diadem long and proudly, and it was b^ter 
to the Queen of Fashion to have hor sceptre wrenclied 
and her purple torn aside for all to see the secret; of the 
discrowned. 

“Why not notv^ Vavasour?” she whispered eagerly, 
while her lips were hot and parched : ‘‘ It wmld be so little 
to you ; it Avould spare me so much. Now — ^now, before it 
is too late ! I can purchase inviolable secrecy ** 

I'he dying man interrupted her with his stifled, ghastly 
laugh rattling in his throat, w^hile his sunk eyes leered ma- 
liciously, ana his hand feebly played with the diamond 
circlet of her marriage-finger — the badge, she had whis- 
percMi to Strathmore on the rose-terrace of Vernon^eaux, the 
badge of Se^itndc and Silence. 

“ 1 dare ^say ! and ma belle veuve would then win, 
})erhap8, M. D’jRtoiles, who knows ? As it is, she will have 
to be only his mistress ! No ! I am not in the mood t 
You think one cn moribund ought to lend himself as a lay 
ligure ? All ! there you are wrong, ma belle ; you must 
ask t!ic favor of some one of your old4ovcrs, that "man with 
Uic Vandyke face, who killed his friend for your beaux 
yeux ; or one of the new ones, p^aps, may pay the price 
more gi^acioiisly.” 

Again the liorjid, unfitting laugh, chuckling and rattling 
m liis throat; sounded thitmgh the stillness of the death- 
chamber ; Lord*Vavasour had eaten his last pftte of night* 
mgales, but he had still palate and powmr to enjoy what he 
and most men with him find of still sweeter flavor — ^the 
pleasure of Malice. And leaning there against ih© < 5 n 3 tly 
jirapcries of the bed, in her* lace, her jewels, her delimte 
floating drejjs wdiich that day had given out the feribfon of 
tlie year to Paris, in her lovely vjomauhood, in her Wghty 
ptwJe, Marion, Lady Vavasour— who wore no mask with 
him— -sank forwards, thinking nothing of her husband 



STRATHMORE, 


m 

before Uot, tat vith her wh^ hands clenched, her teeth eel 
tightly, her &ir ftce blanche^ her rich hair gashed baclr in 
its amsses from her temples, eating in all their bitterness of 
the ashes of Humiliation, tasting in all their craelt^ the 
dea&>tiuDra of Abdication. « 


CHAPTER XXXIV. 

“ THE BB,RAN« OF THE LOST. 

The household was hushed, and all moved with noise 
less footsteps through the wide marble staircase and the 
stately corndors and the brilliant-lighted chambers of the 
Hotel Vavasour: the presence of death was nigh, and 
breathed its solemnity even through the gilded halls and 
the pompous hirelings of that magnificent palace, where 
wit was usually as rife as in the salons of Rambouillet, 
and cost was as unheeded in luxury or dissipation as in 
the days of ViteUius. It was known that his lo^hip could 
not recover, and that, Vitcllius-like, his goblet reversed 
and his last Falemian was drun^ and the Praetorian Guards 
of Pallida Mors were leading him out, stripped of his pur- 
ples, and made nothing better or greater than an old, 
bloated, gluttonous man, to imrl him over the fathomless 
abyss, where none would mourn him, and down the dark, 
cold river whence none return. * 

The household was still and awed through this early part 
of the spring mght, and his wife sat in lier own chamber, 
when her dinner had been served and dismissed, musing and 
alone. IVom custom she had dressed for the evening, as 
habitual, and the delicate shower of costly 'lace fell al^t 
her, and the diamonds and amethysts sparkled in her hair 
as she sat there, her head leaning on her am, herlips white 
and pressed together, her fair, proud brow knit in vain, 
cruel thoughts— thoughts how<bo baffle, how to escape from 
the veugeanoe whidi netted her in »nd held her tight l^eaih 
its string mesheS. . 

five-and'tweuty yeaf s had passed over her h^, and 
^ T^ut lay down the sceptre, and put the crown ipm off 
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her brow6, and pass, from the Jiant pas and the throne, to 
mingle with the jeered and common crowd. Already! 
alre^y ! She must leave her kingdom in her youth. She 
riad known that sooner or late^this must come, that sooner 
or later this shame and bitterness must fall; but in the 
royalty of her omnipotence, the gladness of her power, she 
had forgotten her doom. She had believed that it would 
come, perhaps, at some far distant time, when her beauty 
was spent, and when in age it would matter but little ; ^nay, 
she had at last believed that so happily had fortune favored 
her that her life would flow on for ever in the sunlight, and 
that she would live and die in the honor and odour of the 
patrician world she ruled, her secret never guessed, and 
buried with her in the grave which would bear the name 
and titles of Marion, Marchioness of Vavasour and Vaux, 

And now— now — in the brilliance of her youth, in the 
si>lendor of her triumphs, the stroke had fallen ; and she 
must go out, to be the jibe, the mockery, the scorn of her 
rivals and her foes. 

The dews stood on her brow, her fair hands clenched in 
her anguisL- she shivered and started from her solitary 
revexie — it was so hondble ! — to stoop her pride into the 
dust ; to bo banned for ever from the haughty, sbadoWless, 
patrician life she loved ; to be the scorn and Ae derision of 
the women she had outshone and outrivalled, and made 
follow the mere fashion of her drapery, the mere mode that 
her changing caprice gave as law. 

She started and rose to her feet, and there was a piteous 
misery in the eyes ero this so proud, so lustrous, so full of 
carele^ laughter ; she had known no mercy for others, but 
slie knew suflering for herself. As she rose her lace caught 
in and overturned a gold fillagree basket filled with the 
notes which had come during the past twenty-four hours ; 
one restec^ as the shower fell, upon her dress, and me* 
elianically she raised it and broke the envelop ; they were 
only a few lines in Frencli, bearing the date of the previous 
day: 

“ MAnAihi! ; — Lord Cecil Strathmore has some secret 
year past^ vith which he iQteQflB to take his vengeance on 
you to-morrow, in the sight of Paris. I know no jaore than 
which 1 gathered from ^hat I accidentally and nn« 
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avoidftbly ov^beard betwee| him and Madame de fiueUe 
this morning. I acquaint you, that if you deem fit you may 
seek to avort what seems to threaten indignity, or worse, to 
you, and I am willing to answer to him for having done so. 
tn this I render you good for evil, but, as you know but too 
wdl, I have loved you more faithfully than most. 

Veuillez a^^r, Madame, Vasstirance de ma tmsidiraUm 
dietingvie. 

FAIiCOOTEBa,’* 

That note she should have received the night before ! and 
it had lain there in the jewelled basket unnoticed, wdiile the 
Queen of Fashion had gone out to meet her doom. She, 
sceptical of all else, believed in that hour in Destiny and 
Retribution ; the writer ^vas an Austrian, a mere boy in 
years, whose young life the beautiful panther had torn and 
destroyed for a night’s amusement, a coquette’s triumph, at 
one of the gorgeous masked balls of the Viennese Court; 
and while she read her lips quivered and her hand shook as 
it clenched upon the paper. 

It toW her no more than her fears had knoM before— 
than the cold and pii.iless face she had seen tVat day bad 
told her without words, 

“ Poor Falconberg, poor child I ” she murmured uncon- 
sciously, for in triumph we cast aside human tenderness, but 
in des^ir we value it : “ His mercy — Ms ! As soon seek 
pity from marble, warmth from ice I As soon ask the vul- 
ture not to tear, the lion not to rend I ” 

And she sat there with the pallor of a sickly terror 
blanching her lovely lips, which trembled as with cold: 
she knew that more hopeless than to seek mercy from the 
beasts of prey were it to seek compassion from the hand 
wdiioh her love and her lie had dyed with blood. 

And yet — and yet- — her eyes fell on her own loveliness. 
It had bent him as the wind" the reeds ; it had melted him 
as the flames the steel. Might its ancient power not be 
wholly fled ? could he who ha^ been her abject slave gaze 
on it wholly unmoved? Up from the dread of a great 
despair grew the sickly shadow of a vain hope, Side by side 
witn the mad impulse of an unoonsidered resolve. She was 
so used to her sovereign sway, her proud omnipotence-- 
to Acr prayer seem^ a thing impossible. And 
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hastily, and oa the iastiac^ af a laisery whiab nuada daai^ 
from his haad look rather to be ooveted thaa the liviag 
chastisement to which he doomed her, she arose— aerred to 
a hopeless and desperate rarpose. 

Late that night Marion VavasoHr entered a little broagbam 
by one of the side doors of her own residence, and was driven 
rapidly through the few streets which parted her from the 
Hotel de Londres. The carriage was hired, the driver a 
Btranger, and she herself was enveloped in long, bla^k, 
sweeping folds, which concealed her person, while a thick 
})lack veil, thrown over her head, wholly obscured her fea- 
tures. Etoile himself might have passed her at bis elbow 
and never penetrated her disguise ; those who would have 
died for one smile from her eyes would not have recognised 
her in that veiled and sombre form. 

The driver stopped at the hotel, and came to the door for 
his instructions. 

“ Inquire if Lord Cecil Strathmore be visible ? ” 

The man obeyed, and ten minutes after returned. 

** Milord is within, raadame, but they doubt if he will be 
seen so late.” 

Very well/let me out” 

She descended from her carnage and entered the hotel. 
A few moments’ conversation with one of tlie attendants, 
two louis d’or slipped into his hand, and slie followed him 
up the staircase, along the corridors, and towards the door 
of one of the great suites. 

“ Your card, madame ? ” 

She handed him one, on which was printed a name, but 
iioi, lier own, and the servant entered the apartment, leaving 
her without, but with the door not wholly closed, so that 
where she stood she could hear his voice and that of the one 
who replied to him. 

“A lady entreats milord to sec her for a few moments? ” 

‘‘ Tlie ‘"Oountess Lena ! ’ I do not know tlie name ; and 
what an hour I However, show her in ” 

The man returned, threw the door wide open, uahered 
hiT ceremoniously into the s^on, and Tetire(L oloaing 
behind him. He presumed this veiled midnight guest, 
whose voice thrilled him like sw^t music, came from the 
br6da Quartier, and envied the Englishman who veoeived 
The door closed, and Marion Yavaaour was alone with 

» V i 
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Strathmore. He ro&e as slfe entered, standing under the M\ 
light of the chandelier immediately above his head. 

** Madame, puis-je deinander h quoi je dois cet honneur ? ” 

As the calm, chill, courtly tones, addressing her as a 
stranger, fell on her ear, *she shivered— -could that suave, 
cold, immutable voice ever soften to pardon, to mercy ? 
She was silent, pausing in the centre of the chamber, and 
he moved a fauteuil towards her. 

Asseyoz vous, madame. Je suis k vos ordres.” 

She did not take the chair; she did not answer; and 
Strathmore, marvelling if his veiled visitant were dumb, 
awaited her pleasure — leaning his arm on the mantelpiece 
while the light was shed on the peculiar Vandyke type of 
his features, with the dark gleam of his fathomless eyes 
under their drooped lids, and the cold, straight line of tho 
calm brows. . She looked at him and shuddered, for she 
knew the chill brutality which lay beneath his liigh bred 
and courtly suavity; she knew the steel gauntlet whicii 
was covered with that delicate, velvet, broidered glove of a 
courtier’s manner. And the courage which bad brought her 
hither on a mad impulse failed ; the last time that she had 
been within his reach his hand had been i\)on her throiit 
seeking her life I She sickened and shuddered with tbe 
memory of that ghastly hour, that awlul torture, wher. 
death had been so nigh! — and noting how she trembled, 
this strangci*, this veiled woman, Strathmore approached 
her gently : 

vous inquietez pas, madame. Si je puis vous assisicr, 
comraandez-moi ? ” 

Strathmore, you can spare me! ” 

The words rang out almost with a shriek ; and, as tbt 
voice smote on his ear, he staggered baetk, and a spabni 
passed over his face as at some wound sqddenly dealt ^ 
keen knife. 

His passion was not dead because it had changed to hato 
nay, hate rioted in him because, though love abhoited her 
love still craved her. For this woman had been to him God 
csonscience, world, heaven, all that life can hold, all thai 
eternity can I * 

Then, he conquered himself ; he held in an iron ran 
eveiy emotion which could betray him ; his face grew chil 
Jid pMsionleBS, as though it were cast it bronze ; he looked 
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on her, as he had looked in the i^aileries-^as he had looked 
in fche sunlight of the past day-^and was silent. 

He had trained himself to see her thus without a sign, 
that he might watch her suffer : and she might sooner have 
wrung tears from a cast of bronese, a moan from a statue ol 
marble, than mercy or weakness from him. 

‘‘ You can spare me, Strathmore !” 

The words rang out hoarse in their bitter supplication r 
coldly and tranquilly lie answered her : t 

“ i can.” 

And you will — ^you will ?” 

For all reply he smiled ; and that slight, chill smil^ as it 
■ passed over his face where the gaslight fell white upon it, 
was more pitiless than any speech which could have con- 
demned her. A faiut cry broke from her lips as she saw it : 
she cast from her the trami^ls of her heavy, sweeping cloak, 
and flung back the black face which shrouded her like a 
Spanish mantilla. Her loveliness was once more before 
!iim, unveiled, in all its brilliance, the light streaming down 
upon her face with its glittering hair and its lovely youtk, 
the sapphires flashing in her snowy bosom, the perfumed 
luce, half faljfing off, half trailing round, the divine grace of 
lier voluptuous form. And she stood silent, her head 
drooped, her eyes soft with lustrous tears, her bosom heaving 
with its voiceless sobs, the light falling full upon her. This 
had been omnipotent to tempt him, once, to cast aside all 
laws of God and Man — this might tempt him yet again. 
This had stricken his strength till it was a reed wdthin her 
hands— this again might give her back her power. And she 
stood there, wliile her eyes looked up to his, and her heart 
heaved where the jewels gleamed ; and the lace sank farther 
do wn— down — from off her beautiful form, with the diamonds 
glittering in her breast. But his will was iron ; his veins 
wore i(te— for her ; and his eyes did not change, his 
smile did not alter, as his words fell cold and clear on the 
Bilence : 

It is too late for ihatT 

A burning flush crimsonAi her face, and she shrank 
nnder the blow. She was a woman, and cuie who glossed 
her amours with delicate refinej^nt, and one who was used 
to rule omnipotent, and yield with a sovereign’s grace— 
ttot to sue and be repuls^ Tears, genuine and bitter, 
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started to hot eyes, mi hk toice thrilled with passionate 
emotion ; 

Strathmore ! Strathmore ! I am in your power, spare 
hte ! I am a woman, be pitiful to me ! You loved me so 
well once — ^have some pardcJh for me now !” 

He did not change his attitude ; he leaned there against 
the mantelpiece, with his eyes, under their drooped lids, 
fixed on her ; and his words answered her, falling low and 
chill on the silence, like the dropping of icc-water : 

“ I marvel that you dare say that to me ! Go ! you were 
always a matchless actress ; it is a pity to waste your time, 
your tempting, and your loveliness !” 

She shivered as she heard him ; from fiery passion, froni 
brutal menace, from bittci reproaches, she would have hoped 
eo win, to touch, to tempt, to torture him into some, 
mercy. With those cold, measured, inflexible tones, ad 
hope died out. She felt as those who, gliding down ink 
.a bottomless abyss upon the xllps, feel the icc-wnll they 
Strive to grasp, slide, smooth, and frozen, and shelving, 
from their touch, as they sink downwards to darkness and 
to death. 

With a low cry, she threw herself at his f^jt in all her 
soft abandonment of supplication ; her proud head humbled 
to the dust before him ; her white hands wrung and clenched ; 
her loveliness thrown there before him like a criminars who 
kneels before her judge. 

And he looked down on her unmoved, save that his 
vengeance was dear to him, and sweet ; she suffered— at 
last ! 

“ Strathmore ! Ob, God ! see, I kneel to you ; /, who 
never bend to any mortal thing I I may merit this from 
you ; I do not dare to deny it. You may have much to 
avenge on me — much ! — though I loved you ; ay, I loved 
you as I have loved no other! Women crave conquest, 
power, rruelty; but we love, despite that— love, though 
we love ourselves first ! If I sinned to you, I sinned fof • 
you!” , 

True ! It is the trade cf the courtesan ! ” 

Where she lay at his feet, prostrate in her Icfveliness and 
hot ab^ement, she shuddeced under the calm, chill, bfutal 
Bueelp-^^she 1 the woman who had ruled over princes, and to 
who|p kings had knelt ! Yet— she would not renounce all 
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hope, she would not give way f|om all effort ; she lifted her 
heivj. so that the white light fell on her lustrous hair, and 
shone in her lovely eyes with their appealing prayer ; and 
that face, in its blanched pain, its prostrate beauty, its 
stricken pride, was more resistless than in its most radiant 
hour of witching sovereignty : 

Shame me ! humble me ! strike me as you will I I 
wronged you, and I am in your power, and a woman and 
defenceless! Yet hear me: be great enough to prego 
vengeance — ^be noble enougn i'' heap coals of fire on my 
Jiead by Pardon ! If I erred, weiv you sinless ? If I were 
guilty, were you stainless from crime ? See I — jou have 
made me drink of the bitterness of humiliation to the dregs ? 
Caimot that content you ? Spare me, more for the love of 
(Jod ! Hear me, Stratlimore, and have mercy ! To-day you 
have let the world whisper it, but to-morrow^s whisper may 
soon efface to-day’s. Lord Vavasour is dying, dying fast ; 
let me bear his name in peace ? If you do not reveal the 
truth to his heirs, none will dare attack, and sift, and search 
—none will raise the question. I may live in peace ; live 
without shame and sneer and jibe from the women I have 
rivalled, froip tho society I have niled ! Only spare me this 
—this 1 Do not hunt mo down to poverty and degradation, 
do not expose me to the world ! 

Sl)e stopped, and a bitter sob choked her voice, for here, 
if acting still, tlie actress felt her part and pleaded her 
prayer in all its acrid bitterness, its keen, imploring pain, 
for she felt and pleaded for herself. She suffered ! — she 
suffered !— and the burning tears gathered and fell, and 
under its delicate shroud of lace her form shivered with the 
physical cold of a ^eat dread, of a convulsive sus^se. 

She pleaded as the Condemned plead for life. Her future 
lay in this man’s keeping — and ho had spared her from death 
only to bid her live to suffer.” 

She had made him in God’s sight and in his own a mur- 
derer. Could she hope for mercy from him ? Could she 
strike vengeance from his hand ? 

A death-like stillness reigned between them as her voice 
cea^ and she lav there at his feet in her abject suppli- 
cation, her abased loveliness, he?; stricken pride. He stood 
ch^geless, motionless, his face ufisltered in its chill tran- 
quillity, his eyes unfalterii^ in their relentlesa gaze ; 



2^6 

“ If you were drowning before my ey^s, and nay band 
stretch^ out could save yoti— you should perish in its need! 
If you were bound to the stake, and one word of mine could 
save you — I would not speak it ! If you were dying of 
hunger and thirst, and a gup of cold water from my pity 
could save you — I would refuse it in your death hour ! i 
have answered. Such mercy as you gave, I give to you— 
no other.** 

As his words fell slowly out upon the silence, chill, 
tranquil, pitiless, and inexorable as Fate, a shudder ran 
through her frame, and a ciy broke ft*om her lips, wild 
and piteous, like that of a woman who receives her death- 
warrant. 

She trembled, shivered, shrank before the iron pitiless- 
ness, the icy liate, of this man’s nature, on which her own 
might fling, and wear, and spend itself for ever, yet make 
no more impress than the fretting waves which break upon 
a granite sea-wall, and leave no sign of all their feverish 
travail And she lay c.rouched at his feet in all her fallen 
loveliness, stricken and paralyzed as by a cniel, mortal 
blow. 

His eyes dwelt on her long and meaningly^ while not a 
muscle of his face changed from its rigid calm, its hitter 
exultation ; he watehed her shudder, and writhe, and crouch 
there at his feet with a faint smile playing on his lips — as 
he would have watched her strained on the rack or Dound 
to her funeral pyre ; and his voice hissed slowly through his 
seeth as he stooped and whispered in her ear ; 

Listen I * I have what you can never rob me of— I 
have ray VengeancjDI You have lived to suffer! And 
you will fall lowers and lower into sin and infamy, and 
misery and want ; fall as those fall who trade in beauty, 
and die as they die when beauty leaves them — die in tlie 
streets — die craving a crust ! Go ! — youp fate waits for 

YOU ! 

The brutal doom hissed in her ear, maddened her as a 
shot panther, till all its desert nature wakes to life under 
ftfi pain. 8be startcjd, and uprose and stood before liini. 
iier face blanched to the lips, her eyes alight with a tigress 
glare, fearful in her loveliness, -ghastly in heJ* brillianc& 
dangerous in her weaknesrand her despair. 

^‘Abiwe me, expose me, destroy me, work your worst) 
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/ ptead no more! But, by thd God whom we have both 
outraged, the hour shall come when the mercy yon mete 
out to me I will mete back to you, when you eliall seek 
in vain of earth or heaven, Strathmore, for the pity you 
now deny 

She stood before him in all her beauty, while the light 
fttreamed down upon her, her face turned towards him 
with the glittering hair thrown back, her lustrous eyes 
dilated, her form instinct with despairing passion/ her 
voice rising and quivering in the air till it rang with a 
menace of the future, with evil, dark and merciless as his 
own ; she stood there, terrible as Ate, prophetic as Cas- 
sandra in her despair. And thus they looked on one 
another, tliis man and woman, so lately bound in the close 
ties of passionate love and mutual sin, now sundered 
farther than they betwixt whom oceans roll. Thus they 
looked on one another, and in her eyes was the lurid 
gleam of a vengeance which soon or late would pioneer its 
path and sate its lust ; and on his lips sat the calm, chill, 
brutal smile of a vengeance which would never cease from 
pursuing, and never stay its hand for pity or fqr prayer, 
which Mdtits quarry in its grip, and tasted its power 
slowly, drop by drop, with thirst whiqli grew the groater 
with its every draught. 

Thus they looked on one another; there was a moment's 
silence again, as though she still mutely awaited whether 
yet he would not yield to mercy, yet abstain from ven- 
geance, and bid her go, loathed, abhorred, condemned, 
but — spared. There was a moment’s silence, in which 
the very air seemed pleading for her pardon, and simpii 
eating for the Godlike vengeance of forgiveness. Thea 
she cast one look upon his face ; it was white, calnpi, chilh 
inflexible as thp marble features of the dead, and pitiless 
as they to prayer, or .woe, or menace,; and without word 
or sign she turned and left his presence. 

They had parted. 
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I 

, THE GEItH OF THE 8E0EET. 

< At twelve that night, while Lord Vavasour lay dying, 
and Paris danced and supped, and gamed and laughed, 
and whirled through the merry hours, a party of some 
dozen or so were gathered after the (mera for a pefcil 
souper in the salons of Madame de la Perriole, the wife 
of one ot those princes whom the Bourse makes in a day. 
The hdtel was superb ; the ameublement would have been 
deemed marvellous in a palace; figuratively, for its cost, 
the sapper could boat?t of liquid gold for its wines, and 
melted gold for its dishes ; and the S(^vres on which it was 
served was rimmed with pink pearls ; still, Madame de la 
Ferriole (genuinely, Madame le Maire), was still on the 
outskirts of fashionable society, and was at this moment 
still passing through that trausmigratory period which 
transfers the owners of Capital among tlie leaoers of Ton ; 
and blazons the Or with the Cule.s. She moved high, but 
not with the highest, and therefore her guests around the 
supper-table discussed the insult of.Longchamps without 
the key to it, which as yet only lay in the hands of the 
ultra exclusives of one certain set; and, therefore, they 
hailed ^ith pleasure and empressement the late advent 
of the single member of that set whom they had yet 
secured, and who had deigned to come and snp with 
Madame de la Ferriole, partly because, m vrtm Pari- 
smm, she respected the wealth, partly because, en M 
she wished to satirize the appointments of the 
rotnrifere. That single member was Blanche^ de Kuelle. 
With all the “languor of good tone,” but with all the 
curiosity of scandal-mongers, the party around the million- 
naire’s supper-table sought th% confidence of ^ the haughty 
and unapproachable aristocrat, who, lying back and slowly 
breaking ner ice, seemed disposed to talk of little but the 
new opera, and of that only to her own escort the Vicomte 
de Ohanrellan, Blanche de Enelle had been the first to 
whom Strathmore had entrusted the secret of Marion 
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VayaBOur's downfall, and bidden deal the poisoned wound 
with tile silvered steel; she had been the chief to enable 
him to mete out revenge and chastisement thus slowly, 
Bubtilely, witheringly. And although he in unfolding, 
she in receiving .the stoiy, had placed but one motive in 
Bight and surface— to wit, the proud wrath of an insulted 
Order, and an outraged and patrician Matronage; the 
chastisement had been the more willingly, the more com- 
pletely done because she had once loved — hopelessly — 
wliere the woman whose abasement she was summoned 
to carry out, had been madly worshipped. The same 
passions move the world as in older and moro timsparent 
•days, they are but the more closely veiled. 

And now about the snpper-table of La Perriole, little 
save one topic was circulated, if abandoned for the mcj- 
ment, to be resumed the next; and the bored, languid, 
glaiidcr-seekiDg flrineiirs, masculine and feminine, lounging 
away an hour after the opera over the priceless wines of 
tlie Princess of the Bourse, sought its explanation from 
the first of those who had dealt the deadly thimst that day 
in the green allees of the Bois. For the insult to the 
English Peeress was the theme of Paris; and the high 
station of those who had passed it raised curiosity to 
frautic wonder and to breathless impatience. Blanche de 
Ituelle let them babble on about it in her presence, while 
she spoke of Auber’s music with Chanrellan; then she 
raised her haughty eyes in answer to the questions whi(ih 
turne d directly towards her, playing gently with her 
Spanish fan : 

“Pardon, madame! Lady Vavasour? Oh, I pray you 
drop that subject; society has been grossly outraged, 
foully insulted. Have you not heard? Indeed! IPSmy, 
the marriage was fictitious — she was never his wife. The 
world has been deceived, and we— we have received the 
Harquis’s mistress.” 
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OHAPTER XXXVI. 

I 

THE REAPING OP THE STORM. 

At twelve of the nio-lifc the Marquis of Vavasour and 
Vaux died, and his chaplain, sianding by, said iHictuoiiKly 
over the bloated body; “Blessed are the chosen who die 
in the Lord ; ” for he whose breath had just left his body 
had had many and rich benefices in his hand, and “died 
in the Lord,” according to all tlie clergy of the Church of 
England, which sees no sins in patrons. 

“ Le Roi est niort, vive le lloi!” and the good chaplain, 
having said the Last Communion over the past Marquis, 
went to send the first telegram to the future one. But, 
rapid as was his own, one had ])receded it to the distant 
heir, who, from a nameless attache, would become a Per* 
sonage. Where the two passions race, Revenge will out- 
strip Avarice of the two, though both are hell-hounds fleet 
of foot. V 

This latter message ran thus: 

Prom the Lord Cecil Strathmore, H6tel de Londres, 

Paris, to William Vere-Lucingham, Esq., British Em- 
bassy, Ooustautinople ; 

“I hear the Marquis, your cousin, died to-night, sud 
denly and intestate. See me here as soon as you amve, 
or you will lose the best pait of the personalty.’* * 

Now, in the absence of all will of any kind, since the 
Marquis had ever had obstinate horror of a testament, and 
shunned the word of death as utterly as the Romans ou 
dieir tombstones, the entail devolved on VererLucingham, 
sole, though distant, heir presumptive, and all the rich 
p^onalty would go to his widowed Marchioness. There- 
fore, when this tele^am canfe to him with his moraing 
chocolate, acquainting him of the new fortunes which 
Pallida Mors, best friend pf the Living, had wrought for 
bim» the young Attache was bewildered at its latter clafise; 
but knowing well the character of the sender, for be had 
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been unaer liim at Turin, never thought of slighting or 
neglecting tho strange summons, but only felt a gratefU 
vind wondering eagerness as to its purport. 

At twelve of the night the Mai'quis of Vavasour and 
Vaux died— of too much pdte^de rossignol and rosolios at 
luncheon — not a great death, perhaps, but in the main 
Bcai-ce so harmful an one (to others) as Gustav Vasa’s or 
Julius Oiesar’s, or divers whom we call heroes because 
they perished by a weapon with which they had |dain 
thousands ere their decease, and slew by their legacies 
tliousands after it. To be gluttonous of nightingales is 
bad ; but it may be worse for tho universe to be gluttonous 
of nations; a gourmet only kills himself ; a hero fills a 
larger bill of mortality. The one, however, has only the 
restaurants, the other the world, to chant his DeFrofundu ; 
and, granted, it ts murder on a larger scale to kill ten tJiou- 
saud men to make a victory than kill ten dozen birds to 
make a pfit6 ! 

The Marquis of Vavasour and Vaux died, and lejPt the 
world a legacy of many inimitable cuisim receipts and 
one great wonder. His young cousin, Vere-Luemgham, 
succeeded ¥o the Marquisate with all its honors, md by 
refusing to acknowledge her claim to one iota of the ricii 
property which the law would have allotted to the wife 
oi'thc deceased — to one gem of the Vavasour jewels which 
had so long sparkled on her fair, proud brow, the new 
peer proclaimed to Europe that slic'whom it had so long 
received and honored had no right or title to its respect 
and homage, but had only been the dead- man’s mistress. 
And when the charge was brought, the condemned co^id 
mt forward no defence, could allege no denial ; there had 
neen no marriage, and the Law is not to be seduced by a 
feminine sophism, dazzled by an actress, or enslaved by a 
woman’s loveliness, but rings out one uucourtly, bitter,* 
brutal thing'— truth ! 

She, whom the world so long had known and worshippe 
as Marion, Lady Vavasour, had kej^ther secret well Whe 
Mays that her sex has not the power to guard a secret 
closely ? 'Pshaw ! they keep one for a lifetime, if their 
oiarn ! She had kept it, secure that it would never be told 
by her lord, and that when he died, with him would die 
the sole possessor of it. Ajud now the secret was given 



uo tlie wiiidg^ aad hurled out to the light of the day, ana 
flung to the world where she reigned, as the deer is flung 
to the hounds at the cur6e I For the hell-dogs of Ven- 
geance had been on her track, and they neyer lose scent of 
the trail ^ * 


Years before, cruising among the West Indian Isles, and 
lying in. a harbor (rarely visited) to have his yacht fresh 
colored, t^ Marquis had seen her, lovely as the morning. 
Her parents, English planters, were dead, and Bhe wag 
fretting at, and wearied colonial obscurity and insular 
imprisonment, like a brilliant tropic bird in a cooped-up 
cage* She looked at her marvellous loveliness, and knew 
that while it could give her sway wider and mightier than 
the OsBsars’, it must bloom to its full beauty, and fade and 
die unseen, like the radiant blossoms of some matehkBs 
flower in the tangled forests and dense swamps of her 
own island. The Marquis saw her, loved her, and offered 
her — the world. She knew, by intuition in her lovely 
youth, how great a price such beauty as hers sliould fetch, 
and refused to sell it for less than his coronet. He declined 
the payment — she declined any other. A pause ensued, 
in which both steeled themselves from surrendfcr, and each 
awaited the other’s capitulation. At last the man grew 
impatient, the woman doubtful ; he was lured by her love- 
liness, she was lured by the vista of emancipation and 
conquest which stretched out before her ; they each bent 
to a compromise. She dispensed with the legalities ol 
marriage, but stipulated for the semblance ; she did nou 
require to be made his wife, but she required that the 
World should hold her so ; he, well amused to joUment 
fomr m mofidey and musing that (unbound) he could end 
the comedy whensoever he should have fatigued of it, 
consented, ,, 

She came to Europe with him as the Marchioness of 
Vavi« 5 oar and Vaux ; it suited his monkeyish malice to 

e the trick on his order and on society, and he readily 
himself to all which might, best sustain the delusion. 
She was received as his wife, and the rest was socm accom- 
pUdied by her own unequalled beauty and unrivalled tact. 
She eooiiL ruled the fashion,, and set her foot on the neck 
of the And as time went on, the old Marquis grew 

90 well aecustmned to her reigxi, and was eo well amused 
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to «ee flocieiy MI bafom and men go mad for ber Ioto- 
lincsa, that be abandoned aU thought, of diseohing thoir 
compact; partially, perhaps, because he did not care to 
tell the world himself that he had palmed off a lie upon it, 
partially because .bis own weak 'and supine character had 
Kliown its facile points to her, and was ruled by her 
stronger will with facility, and without his being even 
aware of the governance. Thus what she appeared to tibe 
world, she grew absolutely to regard herselt Worshipped, 
courted, obeyed as the Marchioness of Vavasour and ’^ux, 
she forgot that she had no legal claim to the title and place 
she filled. One or two obscure persons in that remote, un-^ 
civilized West Indian island were all who knew her secret ; 
liow should these reach her great world, or her great wwld 
reach them ? Moreover, they were in her paj^, and bribed 
to silence ; so it was little marvel that Marion Vavasour 
— eucli I must still call her — deemed her position secure 
and her single secret safe from revelation ; little marvel 
that, proud, made to love power and to use it royally, 
haughtily fastidious as though a bom patrician, with some 
blood of an illegitimate Stuart actually wandering in her 
veins, and accustomed to the homage of exclusive circles, 
she had learned to look upon her rank as unassailable, and 
felt the degradation of her deadly fate bitterly, bitterly— 
as any queen who, with her crown tom from her brows 
nnd her purples rent from about her, ever was bidden to 
tlogcend from her throne and come out to the gibes and the 
hiss of the multitudes, where yesteixlay the highest sought 
her smiley where to-day the lowest could revile and scoff 
and stone 1 Sfyathmore’s vengeance would have been more 
merciful if he had slain her in the glare of that stunmev 
niorning — a moment’s pain, and all had then been over, 
He had chosen a,*more lingering and cruel retribution ; be 
had bidden her live to suffer. 

Her secret was known in Paris, and nothing of the 
bitterness of her humiliation was spared to the Disemwned. 
She had outshone the one ,6ex, she^ had maddened the 
other. Who was tliere amidst the order she had instilted, 
the women she had rivalled, the men she had fisoled, to 
bfeak the violence of her fall, k> heed how bnsttsally the 
diadem might be wrenched from the Mr, proud head railed 
in its lovely soiereiguty so long above l^m ? 
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secret was known in Paris^in tho circles, in the 
sakOB, in the Toileries itself, in Oalignani’s, on the Botila 
Toeds ; in all tiie caf^s, in all the boudoirs, over fine ladies’ 
diooobite in their bedrooms, over gourmet’s five hundred 
francs breakfasts in the Mttison Dorde, it was the theme of 
fihe bomv to the exclusion of all else ; it flew across the 
tHumnd as swiftly as special oorrespondents* ooj^y oonld 
teaidi Printinghonse-square, and filled all the joumls, 
Anglo and Gallic, with its startling sensation-news, ih 
incredible scandal. All Europe knew this beautiful Helen 
with tiie antelope eyes, for whom princes and chiefs had 
been ready to war, almost as in the old days of Hellas. 
All Europe was summoned as witness and auditor of her 
shame and her abdication. From the Palace to the Press 
all Europe arraigned her — and for what mercy could she 
look in her abasement, when those who found her guilty 
were the nobility she had insulted, the society she had 
trepanned, the rivals she had humiliated, the lovers she 
had looled ? These made judges more pitiless than Alva’ii 
Council of Blood ! 

True, for sake of her loveUnees many asylums were offered 
to her, in terms which now she could riot resent as 
insult, and of them she accepted Etoile’s. But the protec- 
tion of a Prince was almost as bitter to her as the 
obscurity of a convent — she who had reigned in the palaces 
of Europe to be classed with Viola Vd, she who had shone 
amidst .women of blood royal and visited at St. Cloud 
and at Windsor to sink amidst lionnes of the Rne Br6da 
and Ei^hien toy-villas ! It was a bitter change — from 
the purples of the Patrician to the stained robes of the 
Hetiia! 

She suffered— ay, she suffered crneJly, this woman who 
bad mocked at all human grief with her silvery laugh, and 
dealt out anguish and death as gaily as a child deals b('th 
to the painted butterflies that be slays for his sport. She 
suffered bitterly i for to tho proud and flattered woman 
was no chastisement so^ fearfhl as humilintion. And 
it we4 a scourge of scorpions wherewitlf he lashed her— ^he 
whose hand, though unseen, dealt every blow*nnder which 
ll»#«ank. . * . 

keen cunning and the patience in pursuit, of 
tisgnmt race, the Bohemian bad learned the secret of 
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the aristocrat from a qaadroon woman whom ^ had 
found, by what chain of hazard and investiration' hon^tned 
matters not. In hm: hands it was powerless for eril— a 
gipsy could not be heard against a p^ress ; Imt placed 
it in those which her shrewdintnition knew would use U 
most widely, most mercilessly. When Strathmore had 
taken his yachts as it was believed, to the Western world, 
he had gone to pursue every link of the clue given him 
by the Ozesohen, in that remote unnoticed colony wifencc 
the first thread of his vengeance had to be found. It had 
needed long and patient search; those he son^t Were 
obscure and unknown ; but he was patient in &e Ml as 
' an Indian, and when his gold had bought over them silence 
and purchased their fidelity to the secret they had^in keep- 
ing, his vengeance was his. He had returned to deal it — 
his hand invisible but his will directing its every step, its 
every sting. With his revelation he had bought oppro- 
brium and chastisement for her from the highest ; with 
his gold he bought insult and degradation for her firom the 
lowest. As it had been his intimation which had caused 
the paMcian women to cut her dead in the pass^ of 
Lon^hamps; so it had been his will which had caused the 
lorette to greet her familiarly in the all4e of the Bois — so 
it was his wealth which purchased every subtle indignity, 
every, suave outrage which, by a cool word or an insolent 
smile from those in whom womanhood is disgraced, classed 
oer with them, and struck deeper than a dagger’s ^ruat 
into the heart which, with all its sin, with all its Ucrnise, 
remained haughty, fastidious, refined, aristocratic to its 
core. A laugh, a note, a bow, the pointing of the men. 
strari digito, the shame of coarse epigram, or Peering 
qimtrain, or obscene caricature, the insult of courtesans' 
friendship or .courtesans’ invitation — these w«® tire 
weapons 'witk which the unseen hand that dealt her diOam, 
stabbed her momentarily, mercilessly, 'with a veageanoe 
es subtle as it was relentless. He had bade her live to 
suffer I It environed her, i^ pursued her, it poisoned 1^ 
very ur she breath : she grew eshausted under it, this 
ghastly andr unending vengeance, which never sladcM ^ 
spe^, whidh never slacked its tbirat, which, in its 
'Snd Its power, seemed all but sup^malmnd. My brethren, 
see not men’s passions ever so wnm tlrey break the bonds 
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of nfttnre, amd tram|de wide the mercy which God yieldi^ but 
they deny t 

He Imd bidden her life to snffi^ ; and she did aaffer, thia 
woman whom no remorse had ever touched, no pity stirr^ 
ue tenderness stricken, but who had pride, which suffered 
deadly agony in its fall There is a torture of the spirit 
which is more devilish and more terrible to endure than tlie 
shorter and coarser torture of the body ; and she — she who 
had reigned so long ! — knew this to its uttermost. She knew 
it when the men-servants of a household which had used to 
be obedient to her slightest gesture, could revenge them- 
selves for many an imperious word or haughty command, hj 
the slight and the sneer which the hirelings of the fresh lord 
had no scruple to deter them from offering to the mistress 
of the dead. She knew it when the women whom she ha(S 
scored from her visiting list as beneath her rank, or refused 
to enter on her invitation-roll as roturi^res pr rococo, could 
pay her back in whatever coin they would. She knew it 
when she stood alone, a queen discrowned, in the chambers 
where she bad so long reigned absolute with a crowding 
oourt about her, and looked do#n the long vista of tlie 
magnificent salons, where yesterday every art-trifle hod been 
hers, every will had bent to hers, every guest, every servant, 
ay! even every picture on the walls, or jewel in the tazze, 
or flower in the conservatories tiad been hers, and from 
whence now she passed out ^ritli less honor than the lowest 
hireling who moved about their chambers, with less right, 
or title, or share in them than the dogs which slept upon 
their cushions. The shabae of a great sin had never smitten 
her; she knew not; btfc under the shame of a great 
abasement she writhed, she shrank, she shuddered, as the 
women of old, who were given over, naked and bleeding, 
and hooted, to the pillory and the scourge.*^ Is she alone? 
Surely not, for with mankind it is not the crime which is 
dreaded, but the scaffold.* 

The Duo d’Eboile’s carriage awaited her on that day when 
khe passed for eve!^ from the residence and the state of the 
Mtoebionesi of Tarastmr and Vans:. She entered it, 

^ tiS ciim« fdit la koate, pas I'lchafaud,*' days Cottirille, 

the past* a dietam ; tmd in (ha world's syas 
as we please, provided we avoid the scandal of beN 
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' Tceping through the great crowd, which asBembled to gaze 
^pon her as a notoriety, with all her accustomed bauglity 
grace, now with a shade of defiance in it, and witli her teeth 
slightly set together, for henceforth the world and she were 
at issue, and would contemn a!hd confront each other* Bjit 
this was only for the world; alone, the fallen sovereign 
bowed under the bitterness of her degTad*|tion, and writhed 
upon the wheel where slie was chained for public gaze and 
])ul)lic mockery, as the carriage rolled her onward td the 
Due’s villa; he was not with her— some Court ceremony 
detained him at the Tuileries, add he had written that he 
eould not be at Auteuil “ jusqu’au souper,” in a note, in 
■ whose rich compliment already she learned the difference of 
a Princess wording to a Peeress of England, and' to one of 
Viola Ve*8 Sisterhood. She needed the solitude ; she was 
thankful for it. Away from the eyes of the crow^ or from 
the presence of her lovers, Marion Vavasour’s high-strung 
spirit gave way, lilve a bow over-bent. She who had looked 
on all pain as her sport, as the young cat claims the agonies 
of the dying bird fur lier play, she knew it now for herself 
She was alone; on lier arrival the chambers seemed 
stifling; the very evidences of a prince’s wealth prepared 
lor her looked loathsome— they were the insignia of her 
fall! She needed to suffer in solitude — once — once — for 
himceforth she would be amongst those whose wealth lies 
in their smiles, whose livelihood hdngs on the brilliance of 
their beauty, and w’ho must ever laugh — laugh and love, 
with the rouge on their paling cheeks, and the iron sharp 
in their souls ! She went out into the sheen of the spring 
sunshine, sweeping swiftly and", nnheedingly through tlm 
grounds of the Due’s Villa. The birds sang about her path; 
she scared them from her; their song was jarring mo^^ery 
in her ear. A gardener’s child asked lier for alms; she 
spurned him from her with a cruel word ; she had lived to 
envy that beggar’s brat playing among the roses. A bright- 
winged butterfly fluttered in the g^ass at her feet; she 
trampled it to a brutal deatl;^ for darlug to be joyous there 
■^that senseless insect ! — ^in the sunny nght. 

She Bwe|rt onward swiftly, and unheeding wliere she went, 
while in tne distance across tli6«tretch of wood, and in the 
sunny mists of coming evening, uprose the roofs and spires 
of Paris — Paris, where she had reined idol of its Court and 
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leadqr of itfi Nob)e8Be ; Parig, where she had wieided mm 
than a Soverei^rn^a swayj Paris, where she had sunk in tdl 
tiie bittemesB of her She swept onward, fast and 
blindly, through the glades and gardens, her lips white, her 
teeth set, her frame qniyering with the shame of that day's 
degradation, till a branch of one of the early roses struck 
her across the brow, and called her to herself with its sharp, 
physical pain. The flowers swung in the sunlight— tho 
flowers which, with that more poetic element mingling in 
her nature, she had ever loved and interwoven with her 
beanty. Now, they recalled a thousand ghastly memories ; 
with a rapid gesture she broke them asunder, and tore and 
scattered their fragrant leaves upon the earth; she was, 
even as those roses, a lying loveliness with a canker at the 
core ! And, with a passionate moan of pain, Marion Vava- 
sour sank down upon the stone steps of the terrace to which 
she had nnconsciously taken her way, and, sinking her 
graceful, haughty head upon her hands, gave free run— in 
solitude — to the bitterness of a fallen pride, to the mis(3ry of 
a world-wide degradation. 

Xet even this luxury of loneliness she was denied; 

Yon suffer notv I ^ 

The words, hissed in her ear in strange ill-spoken French, 
made her start and rise with her old, proud imperiousness, 
yet with something of fear; for the ruthless vengeance which 
pursued her had, now that its worst was wrought, left its 
tertor upon her, and in her nature, as in the panther's, some^ 
thing of cowardice ran side by side with cruelty. Bending 
above her, over the gray, ivy-hung coping, she saw the dark 
figure of a vagrant woman ; it was the Bohemian, Bedempta, 
who had stood there watching her, with a dark, hot flush 
warning the pale olive of her featm’es, and lending them 
new life and light— a flush of thirsty joy. For to the wild, 
half-savage nature which had known no God but its love, 
no law but its instincts, revenge looked great ^nd holy; a 
just peace-ofleriug to tlie beloved dead. 

To Marion Vavasour she was^ unknown— her face, though 
twice beheld, unremembered— and, in vague alarm. Ac 
gimiced around, and saw that she had wandered so mr to 
thn ontsjdrts of the ground^i that she was only snEroun^ 
by with none within call; her hand iustihe^ 

tivelyisduglit hv gold, and tendered it in alms to this giftsy* 
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rhose ga£e filled her with a nameless terror, thus suddenly 
met in her hour of solitude, in her day of bitterness. A 
smile, mournful in its utter disdain, crossed the lips of the 
Bohemian, and she motioned it aside with that calm dignity 
with which nature had dowerdH her: 

<< Should I touch your gold if I were starving ! I came 
for a richer guerdon than all the wealth of empires — I came 
to see you suffer i ” * 

Suffer — suffer 1 ” / 

She repeated the word vaguely, mechanically ; in that 
moment of abandonment her nerves were unstrung, her 
strength beaten down, and the defiance she had assumed 
for the world had but left her the more exlmusted and 
heart-sick with the faintness of despair. 8he could n^t 
resent the Bohemian’s words, but only dimly marvelled 
at them. 

The gipsy looked at her, a smile lighting her eyes, and 
breaking up from the immutable melancholy of her face, 
while her brown hand clenched on the white, soft arm of 
Marion Vavasour : 

“ Ah ! I have toiled, and labored, and endured for that, 
only for that — to see you suffer ! You were the murderess 
of Marc Lennartson, the slayer of what I loved. Ah 1 false 
fornicatress, did you never hear his blood cry out for 
vengeance? — did you think to smile and sin, and drag 
men down to hell with all your loveliness, and never have 
your crime come back to you ? You slew him — and you 
laughed at his death ! You slew him — hut I have avenged 
him ! I have been on your trail day and night, and year 
after year ; I burrowed to your secret at last, and I gave it 
to Strathmore to destroy you. You suffer ! — your lips are 
wliite, your eyes are dim, your face is haggard — ^you 
You have eateu of such bitterness as you gave ; you have 
fallen ftrom your prouu '=^tate; you will die in lowest 
infamy I God has given me vengeance — God has given me 
vengeance!” 

The words broke swift juad fierce from the Bohemian’s 
lips, with all the ferocious passion of her savage race, her 
eyes glittertng, her voice triumphant, her hand clenching 
harder on the delicate arm shc^bruised in her grip, as she 
watched the woman she had hated and pursued, shrink 
back and shiver, and turn sick under her stripes, as the 
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Bcourj^ed tmder those of the lash ! Then the glow &ded 
from her dark-olive cheek, the vengefal lust and joy from 
her gleaming eyes ; she loosened her hold, and threw up 
her aims with a wild, piteous gesture to Heaven ; 

Oh, God ! thou girest lie Vengeance, but thou canst 
not give me back the Dead ! She suffers I — she suflers ! 
but he ” 

The shrill, agonized cry died in a broken moan, her 
aims fell, her head drooped ; she stood livid, mute, motion- 
less as a statue. For in this lawless, vagrant woman, born 
of savage blood and bred by savage laws, brute instincts 
were outweighed by one great love ; and that love turned 
even the long yearned-for hour of her vengeance to dead 
ashes, to withered fruit — for Vengeance could not give her 
back her dead ! 

Her eyes dwelt on the face of Marion Vavasour with a 
lixed and lifeless gaze of unutterable melancholy, of fathom- 
less pain, and her voice came slowly and hoarsely from her 
lips : 

have smitten you, but I cannot make you render 
back the life that you destroyed I I revenge, but I cannot 
recall 1 He is dead, and my youth lies with him in the 
grave ; though I wring you with every toHure, I cannot 
undo your work ! Yet— when you live in shame and die 
in infamy, you will remember the woman who loved, yet 
was forsaken by him, avenged him on you, who betrayed 
and drove him to his deatJi ! If you had spared him, you 
tiad been spared ! ” 

Then she turned, and moved slowly away with her head 
bowed, passing oat of sight through the leafy aisles of the 
trees ; and Marion Vavasour stood alone, with the chill of 
a great and nameless terror upon her. Her hands clenched 
on the stone coping as if for support, her eyes swam ; she 
shivw*ed in the mellow sunlight, she recoiled under the 
chastisement of the great sins which had fofind her out, 
and come home to her — fruit of the seed sown. She shud- 
dered there, where she stood im the warm evening air, and 
crouched down like a thing of guilt, while the dank dew 
stood on her fair, proud brow. And, as fchougH led by the 
band of an avenging angel, her eyes, dim in bitjier, 
throbbing misery, unconsciously followed the circling sweep 
of a white-wingi^ swallow slamming the surface of the 
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earti ; and as they pursued the bird’s flif<ht, fell on the 
place where it rest^, a block of marble^ lying amidst grm 
luxuriance of spring-tide flowers, and the leayes of drooping 
trees, which bore the name of the dead below : 

Bertie finROLL, 

AGED 33, 

Murdered by the Hand of his Friend. 

The grounds of the villa touched the cemetery of Autfeuili 
l)cyond, well-nigh at her feet, lay the grave of the man 
whom lier lie had given to death, with the brief record 
carved there by the reincrse of his assassin. And 8he> who 
believed in no God, believed at last in retribution, and 
stood there paralyzed and stricken with a deadly fear, 
looking down on the totnb where the swallow rested and 
rJie sunlight played! Yet, still— still, the soul of this 
woman knew neither remorse nor repentance, for these, it 
(hey take their spring from crime, yet are holy and purify- 
ing while they scathe. Bui only as the panther in its 
mortal pain grows fresh ahungered for the death grapple in 
its blind instinct of revenge, so she in hers grew athirst for 
added evil — evil which should smite him who had been the 
companion in her sin, yet who had pursued her as though 
he were guiltless — evil which should blast the life that had 
destroyed her owm, and strike to the dust the iron will that 
had stricken her — evil in which she should hiss back into 
the ear of Strathmore the w^ords with which he had doomed 
her ; “ Such mercy as you gave I give to you — ^no other 1 


. CHAPTER XXXVII. 

REQUIESOAT IN PACE* 

Over that grave the twilight shadows stole, evening 
dews gathered in the spring violets which clustered round 
the marljje,*the birds went to roost in the boughs which 
swayed above, and the first fain^ light of the young moon 
fell across the letters of the inscription, carved deep int^ 
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t,he stone u though to stand there, in their recorded crime, 
through all the change of season and all wear of time, 
eternal as the sin of which they told. She—his murderess 
—had gone some hours past ; and by the grave, unconscious 
that she had been there before him, and there sworn a vow 
of vengeance nithiess as his own, stood the companion and 
the avenger of her guilt. Always thus in solitude and in the 
stillness of the night Strathmore came hither ; often, veiy 
often, for his nature was too brave and too proud to spare 
itself one tittle of its chastisement, and the love which he 
had borne the man whom he had slaughtered seemed to 
well up in deeper tenderness as everything else in him grew 
harder, colder, and more merciless. A command he could 
not resist seemed to impel him to come there as men go to 
the scene of their past crimes, and to stand beside the record 
of his guilt, beside the tomb where the life his hand had 
slain in all its glory and its youth, lay rotting to decay in 
the womb of the black, dank earth. 

There, with his head bowed on the cold marble, and his 
hands clenched on the wet gi'ass that alreadv covered the 
ground, he often lay through many hours of long, lonely 
nights ; in what remorse God alone saw. He would have 
poured out his own life like water, to bring back the life 
he had slain. 

He stood there now, ga&ing down upon the white shining 
stone and the dark leaves which swayed against it ; he felt 
as though some atonement liad been wrought to Eiroll by 
the vengeance wliich the day just passed had crowned. 
Had his arm ever paused in the blov7 be had struck to the 
assassin of one and the betrayer of both, it would have 
been nerved and steeled afresh oy the memory of the dead. 
Beneath the polished ice, the couitly worldliness of Strath- 
morels character, lay the fierce, untamable nature of the 
Indian, or the untutored Southern, their** passions, their 
love, their vengeance ; to him there was not alone revenge 
in that which he had wrought on the traitress who had 
stained his hands in blood ; there was a wild justice done, 
there was a duty expiated to^ the dead in the retribution 
which had pursued the murderess. 

As he stood there in the shado^yy light, white the moon 
streamed upon the sepuldhre lying at his feet, the solitude 
which reigned unbroken about Bn-olPs grave, for the first 
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time wftS ehared, and on his ear fell the low, mellow, chant- 
ing voice of Redcmpta the gipsy ; 

“ English lord, I have given you your vengeance ! I» it 
sweet in your teeth, or has it turned to ashes as you ate ? ” 

He started as her form suddci^ly rose from the depths of 
tlic woodland glooin and stood bcfoi*c him by the grave ; but 
tlic chill smile which hod so much of cruelty came on his lips 
as he glanced at her : 

** Eedempta, the only thing in life- whose sweetness n(^er 
palls, and cannot die, is vengeance” 

Her deep, lustrous eyes, which were now heavy and weary, 
gleamed for the moment with the evil which glittered in 
liis own, as at the touch of fresh flame dying embers leap 
io life: 

‘‘ Ay, ay, she has sufTered ! I have seen misery gather in 
lior eyes and shame bowing her head to the dust, I have 
watched her shiver under the scorn of derisive laughter 
and I have heard her moan with pain like a hopeless 
fallen thing. She has suffered 1 That cannot escape me ! 
--that cannot be undone I I have avenged him, and 
now ^ 

Her voice dropped, and she was silent, while over the 
lurid light of her eyes a humid softness gathered, and her 
lips trembled with a voiceless movement — her thoughts were 
with the dead. For the heart of the woman was in pain, 
and sickened with the futility of a revenge wdiich could not 
yield her back what she had loved ; it knew not the exultant 
and pitiless lust of the man, which rioted in vengeance, and 
fed on its knowledge, and its memory, insatiate and unpailed. 
For there was this wide difference between the passions of 
their souls : hers sprang from love which still lived and was 
deathless, his from love which had become hatred, and in 
that hatred lost all other sense. 

Strathmore glanced at her in the gloaming; ho owed 
this woman much, since he owed her the first secret of his 
power over the life which he had pursued and hunted down j 
«ind the sole price which the Bohemian had asked or taken 
had been that which she IM first named : see her 

suffer.” « 

He stretched out Ills hand with some Louis d’m: : 

^ lledempta, you are ill-cl8<f and in want ; take 
uow, and in the future I will serve you ” 
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She signed aside the proffered gift with a proud gesture 
of denial, and on her face came a strange smile, derisive yet 
melancholy : 

** My lord ! I told you long ago that Eedempta the 
viigrant, took no price for that which she brought you— no 
wage for her vengeance. Since liis hand lay in mine, no 
matfs gold has soiled it ,* and with the future 1 have no 
share ; my work is done. The future is for you ; it lies 
before you ; go whither it beckons !” 

As the Czeschen words were uttei’cd in the monotonoufci 
chanting recitative in which she spoke, .bo the memoiw of 
each recurred the spring night far away in Bohemia, when 
the ruddy gleam of the gipsj^-fires liad slione through the 
aisles of the pine-woods, and when from the slumberiniSf 
passions written on the brow she had made sure prophecy of 
all which, when they should awaken, would scorch and 
devastate the life. And her hand closed on his arm in % 
grasp which he could not liave shaken from him without 
violence, while her eyes dwelt on him where he stood in the 
gloom, and studied his face with the same fixed, dreamy gaze 
with which she had looked on him then ; a look whicn nad 
much of compassion : 

/ have no future, but one waits for you ; you must reap 
as you have sown ; you must gather the harvest, and eat of 
the fruit of your past. It is the inexorable law ! The past has 
been wrought by your ovti liand ; but the future will escape 
you. You will seek to build anew, and lo 1 the curse of the 
dead sin will rest on your work, and the structure wit 
crumble, falling to ashes as it reaches its fairest. The sin of 
the guilty has been avenged, but the sin to the ianocenu 
will never be washed away. You will be great and powerful, 
and success will go with you, and fame ; but the blood- 
stain will be on your hand for ever, and wheg you have made 
atonement, behold it will die in your grasp, and through you 
will the guiltless be stricken ! 

^ The words in her Ozeschen tongue fell slowly and melo- 
diously in the silence in hey mournful and-tnonotonottfl 
recitation, whil^^ her eyes dwelt on his face with their vague, 
fathomless gaze. Her hand dropped from his aim and left 
him free : * 

^ Itt tibe fiithre you will remember the words of Bedempfca. 
We shal! meet no more— ferewell I ** 



JttMQV/ESCAT PACE, 


She turned f5pom him, and, with the swift, noiselesa move- 
ment peculiar to her tribe, was lost in the veiling shadows 
of the night. He stood motionless where she had left him, 
in the dull, gray light as the moon passed behind the clouds 
ot the east Again at her woi;^^ through his veins ran a 
ghastly chill, as at the touch of steel in a vital wound ; less 
from their prophecy than from their truth; the future 
stretched before him, darkened for all time, by the shadow 
of remembered guilt. His hand might pioneer his roa# to 
power, and reap him honour in the sight of men, but there 
for ever on it must rest the stain of innocent blood. His 
life might pass onwards in the fulness of years and the 
ripeness of triumph, but there for ever at its core must lie 
the curse of inexpiable guilt. 

Never to lose it, ever to bear it through all the years to 
come, that burden of life taken, never to be restored, of sin 
wrought, never to be undone I Veiled in the mist of hidden 
years, who knew what guiltless life that guilt might strike ? 
who knew what retribution might be coiled and waiting to 
take its vengeance for the unfbrgottcn crime ? who knew 
where the after-harvest of that deadly sin might be reaped 
and garnered ? 

The future ! the ftiture ! He had said in his soul, 
“vengeance to the Living, but to the Dead atonement/^ 
Standing there beside the gi'ave of him whom he had slain, 
while the words of the prophecy echoed in his car, the vision 
oi' the years to come seemed to rise and swarm about him, 
and rend, and tear, and shatter from his hands the work of 
Expiation. 

That night the Seine wound slowly and darkly through 
the open country and under the pale, clear stars, and tlirough 
the rich glades of woodland towards the city, there to grow 
bltajk and eullej beneath the arches of dim-lit bridges, and 
to wash the low walls of the dreary Morgue, and to see tiie 
yellow candle faintly burning above the iron cradle of the 
Enfans Trouv^s, and the thousand lights gleaming bright 
along the palace facade of the Tuileries. 

And where the river was ^still clear, and^cool, and fresh, 
ere it had reached the evil heat and brooding shadows of the 
citjr, where green leaves still swjjyod into its water, and in 
its depths the starlight gleamed, where its dai’kness was still 
repose, and its silence bolyi « human form hovered on ite 
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brink, bending wearily towards the tranqnil gliding waters, 
where the water-lily floated, and the hush of night seemed 
mbly to rest. 

It was so cool, so >Boren€, so poacefnl to lie there, lulled to 
dreamy death by the cadence of its ebb and flow, and know 
BO more the passionate pain, the breafclilcss tumult, the vain 
d^pair, and the unending bitterness of Life~was this not 
wisdom, oh ye who suffer ? 

It looked BO to her ; for her soul was weary of its travail, 
and her heart was fain to be at rest. She looked far across 
the dark and silent country, where no living thing stirred, 
and upward io the stars whose white light fell upon 
her deep and melancholy eyes; her hands were pressed 
upon lier bosom, and her lips moved in faint, broken 
words ! 

“ I have avenged thee. What have I more to do with 
life?’’ 

Her head drooped upon her breast and she leaned 
nearer and nearer towards the waters, where the quiet 
stars were shining, and the pale lilies slowly floating in 
their shroud of leaves, where were oblivion, and peace, and 
death ; and in the silence she listened to the tranquil 
munnuring of the tide. And as she thus leaned nearer 
and nearer yet towards that cool and restful place, in her 
weary eyes shone the gleam of unshed tears, and in her 
face a new light came as on the face of one who, having 
been long prisoned in the Joneiiness of exile, beholds escape 
at last, and liberiy and rest. 

From her parted lips a whisper stole, broken and yearn- 
ing, on the hush of night ; 

“ My love ! my love ! I come ! ” 

And in the silence there was the dull moan of severed 
waters, and the troubled lilies tremble^ on the river’s 
breast — then, with a sighing sound, the winds swept over 
them, and all was still. 

The w'atets flowed on upon their changeless coursi%. 

Ihrough the summer nigb^t the river wound its way 
f udor the radi^ce of the stars, and bore her with it more 
gOnily than li^ more tenderly than human Itands. The 
watOT^owed on with liqpid melancholy murmur, and . the 
dc^ iMl^y of Bohemian floated down the stream in 

ted sedernu rte, finding repose at last after the 
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heat and travail, the passion aad the pain, of uiai^ ^eors, 
To her untaught, nnthttered soul, love had been God, and 
vengeance Dnty^ ; and death was ransom justl;f woOi 
after a mission justly wrought ; death in her wild, instinc- 
tive, tobaric creed was sore refmion with him for whom 
she had suffered and been sacrificed, and to whom her Ufs 
bod teen unceasingly consecrated even to the last, if 
in its revenge, yet heroic in its martyrdom. 

The waters tere her onwards slowly, as merciful h^nds 
hear the bier off the dead ; now in the cool shadow of the 
leaves, now in the clear sheen of holy stars, while oat her 
uptnnied brow and her closed eyes the moonlight shone 
with fair and peaceful gleam, and in her dark, floating 
hair the stainless lilies wound, and through the hush of 
night the winds gently breathed over the surface of the 
waters, which murmured low about her in pitying 
whis^ : 

“ Best in peace, 0 human soul ! And blame her not 
for sin which had its root in love, you great and countless 
ci'iiuinals upon earth, whose lust is avarice and whose god 
is self.” 


CHAPTEE XXXVin. 

« 

AFTER LONG YEARS. 

A smiTRY night brooded over London, close and stifling 
in the dusty, crowded streets, fair and pure aboye head* 
where the stars shone over the leaden roofs and the fretted 
pinnacles of the great Abbey, over the thronging carriages 
rolling through the midnight, ^d the black river, with Its 
spectral mists rising against the sky. It was a hot, 
oppressive night, with heavy storm-clouds drifting darkly 
to the westward, and every now and then a far-off roll of 
thunder faintly echoing ; and outside the walls of St, 
Stephen's men throng^ talking eagerly, and avariciom 
'if news, an4 waiting to learn the fate o^. the existeot 
Cabinet ; for in the political horizon, as in the summer 
^ki^ a storm threatened darkly? and the kingdom had 
tluilled with the firat ominous echoes. And they sorgad 
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said swayed and filled all the crooked streets round about, 
and were newly M by fresh arrivals, and talked thirstily 
in busy groups, some anxious-rcyed and with pale, eager 
fanes : for the Ministry was unpopular, and on the issue of 
night there rested not alone the question of resignation, 
Ipt the question of war or peace, in whose balance the God 
0# Gk>ld hung trembling. 

Within the walls the heat was heavier, the crowd more 
dense, for many peers had come down to their seats 
beneath the clock, and the galleries were»crammed ; the 
import of the night was widely known, and the attack 
upoE the Ministry from the most distinguished leader of 
the Opposition carried with it all the aspirations of his 
great party, and was keenly dreaded by his adversaries 
then in office. For he was essentially a great Statesman. 
His genius was emphatically the genius of Power. In 
classic ages he would have been either a tyrant as 
Pisistratus, or an intriguer as Themistocles ; a ruler as 
Caesar, or a conspirator as Catiline ; what he grasi^ed, how 
he grasped, mattered nothing to him, so that he had his 
hand on iron reins, so that he had his foot on bended 
necks. The subtle ruses, the unscrupulous finesse, the 
imperious command, the haughty dominance of power, 
these were what he loved and what lie wielded : for his 
mind was one of those which are formed to rule, and 
before which the mass of minds involuntarily stoop sup- 
pliant. In his ago and iu his country, bis ambition was 
perforce chained within bounds, and he could not be that 
which he would have been in a nation or a centuiy where 
such governance might have been grasped — an irrespon- 
sible and despotic ruler, recognizing no limits to his sway, 
and reigning by the sheer strength of a will of steel, and 
of an intellect which would have raised his people into 
greatuoss and dominance abroad, and would have per- 
mitted no rebellious hint against his lux. SThis, circum* 

stance and nationality forbade to him ; but the character 
and the genius which could have made him this, made him 

the highest^aense a great Wd successftil mlitician. A 
Profound masW of statecraft, an astute reader of men, 
lulled orator* as well by^the closeness of his logic as b} 
grace, comprehending to the utt@bnos:i: tbs 
lh% trite byword, ars $9t ceJare artm ; nefm: fof 
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one instant irritated into abandonment of the anaTe^ 
courtly dignity which did much to fascinate men to his 
will, and with that proud disdain of wealth, of empty 
place, of childish honors, which gave to his career a lofty 
and unsullied renown— he who tin his youth had desired 
Age and Power, now, approaching to the one, and having 
attained to the other, found ambition richly -ripened to 
fruition, and exercised over* the minds of men a sway 
wide and acknowledged, a fascination resistless .%na 
dominant. 

As he rose at midnight in the hot, close stillness, all 
eyes turned on him, and the cheers which thundered his 
welcome echoed loud and long, then died away, leaving a 
silence in which the fall of a pin would have been heard, 
had one dropped from the lattice-work, behind which were 
seated the fairest and proudest women of the tWo great 
political parties. The dead hush reigned through the 
Lower Chamber, so that no syllable of the opening words 
should be lost, as upon the air fell the first clear, chill, 
melodious tones of his voice, which in invective was ever 
tranq^uil, in command ever calm, in denunciation ever 
couitly, but whose wrath scathed keen as steel, whoso 
mockery pitilessly withered all it touched, and whose 
dreaded sneer spared neither friend nor foe. 

He stood in the full light, one hand in his breast, the 
other slightly outstretched ; on his face a scornful and 
melancholy repose, a tranquil and haughty power ; in his 
eyes the swift light, which swept the House like an eagle’s 
glance ; on his lips the slight smile that his opponents 
dreaded, while the lucid, classic, resistless flow of his 
oratory rolled*'on, nevmr losing its dignity, while it rose to 
denunciation * holding in passion, while ft lashed with 
scorn 5 fascinatipg the ear by the melodious music of voice, 
while it scathed with bitter and mocking irony, or soared 
to stately and measured rebuke. 

He spoke long and with a masterly eloquence ; his 
speech was an analysis and^ attack of a measure of tlie 
existing government, obnoxious at homeland pregnait^ 
with olfenctf abroad. Loud and repeated oneers thimdemr 
through the chamber as his kgen logic m^ilessly dia 
Bocted this weak and wavering policie® of ihe Minisliy 
and his brilliant argum^t cleft down theijp bameia m 
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defence, and rent asunder their sophistries of rhetorio, as tbs 
sword of Saladin cnt its alike through iron casque and 
veil of gauze. 

When he resumed his seat the victory of his party 
was virtually won, and one of the most marked triumhhs 
wnh^ had attended a co^ntinuous successful career had 
heet achiewd ; a tottering government, already jeopar- 
dized by its own impnidence, and jpnpbpular with press 
and people, had been shaken by an attack to which it could 
oppose Wt feeble reply and futile defence, and it was 
widely whispered that the Ministry must resign on the 
morrow. 

Since the great speeches of Sheridan . and Canning, few 
had created so Iceen an excit^ent, few weighed so 
markedly the balance of parties, fet^ thrilled the House so 
profoundly with the breathlessness of a gladiatorial con- 
test, the beat of a close struggle, the grandeur of a great 
conquest. As he left the Lobby afterwards his name was 
on eveiy tongue, and while the proud tranquillity of his 
features and of his manners was unrufSed, and he passed 
from the scene of a supreme conflict with the icy negligence 
of his habitual air, unmoved to excitement or to exulta- 
tion, in his eyes gleamed a haughty, imperious, rejoicing 
light under their drooping lids, and they glittered dark 
with a grand triumph ; for this mau*s god was Power— 
the essence of his life, the goal of his ambition, the idol 
of Ais creed. 

As he passed out from the Commons to his night 
brougham, the multitudes gathered outside (amongst whom 
bad been spread swiftly as wild-fire the news that the 
Mirdstry had b^n defeated on their unpopular measure, 
and the country been saved from the risk of a needless war 
by the issue of that great Field-night) recognized in the 
gaslights the grace of carriage and the haughty features of 
the well-known ^Statemnan, and pressing forwards by one 
impulse to view him more closely, broke by bne impulse 
also into a long, loud shout of salutation, which rang 
through the sultry air of the Ikte night, quelling in its own 
thun^ the distant roll of the rising storm. It was Titax* 
bopiage, rendered with t^e spontaneity of academic ap 
^auae^ and fhe hoarse roar wiw which the masses hurPoid 
tl^ir fbatiiude and wdeome, grim^' wild, half barbaric, yet 
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gtsad ]]& Us dea&iun^ and intoxicsebiog in its 
giaSta, like every proclamatiiMi of the pe(q>le, vchidi in the 
Leader of the hour recognizee the virtual Sovereign el the 
land. 

He whom they thus ealnted |ftipsed thror^h them,bowiQg 
BlighUy on either side in aclmowledgmenl^ ndih haughty 
courtesy ; he held the imj^ions {iatrioian dode of hia 
Norman race, and the plaudits of the people were almost 
as indifferent to him, almost as disdained by him as their 
censure ; he had much of the despot, he had notlung df tiie 
demagogue. But in those cheers echoed ihe homage trhieh 
multitudes yield to a single dominant intellect; in that 
.welcome rang the acclamations which greet and ca^tm 
command ; in that hni^j& thunder, which out-pealed the 
thunder of the skies, his sway was ratified by the notion i 
and as his glance swept over the masses, and he passed 
down the narrow path, left him, lined by eager mxtwds, 
Strathmore’s pulse quickened and beat higher, and the 
lustre of his eyes gleamed dark with their scornful triumih; 
he tasted to its full sweetness of the one lust of hU Boal~ 
POWBE. 

0 strange unequal poitioner, called Life ! nniust an Us 
awards and inscrutable its decrees The mnrasnd m^ 
who when the summer sun had sunk to rest, had baen 
hurled into his grave, guiltless of all crime saye Of a too 
loyal friendship, lay rotting in a foreign land, forgdtten 
from the day when the seal had been tot on his sepnlehie* 
V a world which has no time to count its lost. 

And his assassin lived, high in honor amidst meSL 


* CHAPTER XXXIX. . 

. ' t 

XEE FIL&EIUAaB OS' SXPUtlOlt. 

A SOFT, serene, richly-thted motore, <i£uidr ti 
ibon^t of lauuavt's, more golden mn^ Vhan a datom 
Qlande’s ; for one Itonr of earttr’a sunli^t dn one Ifretndl 
of moss, ohe frnit-laden bough, one changefttf brook, owt*' 
dimts aud Laflles^tlic boisL that we, vain f aintep of iiathii^ 
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can ever catch of her glorious loveliness on canvas or 
Who toows this better than the Masters of the Art ? > ! 

The setting sun i^ono on the oriel casements of an 
antiquoi ivy-covered Elizabethan mansion, and streaming 
th#b%A the unclosed door pf an old stone wall, ripened to 
fruit of an orchard, whose branches nodded through 
jppening. Par away to the west, wide, culm, limitless, 
stretched the great ocean, the gleam of the light falling on 
the white sail of some fisher boat in the offing. Beyond 
the tangled leaves of trees, shone the glisten of wet sand 
^d red boulders of the rocks. In the silence there was no 
sound but of the birds’ last nest-songs, aiirl of the murmur- 
ing seas ; and under the shelter of dense boughs, shutting 
out the sun, was a shadowy solitude, where nothing came 
save the fragrance of countless flowers, and nothing was seen 
save the silent sunlit bay, when the arching branches parted 
to show the sheen of sand and sea. It was a home fit for 
Tltjidin^ here in the shadow of the leaves, the earth covered 
with the delicate bells of heath, the foliage filled with the 
soft movement and music of young birds, the blue waters 
glebing through the spaces of the boughs, the silence but 
the more serene for the lulling cadence of the seas ; and she 
to whom it was consecrated might well have been deemed 
to be tJndine, where she sat, with her head slightly drooped 
and her lips slightly parted. For she was in the earliest 
years of qieiiing youtli, and a loveliness ethereal, poetic, 
speh as Bante may have prefigured amidst the angel 
shadows of Paradise, Guido Keni have beheld flit through 
the heaven of his visionary thoughts, too pure, too fair, for 
the artist to transfer to grosser coloring. 

Both poet and painter would have loved that face, but 
iSeither could have made it imperishable on written vellum 
or on tinted canvas j it could no more have been imprisoned 
to such transcript than the blush on the heath-bells, than 
the smile on the seas, than the fugitive play of the sunlight. 
It had a beauty beyond words, beyond Art. 

The brow was low and broad, the skin delicate as a white 
rose-leaf, with-the faint bluSh on the cheeks beautifullv 
fitM ; the ey/s large, dark^ shadowed by their lashes till 
tibeii: violet ^epths looked black. But what lay beyond 
|p nhr«^ pr artist td produce, was not these, butr waa 
the ^^itaaiity of the whole face vaguely suggestive of toe 
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early death, strangely above all grosser passion, all meaner 
tliougbt of earth ; and the touching and namelj^s contrast 
of the sunny joyous smile upon the lips with the fathomless 
i^adness of the eyes, of the ^aoe and radiance of childhood 
with the ethered melancholy 06 the features in repose* It 
was a loveliness like that of the delicate tropic flower which 
blooms but to perish in all its early beauty ; too fragile for 
the storms and darkness of night, too soilless to wiUier on 
earth. She sat there, with the shadow of the thick leaves 
above her, and around her the melody of the ocean, 
music of t^e birds, and the dreamy hum of bees deep down 
in the chalice of flowers. And one unseen, as be stood afld 
watched her, was never weary of gazing on that delicate 
picture, though it had been familiar to him from his child’* 
Lood. He was a boy of two-and-twenly, tall, lithe, of a 
thorough Saxon beauty, with his bright fearless face, his 
hold blue eyes, his tawny hair — he was a handsome fellow, 
with the sun shining full upon him, yet he did not suit that 
scene, he was out of harmony with it, and he broke its spell, 
even as he broke tliat of her thoughts, as he put aside the 
boughs and bent towards her very gently : 

Lucille 1 where are your dreams ? 

She started a little, and looked up at him with a glad 
mile : 

Nello ! I banished you ; is this the way you obey ? 
T.ook ! how you frighten the birds and trample the heath*” 

Lionel Caryll looked sad and repentant as the singers 
\linv from him with a rapid whirr of their wings, and he 
.'glanced down at the trodden bells : 

Oh, Lucille, I am sorry I But surely you love me 
riornewhat better than you do those birds, and those flowers ? 
They feel no pain ! ” 

“I think they do,” she said, musingly: “Look how 
birds’ eyes grow wild and piteous when you go near thdr 
nests, and how they droop and pine if they lose the one 
they love ; and look how the flowers fade when they are 
taken from the sun, and with^ slowly when they are tOm 
away to die under the pressure of your hand*\ Ah 1 t can- 
not bear to «ee a flower crushed or brokeii Nejlp. Wc 
cannot tell what it may suffer.” • V 

^ eyes grew humid and earnest in their abk def^he, 
for the ruling power of the nature, as its friat ffter-bane,. 
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wu ft ftod infinite tenderness, ft too keen and too 
early swB^tibiliiy. Young Caryll did not tmderStend 
her, he did not even ifollow the thread of her thoughts; 
in the long 3 ^ars they had spent together, the poetic and 
prc^imd mind of the child had always been above and 
wyond the boy’s comprehension ; they were so now, but 
i^w, as then, he felt for all she did and said a tender and 
nevereht love, as for something at once too holy and too 
fragile for his rougher hands. 

“"V^o could hurt what yon plead for, Lucille ?” he said 
fondly; “But if you give so much compassion to your 
flowers and birds, ^ve a little to me.” 

She laughed joyously : 

“ Pity ym, Kello ! What pity do you want ? You me 
as happy as I am ! Why, Nello, you are sunshine itself ! ” 
The young man’s bright face laughed sunnily in answer : 
it was the truth, his nature and his life were both shadowless ; 

“Yes, but pity me for seeing that the song-birds and t’ne 
heaths are both dearer to you than I ! True they suit you 
better, Lucille ; they are poetic and delicate, and I am 
neither ; but they cannot love you so well ! *’ 

In the half-laughing words, in the half-boyish appeal, 
t^ere was, almost unknown to bimBelfi,ran inflection of 
jealous pain, of touching humility, which struck on his 
listener’s ear with some vague sense that, she unwittingly 
had wounded him, though how she knew not. With caress- 
ing grace she stooped towards him, wheie he lay at her feet, 
and pushed back the tangled hair from his forelicad : 

“ My own dear Nello, 1 know that ! Could you think I 
rank those things before you ? For shame ! I thought you 
knew better how I loved you ! ” 

For the playmate and companion of her childhood was 
very dear to her, and it was an impulse with her to soothe 
all pain, from the flatter of a frightened bird to the sorrow 
of a human heart ; and Lionel Caryll gazed upward with an 
eager pleasure in his eyes, while his lips were mute ; it was 
.the reverent and breathless aaze of the young'devotee at the 
beauty of a Madonna or a Vivia Perpetua, the beauty which 
too saoT^ in his sight to wakoi passion; dr be {wetoed 
by ftu^ht i^ea holy woiship. 

, He r(^!^th ft Btnothered sigh, as he recollected the 
.objjeoltel’pis ftrrsfod, for he would plaf^lyhavo stayed her* 
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till xhe jiioQu rose, with the ’ murmur of the sea in his ear, 
and the hand of LueUle softly playing with his hair in the 
familiar affection which from her infancy she had .shown 
and received from, one whom she called her brother. 

Lucille, Lord Cecil is here. .1 came to tell you.^ 

‘‘ Here I ” 

“ Yes, he* has come down for part of the Easter recess: 
only a day or two, for he is going to Osborne. He bade me 
fetch you to him.” 

Ere the words were spoken she had sprung to^’her feet, 
dropi)ing the Vita Kuova she was reading, and the feathery 
seaweeds which had lain on her lap, to the ground, and 
had left him, lightly and swiftly as the flight of a Wild 
bird. 

And Lionel Oaryll stood in the shadow, of the leaves, 
looking after her. Prom his earliest years, when the young 
(jJiild, orphaned and desolate, and unconscioua in her glad 
inlaiicy of her own fate, had first come to Silver-rest, he had 
been careful of her every step, jealous of her 6very smile: 
lie had followed her like a spaniel and tended her like a 
woman, and risked liis life and limb many a time to bring 
her clown some sea-bird’s egg, some flower from the cliff^ 
^oine treasure from the waves. And Lu(iille loved himTery 
fundi y, for this child’s whole life and nature were tendernciss"; 
but the boy had alwa 3 ^s felt what he felt now, that two stood 
before him in her heart— the dead, whose name she cherished 
with a reverence which was almost a religion, and the one 
vliom she and the world knew as her guardian. 

In the deep embrasure of one of the windows sat a man, 
i^'ith a stag-hound at his feet, and his face in shadow, as 
liembrandt or Velasquez painted the faces of the statesmen 
and conspirators who sought their canvas, to whose portraits, 
indeed, he bore a strange and striking resemblance, for 
i^trathmore, with* tte flight of years, had altered little. The 
larker traits were more traceable, the better less so ; for in 
the human face, as in the picture, with time the i^adows 
deepen and the lights grow fainter* The eyes were more 
pitiless, the brow more mercBess, the features colder and 
more inscrutable stijl. Otherwise rhesrewas bi^ little change 
rave this, that whereas before, the character oMis face had 
been* suggestive of evil passions, dormant and i»t yet called 
into play, it now bore the shadow of them fr<^ <ihe past* 
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the tnice of firel which had btitned to Bcathing m 
th^ died, 

^rathtnote, who was God atid Law unto himself, had 
moulded his life with an iron hand, although on that hand 
was the stain of crime. Submerged for a while under the 
surge of passion, the ambition which had been drowneni 
under a woman’s love had returned to him; a diplomatic 
career he had abandoned for public life at home, and he 
had reared himself from the hell of past crimes to follow 
one road — Power. Eminence in state-craft his astnte, 
subtle, and masterly intellect was formed to attain and 
wield. Under his chill and withering eloquence parties 
writhed; before his subtle and scathing wit opponents 
cowered ; beneath the dominance of his will waverinjr 
adherents bowed ; and before the silent and profound mind 
of the Cabinet Minister men felt abashed, discomfited yei 
governed despite themselves. 

Strathmore was great in all things— in his crimes, in his 
strength, in his powers, in his arrogance ; and ho had that 
silent yet astute will which bonds that of all others to its 
bidding, and governs the minds of men by a resistless, 
though not seldom an evil, fascination to its sway. To 
trample out the memories of the past by dissipation was 
impossible to the man whose intellect was a master’s, and 
who had rioted in the drunkenness of guilt ; the revel of 
orgies was distasteful, the pursuit of licentiousness was con- 
temptible to him. Forgetftilness he sought otherwise, under 
fclie iron tramp of mailed ambitions; or rather, to speak 
more truly, forgetfulness he did not court, as weaker men 
would do ; but as he had kept the mad love which had be- 
trayed him before him, to be avenged brutally and ruthlessly, 
so he kept the crime which had stained his soul, to be atoned 
for as thougli destiny lay in his hands— ^ be kept the blood- 
stain on the statue of his Life, to be wrought out by his 
own hand in after work. For Strathmore, though the iron 
of his nature had been smitten to the dust,, and though he 
had reeled and fallen under passion, had refiised to gather 
w#hmg from/he Past, but held it still his to mete out 
Fate to him#lf and others, as though he' wete not man, 
bat Deity. £ 

Tlws Bmftgkt played without, among the leaves, whiU 
the l^(uce upon the sunny sands, and Strathmore sat 
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there in the shadow ; on his face was the look of a ptofotttid 
and haughty melancholy, which never wholly passed away, 
for the soul of this man, if merciless to others, was not less 
so to himself; in spirit he scourged himself for the lives 
which rested on his, as pitilessly as ever Carmelite or 
Benedictine scourged the body for its sins, and whilst before 
mcn^s sight his life was col^ unruffled, brilliant, and his 
path strewn witli the purples” of fame and of power, there 
were dark hours in his solitude, of remorse, of anguish, or 
unutterable horror when his great and fallen nature wrestled 
with itself, and struggled in its agony nearer to' God’s light. 
For repentance is a word by a thousand-fold too feint to 
utter that with which Strathmore looked back upon the past 
— looked back upon the homicide guiltier than Cain’S. 

Suddenly, where he sat in the embrasure, a shadow fell 
athwart the sunshine without, and raising his eyes he saw 
the young life which was freighted with his venture of 
atonement. She stood there in the full golden light, which 
fell on her fair and shining hair ; on her eyes, dark as the 
violet skies of ijight, and full of their mournful earnestness ; 
on her lips, whicli wore the sunny and tender smile of the 
long-dead, radiant with welcoming joy while words were 
mute ; words could not have spoken half so well 1 
** Lucille ! ” 

He rose, and she sprang towards him, lifting her fair 
young face to his gaze, while he stooped and kissed her 
brow with his accustomed caress, which she received as 
a cliikl her lather’s. Her hands closed on his softly and 
caressingly, her lips were tremulous, her eyes, loving in their 
earnestness, looked up to his winiiingly, beseechingly: 

“Ah! you are come at last; you have been so long 
away ! ” 

“ ‘ So long !• You have watched for me, then ? ” 

“ My lieai-t watches for you always ! ” 

He smiled ; her answer gave him pleasure. Long years 
before he had set his will to fasten the love and gfatitude 
of this young life upon himself, and every assurance of 
tliem was dear to him, for they were the ^assurance of hii 
fulfilment fof Erroll’s trust, of his atonfemmt through &e 
livjng to the dead. • ’ 

And you are happy, T^ucille ? he asked 1 
She laughed the soft ow laugh of h<^. lingfettog 
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chil<lhood, itt whici) pai» had been a thin" unknoWD, feo 
which sorrow had been a mystery even veiled : 

“Yon ask me that so ofteni ‘Happy?' All my life is 
happiness, 1 caimot even fancy grief, I try sometimes, 
and I cannot!" » 

, ^‘Thank (}od!" 

The words were spoken low and heartfelt, and he shaded 
his eyes with liis hand as he gazed down on her, while over 
the coldness of his face stole a warmth and a softness which 
never came there save when he looked on her. Her singular 
and poetical loveliness, as she stood before him in the mellow 
sun-light, with her dark eyes uplifted in their beseeching 
beauty, struck on him ; he saw for the first time that she 
Was passing out of childhood, 

“ You are changed, Lucille," he said, as she threw herself 
at his feet, where he sat, in that graceful and trustful 
abandon which was as natural to her now as when she had 
first come caressingly tc his side on the sea-shore ; for this 
opening life had been left free, pure, untrammelled by art 
or bondage as any of the white-winged birds which spent 
their summer days above the waves. 

She looked up incredulous and amused : 

“Changed? How can I be in six months ?" 

Six months is six years at your age ; the passage from 
childhood to womanhood is very brief ; crossed sometimes iu 
a night, sometimes in an liour ! " 

“Is it ? But / have not crossed it ” 

“ No, and I do not wish that you should." 

She lifted her eyes to his, full of that appealing earnest- 
ness which gave them so strange a sadness, so touching a 
beauty : 

“ No more do L *Wheu time rolls on the shadows deepen 
across the dial in the orchard and the sands gf the shore ; so 
they say they do in life. Is it true, Lord Cecil ? " 

“ Fatally true, my child." 

She shuddered slightly : 

“ Ah I and that is why I wigh mine couU rest for ever 
^here it is. I so happy, and I dread the shadow I In 
shade the flowm die, you know, killed by the darkness and 
thirstmg for me sun ; so sljiould I ! ” 

“ Ht#, twfa, Lnoille ! " he said passionately, as he drew 
tgwmrda^^im, where she sat at hisfe^. “ ‘Pread?* 
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* tiarlcness ? ’ What have they to do with you ? Neither 
Bliall ever touch you. Your future is my cafe ; think of it 
as what it will be, MX be, as fair and doudless as your 
past and present. No shadow shall ever Ml on you ! 

Not under your shelter !” • 

And as she spoke gratefully and caressingly, the smile 
was on her face which still smote him as with steel, and 
she bent towards him with that tender and trustful grace 
natural to her from her earliest infancy ; she loved the 
hand which fostered her — ^the hand stained with|ier fatJiefa 
blood. 

The human life which the last words of the mail he loved 
had bequeathed to him in trust, was dear to Strathmore even 
as the dead had bevm ; and when remorse had riven in twain 
the granite of his nature, in the chasm left this single soft- 
ness had been sown and taken root ; even as on the chill 
and isolated mountains, ice-covered and inaccessible, deep 
down in some cleft and hidden rent, lives some delicate, 
blue alpine flower. Begotten of remorse, boni of a 
thirst for atonement, and fostered by a passionate, almost a 
morbid, craving to fulfil to the uttermost ErrolVs last bid- 
ding, his tenderness for Lucille had become the one holy and 
unselfish thing in a heart to which the gentle and purer 
feelings of human nature and of human ties were by nature 
a lie. 

Strathmore’s haughty and sin-stained soul hung on this 
young and fragile life for its single chance and power of 
atonement. It was not she for whom he cured ; it was the 
dead. Had the last words of the man he had wronged and 
hurled from earth condamned him to endless selt-chastise^ 
ment or self-sacrifice, he would have obeyed them equally, 
nor spared himself one iota of their enjoined torture. Piti- 
less to others, I ^ay he was not less pitiless to himself ; his 
life, if stained with great crimes, was riven with a great 
remorse ; his nature was like those lofty and darkened ones 
which first filled the cells of Clairvaux and the ranks of 
Loyola ; natures passion-stqjned and crime-steeped, but 
which, even as they had spared none in their guilt, spared 
not themselwes in their expiation. \ 

The trust bequeathed him, anebbound uponyhim, by the 
weight of the two lives which his act had struclfrom earth, 
he fulfilled sacredly. His hand had orphaned |er, hut bis 
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hand fiheltmd her, and was prodigal in the wealth, and care 
and Inxniy with which it surrounded her; it seemed tc 
gtratlxmore as though thus, and thus alone, could he atone 
to him who had given her life. In his mother’s home she 
had grown from infancy to early youth, fondly nurtured and 
trained to know that it was from him as her guardian that 
she received which made her young years so joyous. 
Those to whom" her education was entrusted he forbade to use 
any laws with her save those of gentleness, ahd directed to 
surround her with all tenderness, to shield her from every 
touch of pain or harshness, and to indulge her in all things. 
He was scrupulously obeyed, and the result might have 
been to many natures dangerous ; with Lucille, the inherent 
character was too loving and too sweet to be thus harmed, ht 
do aught but expand to all its richest luxuriance its purest 
delicacy in the constant sunlight in which it grew, thougli, 
perchance, as the hot-house flower is rendered unfit for tlio 
cold winds without by the warmth which surroundp. it, so 
might this nature be for the harsh conflicts of life. But, 
then, these she was never to know — from those she would be 
slieltered,* even as is the ejcotic through the whole of its 
brief and radiant life. 

In pursuance of Erroll’s desire he trained himself to speak 
to this diild often and calmly of her father, as of one lost 
and dear to him as to herself, until Lucille held, inseparably 
interwoven and beloved in her memory, the dead, and the 
living to whom the dead had bequeathed her, and who filled 
his place, It had been li^wd to say which were the dearer to 
her, the ideal of the dead which she cherished, or the love for 
Strathmore which grew with her growth. No instinct had» 
made her shrink in infancy from the hand which was stained 
with her father’s blood ; no prescience now warned her that 
he who fostered her was her father’s assassi^. All her joy, all 
her gifts, came from him ; for her his eyes were ever softened, 
his voice was ever gentle ; the distant visits he paid her 
wc^e sealed with gold in her lif<^ radiating every day they 

C 3d with a gloty, ever miss^ed in his abs^ce. And thus 
ll’s young ichild grew up in her graceful loveliness, her 
hi^ppy innoce^e, with no shadow allowed to falcon her from 
dark tra^y which hi^d orphaned her almost from her 
but wlh a deep and reverent love for him, betfireei 
Whom tod Puireelf^ had she known the ghastly truth hid 
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iVom her, would hUTe yawned a hideous and impassable gul^ 
would have stretched a fell abyss of crime, which would hare 
made her {dirink from erery touch of his Itod, shudder &om 
erery careSs of his lips. 


CHAPTEB XL. 

THE CABINET JONISTEE. 

A KNOT of lords and gentlemen, diplomatists and minis, 
ters, were gi'ouped together in the ante-room at 8t. Jarues’s, 
.liter attending a levee — the last of the season — chatting 
while awaiting a chance of getting to their carriages through 
the crowd, where tom shoulder-knots, trampled epaulettes, 
the debris of gold lace, fragments of bullion, broken plumes, 
or shreds of order-ribbons, bore witness to the severity of 
the conflict, which is a portion of the cerememial attendant 
on the Germanized Court of England. 

“ But V. gained so much by the SchSnbrun Treaty 5 he is 
far too exigeant,” said the French Ambassador, alluding to 
the subject under discussion, which was the aggression of a 
petty Duke, who might chance to embroil Western Euroije ; 
European tempests not seldom being brewed in a Lilipntian 
teacm. 

“ But others gained, too, by the treaty,” suggested m 
English Minister, “ and grapes shared are poisoned to most 
gatherers. With a whole bunch to ourselves, we grudge the 
broken stalk that we leave behind.” 

“ Heinl e’estvrai /” laughed a Prassian statesman, apply- 
ing himself ta his tabatidre : “ Still if he were decent^ 
wise he would be content.” 

“ Is it wise to be content ?” smiled the English Mini^r 
and his smile was a cold and mogueur sneer : “ What duller 
atmosphere possible than Contentment? Asatisflsd ^uan 
has nothing to desire, gain, or contest ; he is a mould-grown 
carp in stagnant waters ” \ 

“ "V^ich are the quietest,” added the Pi’iMan, who has 
tod much dow Teuton blood in him not to rcBsh “ staghaut' 
waters 1 suppose T. thinks witli yon, tv If would ikerer 
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cbroKt forth sodi claims ; he knows the Federation wiY 
imtsc acknowledge them.” 

“ Biife' wul foment disturbance ; they will draw the 

^es of on him for half a dozen months, and many 

would lather be decorated lil^ Midas thmi more nimoticcd 
and imkiiown m the 

** Seordtum iter, et faUeatts semita 

said the English statesmarti with a conteinpllaoas laugh, 
c3old, slight, and clear. 

Et puis,” said the Ambassador, with a slight shrug : 
“the oppoftiiuity was tempting. Man was created a dis- 
honest animal, and policy and civilization have raised the 
instinct to a science.” 

“And what he seeks now is for ‘ Patriotism/* Let none 
of ns forget that ; ‘ Pro Patria’ is so admirable a plunder- 
ciy ; I don’t know a better, unless it be ' Pro Deo,’ ” smiled 
the British Minister, whose own cri de gmrre was, with but 
little disguise, “ Pro Ego.” 

Standing at a little distance, wedged in by the titled and 
decorated mob, a man looked at him as he spoke ; the words 
were inaudible where the other stood, but the smile he saw 
and knew of old ; he had seen it on his lips when the sun 
sank down beyond the purple shroud of mist, seen it as the 
duellist stooped to watch the dark blood slowly trailing 
through the grasses, with the merciless and brutal lust 
which branded him Assassin, ilaoul de Valdor had long 
forgot’that hour, from the indifference of custom to a life 
HO taken, and by long years passed in a fashionable whirl. 
M the time it had chilled and revolted him from the man 
who, with deliberate pm'pose, had slain his friend with the 
pitiless aim and gre^ with which a tiger darts upon his 
prey, insatiate to destroy and indiflerent to destruction. 
But their intercourse had remaiued the same, and the 
remembrance had drifted into the mist of long past things. 
It rarely recurred to him, yet it did so now, standing in the 
thronged ante-chamber of the palace, when glancing at the 
Bucoessful Statesman, with the Kibbon crossed on his breast, 
and the cold, partly smile on his lips, there arose before 

^ oj^Teniatipn nowise be imagined a sneer at tL. 

of Anguetenburg, whose legitimate birthright I sin- 
reetor^d to him .— Auihar ^Btrathmwt, 
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him, Bttdden and distinct, the memoiy of that summer night, 
with the hooting of the shrill cicada, end the snllen surge 
of the noisome waters as the reptiles stirred amongst ihek 
reeds, and the last ra^s of the evening sun gleaming abovre 
the storm-cloud as the dying man reeled and fell. . 

He looked at Strathmore as he stood amoi^ hu peera { 
Hud, strange, dissimilar, unbidden, the scene rose up befine 
the memory of the inconsequent and thoughtless French 
man, as be stood among the Court crowd of St. James’s. 
Yet he had been present at many such scei^s, and the 
value of life taken had never weighed On him, nor its 
memory ever remained with him before. In his creed of 
honor duels were blameless ; in his country’s custom they 
were habitual. What long ago had revolted the daibing 
and daring spirit (which, with many faults and many 
follies, had something of the old code of the gallant gentle- 
man who had fought and died for the White Lilies) had 
been the pitiless purpose which he bad read ere the shot 
had been fired, and which had borne in his sight the fiied 
and treacherous intent of the murderer. It was this which 
he remembered now. 

The throng parted, the knot of ministers smuirated, 
Strathmore came forward to go to his carriage, ana Taldor 
moved also ; they met, as they had done a hundred times, 
since that night by the Deer-pond of the old Bois. 

“ Ah ! yon, Valdor ? Charmed to see you. I^ had no 
idea you were in England, much less at the Levee. In- 
.sufterably warm, isn’t it? Such a press!” said Strsth- 
moie, giving his hand to the man who, sixteen years 
before, had whispered in his car, “ Voyezl il est mort," 
unheeded as he stooped to sever the gold flake of the hair 
which trailed among the tiark dew-laden grasses. 

“ Such wretched rooms !” laughed Valdor, as he glanced 
contemptuously through the reception-chambers, tmtdtered 
since Queen Anne: “I only arrived yesterday. I have 
come to town on family matters— a disputed inheritance 
afihir. Bat permit me, mqn ami, to ofler my congratula- 
tions on your recent honors ; never was a finer politioa] 
victory w(»i. Your coup d’etat was supremh ! ” 

^Strathmore smiled. , \ 

“ You give me rfid my party too much i^tinction ; wa 
(^u(y effected, dully and slowly, by spceche| and tea^ra 
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what you owat the water would hare doue iu a Week by a 
few canuoii-balls and closed barri^res. Bat the British 
mind refeses the quick argument of a fusillade— as if it 
were not && wise to be convinced by a bullet as by a 
newspaper ! Will you do me the pleasure to drive home 
with me 

They pioneered their way through the aristocratic mob, 
and reaching the air at last, after the heated atmosphere 
of the densely-packed palace, passed to Strathmore’s 
carriage, while the crowds without, waiting to see the 
courtiers leave the Levee, crushed themselves close to the 
wheels, and rushed under the horses’ heads, and pushed, 
and jostled, and trampled each other, in eager curious haste 
to see the favorite Minister — ^he, who, could he have had 
his way, would have ruled them with a rod of iron, and 
swept his patli clear from all who dared dispute his power 
by the curt Cmsarean argument of armed hosts ! 

“ Have you any engagements for to-night, Valdor ? ” he 
asked, as the carriage moved. 

“ None. I was going to dine at the Guards’, and look in 
at the Opera.” 

“ Give me the pleasure of your society, then. I have a 
State dinner this evening ; the cruellest penalty of Place ! 
Though truly it is selfish, perhaps, to ask you to throw 
over that most graceful of all sylphs, La Catarina, for 
ministerial proprieties.” 

“ The “egotism, at least does me much honor. I shall be 
most happy. Your season is pretty well over, Strathmore j 
you eat your farewell whitebait soon ? ” 

^ To-morrow. I shall leave town in a week or two j the 
session will virtually close then.” 

‘‘ Where are you going, apr^s ? White Ladies ? ” 

** Not yet. 1 slmll be there the last days in. August, when 
1 hope you will join us. Volms and plenty of people will 
be down ; and by all they send me word, the broods are 
very abundant and tihe young deer in fine condition. No ; 
I go from town into Devon tq,«ee my motber, stay there 
three or four days, then start for Baden, give a week 
coming back tfl Fcmtainebleau with His Majbsty, your 
ex0(Wtiou, and/to White Lajiies by the First ” ^ 

"tm go infe Devon next ’week ? ” * 

Or the w^k after. Why ? 
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Bec^-use I am bound th^re. Perhaps you rememW' I 
fiave English blood in me by the distaff side ? mA Ihere 
is a property down there which ought, I think, to be mine 
by rights, at least it needs looking into ; pas gran^ chose^ 
but valuable to a poor wretch, a million or two of francs in 
debt. I must make investig&tions at your Will Ofllce 
(‘ Doctora* Commons’ n’est ce pas ? ^ Doctors’,* because 
it has the testaments of those the doctors have killed ; and 
‘Commons’, because it is common to nobody who hasn’t 
the money to pay the fees. You English have a grim 
humor !). We can go down to the south together, 
>'^tratbmore ? ” 

“ Certainly.” (Valdor did not note that the answer was 
slightly constrained, and halted a moment.) “Where is 
this property you name ? ” 

“ Bon Dieu ! I don’t know ! The place is — peste ! it is 
in my papers, but it is out of my head ! — wait a moment — 
is — is — Torlynne, surely, or some such title.” 

“ Indeed I That is close to my mother’s jointure house 
of Silver-rest, I remember it is a disputed title, an old 
moated priory with fine timber, but wholly neglected,” 

Valdor twisted his scented moustaches with a yawn of 
ennui : 

“ Tu me fais frdmir ! What on earth should I do with 
a ‘ moated prioiy ? ’ It sounds like a ghost-story I How- 
ever, 1 shall go down and prove my title if I can ; for 1 
suppose it will sell for something ? ” 

“ Undoubtedly. Since you will require to be on the 
spot, I am sure I need not say that Lady C^xstlemere will 
he most happy to see you at Silver-rest if you like to stay 
with us.” 

Valdor thanked the kindly Fates which thus, by u fortu- 
nate chance, preserved him from the horrors of Devonian 
hotels, and accepted Strathmore’s invitation, proffered from 
a cause he little guessed. Strathmore had heard of his in- 
tended visit to the South with annoyance, almost,, for the 
instant, with apprehension ^ it was this which h^ made 
him hesitate, and but coldly tsonsent to the suggestion that 
they should travel together. He knew thirit Valdor had 
heard those last words breathed with a broken sigh, 
** Lucille ! Luoiile ! ” and he di%aded to see'lfche child or 
Erroll in the presence of the one who had b^n with him 
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m tbat hoar. Bat as iostantlj he remesubered that, do 
what he wouM- Vtddor, compelled to visit Torlynne, would 
certttiuljr pay a visit of complimait to Lady Castlemere, 
and, livinj: on the same solitary shore with Silver-rest, 
jonld not ^ to meet Lucille. Therefore, with that policy 
which hp used in trivial as in great matters, he disarmed 
all dan^r by meeting it d^amnce ; any act nnaenal on his 
port might have weened Valdor’s curiosity or wonder 
concerning the lovely child whom he would find there as 
his ward ; to invite him at once beneath the same roof 
with her was to avoid entirely exciting that piqued interest 
which, though no link remained to guide him by any pssi- 
bility towards the truth, might yet have induced him to 
inquire much that would have been difficult to satisfy. 

The foresight was wise, the reasoning just, the inference 
and expectation both rightly founded ; yet — woe for us, mes 
firSres 1 — the surest harriers raised by men’s provision are 
even but as houses bnilded on the sands, which one blast 
of shifting winds, one sweep of veering waves, may hurl 
down into dust. 

“What spell have you about you, mon cher?” said 
Taldor, two hours later, in the drawing-rooms of Strath- 
more’s residence, as he threw himself into a dormense. 
Time had passed lightly over Valdor, and left him much 
the same — a gay, debonnaire, brilliant, French noble, 
whose fortunes were not equal to his fashion, in whom a 
transparoit impetuosity mingled in odd anomaly with the 
languor of the world, iii whom the fire of the South out- 
lived the indifferentism of habit, and who, with many 
follies and some errors, had honor in his heart and truth 
in his tongue. . He looked younger than he was, with his 
delicate brunette tint, his soft, black eyes, his careless and 
chivalrons grace ; mid the man in whose society he now 
was looked on him disdainfally as “ bon hnfant,” because 
his hot passions were short-lived, and the nonchalance of 
his nature made him candid as a child. 

Strathmore raised his eycbrons : 

* * %eU I * What a romantic word I How do you meat. 

ur / ' . 

laj^ed, throwing back the dark waves of hv 
kairt^he w a, lilitle vain ‘of his personal beauty : « 

, ** I ml'i^up tb aceoani for your perpetual success. You 
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command Buo^ess as if you had all the genii of fabie tc 
back you. Men censure you, oppose you, hate you^ inveigh 
against you, and you have a strong party of foes, but they 
never contrive to defeat you ” 

“ Well ! I am not very tolerant of defeat” 

“ Pardieu ! who is ? But most of us have to swallow it 
sometimes. What I want to know is how you succeed in 
perpetually compelling your enemies to clrint it, and avoid* 
ing one drop of the amari aliquid yourself ! 

Strathmore smiled ; the frank expression of curiosity and 
opinion amused him ; he had himsolf the trained reticence 
of the school of Macchiavelli, and years had of necessity 
polished his skill in the knowledge “ how to hold truth and 
how to withhold it,” once laid down by him as the first law 
of wisdom and of success. 

“ You ask for a precis of my policy ! You know I inva- 
riably contended that what men choose to accomplish they 
may compass sooner or later, if they nse just discenunent, 
and do not permit themselves to be run away with by 
Utopian fancies or paradoxical motives. Let every one 
make up his mind to be bafiBed in what he undertakes 
nineteen times, but to succeed on the twentieth ; I would 
warrant him success before he has reached half the 
score,” 

“ That tells me nothing ! ” said Valdor, petulantly, though, 
in truth, it was this very inflexible and long-enduring will, 
which nothing could dissuade or daunt, that was the key of 
Strathmore’s rise to power : ‘‘ Well ! you must keep your 
secret, mon ami, and I dare say it has too much science and 
subtlety in it to lie in a nutshell. But as for your theory, 
which makes one think of the Bruce Spider tale — ^peste I — it 
won’t answer always. Look at us ; we persevere for ever, 
and never, succeed ! ” 

Strathmore smiled slightly ; he knew Valdor referred to 
the efforts of his own French party, and the loyal Utopia of 
a Quixotic and chivalric clique, found little sympathy with 
a statesman the distinguishing and most popular characte 
ristic of whose politics was'*Jtheir entire freedom from all 
idealogy or vagueness ; 

“ Mon chbr I I spoke of a man who puTi|ied a certain 
definite goal and power for hu»self, not of mose leagued 
together for the chase of a shadowy chimera! To seek a 
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palpable aim and a palpable ascendancy is one thing ; to 
embrace a yisionary crusade and an ideal flock of theories 
is another. / mean blasting a rock with rational materials 
and science ; you mean climbing the clouds with ropes of 
sand ! ” 

Then/' said Valdor, impatiently, with a dash of envy 
and a dash of intolerance—" then it would appear that the 
wise man consecrates his labors and his ambitions to the ad- 
vancement of himself ; it is only the fool who wastes both 
on mankind ! ” 

“ Certainly,*’ smiled Strathmore : " Who ever doubted 
it ? ” 

At that moment the doors of the vestibule were thrown 
open, and the first of the guests bidden to his State dinner 
was announced ; further t^te-iVtfite was ended. 

Strathmore was not popular among his colleagues ; his 
personal coldness and his consummate indifference to how 
he wounded, repelled men ; the generosity of feeling and 
the cordiality, which in eai*lier years had been very strong 
to the few whom he liked, were gone. Although his libe- 
rality was as extensive, it seemed rather to proceed from 
disdain of wealth than any kindlier feeling, and though at 
times great and even noble deeds were traced to him done 
in privacy, they appeared rather to come from some rigid 
law set unto himself than from any warmer feeling toward 
humanity. But Jiis ascendancy was indisputable, his 
intellect priceless to his party, and the brilliancy of his 
career without a rival ; and men rallied about him, and 
confessed his influence as the most prominent politician of 
his day, and the assured leader of the future. 

Valcior looked at him as he sat that night at the bead 
of the table entertaining many of the most distinguished 
men of his country and time, fellow-Ministers and foreign 
Ambassadors, while the light from the chandeliers above, 
flashing off the gold and silver plate, the many-hued 
exotics, the snowy Parian statuettes, and the bright- 
bloomed fruits, fell upon his fage with its peculiar Vandyke 
type, in which were blent the haughty melancholy of Charles 
Stuart with the pitiless power of Strafford, the ^grenity of a 
iathomless rej^se with tne darkness of passions untamable 
if aroused^ f ' * 

Valdor loured at him as Strathmore drank his Bed 
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fleruiitage and exchanged light witticisms with the Fr^ch 
Kcpresentative, and again, unbidden and unwelcome before 
the thoughtless mercurial mind of the dashing and languid 
lion^ rose the memory of that night in the Bois de Boulogne, 
and of the tiger-lust with whiyh the death spasm had been 
watched to slacken and grow still. 

“ He has forgotten !” thought Valdor, with marvel, admi- 
ration, revulsion, loathing, all commingled : ** He slew 
without pity ; and he lives without remorse.^' 

So rashly do men judge who draw inferences from the 
surface ; so erringly do they condemn who see not the 
solitude wherein the eoul is laid bare. 


CHAPTEE XLI. 

AMONG THE LILIES OP THE VALLEY. 

The afternoon sun was warn on land and sea, and a 
light amber haze lying on the soft outline of the hills, tho 
stretches of golden gorse, and the glisten of the moistened 
sands, as a stcam-yacht which had come down channel 
Iroin the Solent, and rounded the coast, anchored in the 
little bay of Silver-rest, where nothing was ever seen save 
the fishing-smacks and tiny craft of the scattered population, 
whose few rough-hewn shingled cottages nestled under one 
of the bluffs. 

“There is your Torlynne, Valdor,” said Strathmore, 
pointing to some gable-ends which arose some mile or two 
off in the distance above masses of woodland, as they 
walked up from the shore. They were expected at Silver- 
rest, but the day of their arrival had been left uncertain, 
as he had not known when he might get finally free. 
Strathmore allowed himself little leisure in office ; he never 
appeared either hurried or occupied, but he burnt the 
caudle of his life at both end^, as most of us do in i^is age, 
and must dq if we would be of any note in it. 

“ Ah, pardieu ! I wish it were an hotel An the Eue de 
Rrammont instead I ” laughed Vsllldor, as he glanced across ; 
^ Not but that, I dare say, I shall never gen it, unless 1 
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languish thtough your Chancery till I am eighty. I Elmll 
hear the verdict is given in my favor, just when I am re- 
ceiving the Viaticum ! ” 

I hope better things 5 it is a vast pity it should moulder 
unowned. Meanwhile, the litigation befriends me witli a 
most cgreeable companion during my exile at Lady Castle* 
mere*B, I fear you will be terribly bored, Valdor ; my mother 
lives in strict retirement.” 

“Another instance of those who once ruled the world 
abjuring it in advancing life! What years it is since I 
had the honor of seeing her. I was a little fellow — a court- 
page, proud of my blue and silver! Does she live alone, 
then?” 

“ Oh, no ; merely away from the world. She has a grand- 
son with her, a lad at college ; and also a Tvard of hers and 
of mine, little more than a cbild as yet, Lucille de Vocqsal 

“ De Vocqsal ? An Austrian name, isn^t it ? ” 

“ No, Hungarian ; it may be Austrian too, however — 
indeed, I think, now you name it. You must expect to 
find Silver-rest dull-— it has nothing to boast of but its sea- 
board.” 

“ And its country,” added Valdor, as they passed through 
the lodge gates. 

Strathmore glanced carelessly over the magnificent expanse 
of woodland and moorland, hill and ocean, which stretched 
around : 

“ Yes; but that has not rouch compensative attraction lor 
either you or me, I fancy ” 

They went on in silence, smoking, through the grounds, 
which were purposely left in much of the wildness and 
luxuriance of their natural formation, with here and there 
great boulders of red rock bedded in the moss, and covered 
with heaths and creepers, and Strathmore looked up in sur- 
prise as a sudden exclamation from Valdor fell on his ear. 

“ Bon Dieu ! Look there. How lovely ! ” 

Strathmore glanced to where Valdor pointed, marvelling 
that the landscape should rouse him to so much admiration, 
for the fashionable French Noble was not likely to b« 
astonished into any enthusiastic adoration of Jbhe pastora* 
beauty of na^re, or the sun-given smile on the seas. 

What he saw was this : ^ . .. 

A rock 0 ^ dark sandstone overhung the turf below, form- 
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ing & natural ohamber, which it roofed^ whose walls were 
die dense screen of tangled creepers and foliage pendent 
from its ledges, or the great ferns which reared to meet 
them, and whose carpet was the moss, covered with lilies of 
the valley, which grew profusely where the tempered stm 
rays fell through cool leaves and twisted boughs, flickering 
and parted. And under its shelter from the heat, half 
buried in the flowers, lying in the graceful abandon of a 
child's repose, resting her head upon her hand Jn the atti- 
tude of Guido’s “ Leggiatura,” her eyes veiled as they rested 
on her book, one sunbeam streaming through the fan-like 
ferns above, touching her hair to gold and shining on the 
open page she read, was Lucille. 

The stops of both were involuntarily arrested as they came 
upon her in her solitude ; there was something of sanctity 
m that eai’ly loveliness, 

“ Soft, as the memory of buried love ; 

Pure, as the prayer which childhood wafts above—'* 

that silenced both him to whom it was familiar, and him to 
whom it was unknown. Then Strathmore turned to move 
onward through the grounds ; he felt repugnance to break 
ill on her repose, or to meet her in the presence of the one 
who had heard the dying lips faintly whisper the name she 
bore, in their last farewell to her lost mother. 

But Valdor put his hand upon his shoulder. 

“ Wait, for Heaven’s sake ! Who is she ? ” 

“ A lovely child, but no more than that as yet. My ward, 
Lucille de Vocqsal.” 

^‘Mort de Dieu! She is the. most beautiful poem, pic- 
tine — Heaven knows what — that ever I beheld. Make 
her lift those eyes 5 what must the face be when they are 
raised 1 ” • 

“ You will see her later on,” answered Strathmore, coldly : 

I shall not disturb her now ; she is very young, and would 
not understand our having pryed on her in her haunt. And 
pray do not use that flowery language to her ; youth flat- 
tered into v^anity is ruined, and you would talk in an un- 
known tongue there.” \ 

He moved away, and Valdoi^ somewhat surprised and 
somewhat annoyed, prepared to follow him witn a lin^ring 
backward But it was toq late; a squirm’d swinging 
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downward from the boughs above made Lucille raise her 
'i!yes. She saw Strathmore, and, with a low cry, wild in its 
gladness, sprang from her couch among the lilies, and flew 
to meet him* Midway, she saw, too, that he was not alone ; 
and paused, hesitating, with the color, delicate as the rose 
flush on a sea-shell, deepening in her cheek. She knew by 
instinct that Strathmore was haughtily reticent before all 
auditors, and although too highly bred and nurtured to 
know erabaiTassment, she had something of the beautiful 
wild shyness of the young fawn with those who were strange 
to her. 

A shudder ran through Strathmore’s veins as he perceived 
her standing before them there in the sultry mellow haze ; 
while the eyes of his companion rested on her — ^the eyes 
which had watched with him the shadows steal over the 
face, and the convulsion shiver through the limbs of her 
father in the summer-night of years long gone. 

Then he moved forwaref and greeted her with all his ac- 
customed gentleness, less tenderly than when they were 
alone — but to that she had long been used when any other 
was present at their meeting— and led her towards Valdor: 

“Lucille, allow me to introduce to you one of my oldest 
and most valued friends. Mad’lle de Vocqsal ; M. ie Comte 
de Valdor.” 

“ Pardieu ! ” thought the Frenchman ; as after a graceful 
acknowledgment of his salutation, none the Jess graceful, 
but the more, from that delicate proud shyness which was 
like the coy gaze of the deer, Lucille turned to Strathmore 
with low, breathless word?: of joyous welcome, and the 
radiance of that smile at which the sadness fled from off her 
face, as though banished by a spell: “ Pardieu! when was 
anything more exquisite ever born ; it is not mortal ; it is 
the face of an angel. I have seen something like it, too, 
somewhere ; now she smiles it looks familiar. Perhaps it is 
some head of Guido, some fantasy of Carlo Dolci, that she 
makes me remember. She seems to love her guardian ; is 
die the only thing on earth he does not ice ? The last man 
living, I should have supposed, who would^ have^ taken such 
an office ; however, it may be done from generosity here. 
Strathmore would ruin his ♦friend without mercy if he stood 
in his way, oi awoke his passions ; but he would give royally 
to his dea^i^t enemy who asked him in need. A bad man 
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Bo/netimeB ; a dangerous man always ; but a mean maU) 01 
false man, never I ” 

"IVliich fugitive thoughts flitting through the volatile and 
feckless mind of Valdor, which seldom stayed to sift or 
criticize, were just enough in 41 ieir deduction, drawing one 
of those haphazard truths bv instinct for which patient and 
shrewd observation often toils half a lifetime in vain. 

What were you reading there, Lucille ? ” asked Strath- 
more, as they passed onward through the grounds, while 
her head was ever turning with a graceful, upward movc*- 
111 ent to look on him, and her eyes were ever seeking his 
with their loving, reverent regard, as though she could 
scarcely believe in the actual joy of his presence. They 
were but few and rapid visits which he paid her, but they 
were remembei-ed from time to time as the young virgins of 
Hellas remembered the smile of the Sun God. The fairest 
Hummer lost its beauty if he came not with its golden pro- 
mise ; tl\e dreariest winter was glad and bright with all the 
warmth of spring in her sight if it brought her but a few 
hours of his presence. From the moment when as a little 
child on the sea-shore she had asked him his name that she 
might say it in her prayers, Lucille had clung to the memory 
of Strathmore with a strange and deepened fondness fur 
beyond her years. 

“I had taken ^scliylus and Euripides,” she answered 
him ; how sublime the rich and musical Greek is ! ” 

You can read them in the original then, mademoiselle?” 
asked Valdor, in surprise. 

‘‘ Lucille learns very rapidly, I believe,” answered Strath- 
more for her ; “ She has been taught chiefly what she fancied 
to study, and one of those fairy fancies was Greek, I believe 
merely "because she had heard how the sea she loves was 
loved in Hellas — was it not, Lucille? ” 

She smiled, and looked over to the sunny waters : 

“ Well, I can fancy bow the ten thousand clashed their 
Diicklers for wild joy, and shouted * Tlialassis ! Thalassis ! ’ 
to the beautiful dancing wases. I love the ocean ! It is a 
music that is never silent, a poem that is never ex- 
hausted. When I die I sliould like my grsgre to be beside 
the sea.” • 

“ Death for you, mademoiselle I ” broke in Valdor, \yhile hia 
eloquent southern eyes dwelt on her with admiration : “ The 
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goda have lavished on you every fairest gift, hut they will be 
too merciful to those who look on you, to show their l^ve 
towards so bright a life, in the way Greek poets deemed 
the gentlest ” 

Lucille raised her eyes to his with something of surprise i 
she was unused to the 6U?^e subtleties of flattery, while a 
shadow stole over her face, such as an artist would let 
steal over the young face of Proserpine or of Procris whilst 
yet they lived their virginal life amongst the flowers, the 
shadow of that unknown future wliicli lay awaiting them 
coiled in the folded leaves of yet unopened years : 

“ I wonder they cliosc early death as the gentlest fate 
to die in youth, to leave all the warmth of life ibr the lone- 
liness of the grave, to grow blind to the light of the siin, and 
deaf to the voices we love, and to lie alone theiv, dead, while 
the birds arc waking, and the mnd is blowing over ilio 
flowers, and the day has dawned for all but us ! Oh, who 
could choose it ?” 

The words, spoken with the unconsciousnesB of childhood, 
yet with the utterance of a poet, were very touching, ami 
silenced both who heard her ; one they smote with the 
memory of that dawn when the birds had sung under the 
leaves, and the rejoicing earth had waked to gladness, and 
alone amidst that w^aking life had lain in his rigid stillness 
the brother he had slain. 

She knows noHiing of that past story, or she would not 
speak thus of death to him,” thought Valdor, moved and 
impressed by this bcautiiul child, whom he had seen among 
the lilies, she was a study so new to him. 

“ -ffischylus and Euripides have saddened you, Lucille,” 
said Strathmore, as he moved a wild rose-bough from her 
path ; “ Those tragedies of curse and crime are far too 
gloomy for you.” • 

Oh no, I love them,’’ she answered him : “ they are 
grand, they are like a sea-storm by night ! And they are so 
human through their grandeur too ; the Eumenides may be 
fable, met^hor, spirit-allegory, «what you will, but while om 
mm sins, (Jrest^ will be mortal, and will live. ^That guilt 
wrought in a inoment’s vengeance ; that burden bound upon 
the murderer for ever ; t&se ghastly shapes which follow 
Dim, though to all other sight he is aloue ,* they are true foi 
^1 time wiiile crime is still j)n earth !” 
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And there is a crime yet more accursed than Orestes’ — 
victim was gvdlty / ” ^ 

Her thoughts had been uttered from an imagination 
iVeshly steeped in the solemn verse of the tragic poet ; the 
iuiswer broke, beyond all check of will or power, from the 
sleepless remorse of conscience stung into one momentary 
bitter MeA Oulpii 

Past the ear of the young girl it drifted harmless, re^ 
vealing nothing, and like an utterance of an unlmown 
tongue ; his. companion knew whence the word sprang, and 
thought : 

I did him wrong ; that was remorse.” 

Strathmore caught his look, and his proud and disdainful 
nature shrank in wrath from its generous compassion. After 
long years of constant intimacy, through whose whole tenor 
this man had never seen deeper than the rest of the world 
saw, nor probed his silken social vest to the iron cross worn 
beneath, Strathmore knew that he had betrayed his secret to 
him. Arrogant and intolerant of intrusion, lie resented pity 
yet more than insult. 

The clear, silvered moonlight fell on Lucille’s face that 
evening where she sat beside the open window in the twilight, 
which at her entreaty had not yet been banished from the 
chamber, though in the inner drawing-room beyond the 
chandeliers were lit, and Valdor and the Hon. Fox Darner, 
Strathmore’s private secretary, were playing closely contested 
wjeute. 

I’he silence was unbroken ; Lady Castlemere sat silent, a 
stately and noble woman, who bore her seventy years with 
‘lignity, though attenuated by bodily infirmity, in whose 
glance was still the fire, and in whose features tlie arrogance 
of earlier years, though both were tempered now by a touch- 
ing and chastened gentleness. Her grandson, Lionel Caryll, 
Avas silent also ; though bold aud careless enough ordinarily, 
he feared his uncle ; to him as to all Strathmore had always 
been cold and negligent ; in the presence of the profound 
roan of the world, the able aid subtle statesman, the cIiSl 
and brilliant courtier, he felt abashed, shy, ill at ease, and 
the polished ice of tone and manner froze the boy’s frank 
young heart. The stillness was unbroken, save by the sound 
of the waves from without, or the noise of a grassbopi->ei 
under the leaves, w'hiist the moon shone on the silvered so£U 
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calm and pliOiphorJighted ; and Strathmore ^whore he srit 
looked at Lucille, as, with her head bowed slightly, and hei 
dark wistful eyes gazing out on the night, the starry radiance 
fell about her. 

With much that was dissimilar, she had all the brightness 
and delicacy of Jier iather’s beauty, though upon it was n 
vague, intangible shadow of sadness, as though the tragedy 
of his fate had left au unconscious melancholy on the life 
which took its existence from him. Strathmore saw and 
noted this ; he had done so often, and it always smote him 
with keen dread; for every touch of sorrow which could 
have fallen on her he would have held as a breach in his 
fulfilment of her father’s trust. His eyes rested on her, and 
his thouglits filled with the thronging shapes and memorios 
of the past. Forbidden intrusion in the press of the world, 
trodden down in the path of power, dashed aside by the 
mailed hand of a successful and unscrupulous ambition, tljLy 
coiled about liim here, and would not be appeased. While 
she smiled up into bis face ; while he spoke to her ciilmly 
of her father ; while he bent his will to rivet her affection 
and her gratitude, the Furies of a vain remorse were on him. 
As in monkish times, those whose lives were fair in the 
sight of men, and who wielded the sword as the sco])tre of 
swmy over the world, came to the dark sepulchre and the 
blood-steeped scourge for their chastisement, so ho came 
for his into the fair and innocent presence of this young 
life. 

He sat long silent, looking on her where she gazed out 
to the moonlit sea, his thouglits in the travail of the past ; 
and he slightly started as his mother, who was near him, 
spoke: 

“ Lucille will soon cease to be a child ! ’’ 

Not yet — ^notyet!” he answered, hastily, and almost 
with pain ; “ In God’s name, let her guard her childhood 
over all the yejurs she can ! ” 

Surely, but it will flee of itself beyond pur arrest. One 
touch will soon scare it for evcyi;.” 

‘‘ Accursed be the touch that does ! ” 

Lionel Caryll heard, and looked at him, and the young 
man shuddered as he caugjit the look on Strathmore’s to ; 
he did not know that the sole feeling which prompted Strath- 
more’s words was a passionate wish that the childhood— so 



AMO^G THE UUES OP THE VALLEY, 


34 ? 

easy to gladden, so easy to shield— could be prolonged for 
ever ; a passionate fear, which crossed him for the moment, 
lest, when she should be no longer child but woman, 
others beyond his control should make shipwreck of the 
life in whose innocence, peac% and protection, his atone- 
ment Lay. 

Their words did not reach her ear, but the sound of them 
roused her from her reverie, and she came and knelt before 
him with her hands crossed on his : 

“ Lord Cecil, I have something to beg of you.*^ 

He looked down into her large soft eyes : 

“ Of me, Lucille ? You know you never ask in vain.” 
She laughed with a child’s gay ]oy : 

“ All, how good you arc. I want you to let me come and 
ve White Ladies.” 

“ White Ladies ! Wliy there ? ” 

Because it is your home. It is not far away, and T should 
so love to see it. It must be such a grand and stately place, 
with its cloisters and its forests. I have read of it in the 
archives, and chronicles, and legends. I know them all by 
licart. And they frighten me, some of them — that ghastly 
mie, with its terrible burden : 

Swift silent Straflimorc’s 
Are lathoiuless anti tlurkly wist*; 

No wife nor leman secs tliem smile. 

Save at bright steel or stateersift 'wur *- 
And when they lighten foes aro ’waio. 

The shrive is short, the shroud is thine! 

it is not true of the name either now. Your eyes are 
noi cruel, and your hand never harmed any !” 

The innocent, half-laughing words struck him like a 
dagger’s thrust ! — the legend on lips, which had been 
on Marion Vavasour’s, prophetic of the guilt into which 
liis passion and, a woman’s lie would hurl him I He shud- 
dered, and in the moonlight the pale bronze of his cheek 
grew whiter ; but Strathmore, a courtier and a statesman, 
had not now to learn the lesson of self-control, of calm im- 
passahility. He smiled : ,* 

“ Why take pleasure in those dark legends of a benighted 
age, Lucillt?? they have nothing in common with you, 
you fair child ! What I have bi^jught you b?fit you much 
betfer. Come, let us see how you like them ! ” 

He stretched out his hand, and took ftom the table, 
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where be had laid them earlier in the evening, some caseft 
of pink pearls as costly in their value as they were delicate 
in setti^ and in hue ; he was prodigal of all that could 
either amuse or adorn her, but, from her age, these were 
the first jewels he had brought, and, stooping, he 
clasped their bands of gold upon her arms, throat, and 
hair. The white moonlight fell about her where she 
knelt before him, on the graceful abandon of her attitude, 
on her face, upraised as a child lifts it in prayer, and he 
watched the flush on her clieeks, the breathless pleasure on 
her lips. Every time he saw her glance lighten, and 
her lips laugh through him^ he felt that so far tlae trust of 
Erroll was fulfilled, that so far his atonement was wrought 
out, that so far his expiation might claim to wash out the 
sin. 

“ Ah ! how beautiful they are, and how kind of you to 
bring them ! ” she whispered him, rapidly and caressingly : 

You have always some new tliought for me. Look how 
they gleam and glisten in the moonlight ! What jewels are 

they ? They have the blush of a wild-rose ” 

And of your cheek,” said Strathmore, with a smile. 

She laughed ; reared in innocence and seclusion, she 
was wholly unaware of her own loveliness, and flattery 
had never polluted her ear nor profaned her heart. She 
had the fairest charm of youth— unconsciousness. Then 
her eyes, uplifted to his, grew earnest ; she leaned slightly 
forward towards him, and her voice cliaiigod from its 
brcatlilesB pleasure to u tender and almost saddened ear- 
nestness : 

“ Ah ! how good and generous you are always to give 
me pleasure ; and yet, do you Imow — do you know — I 
sometimes wish you did not give me half so much, that I 
might show you better how Lucille loves*, you! I some- 
timeg wish that you were not rich and great, but poor, so 
that you might know how little it is theso I care for ; a 
lily of the valley, a heron’s feather, a forest squirrel from 
White Ladies, would be as to me if from your hand 1 
It 18 BO little to love those who give us joy ; the proof of love 
is to endure in pain.” 

God forbfd that you should prove yours so I ” 

Her words moved him ; any evidence of her affection 
was wekjome for the sake of the dead, yet every evi- 
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A^ncc of it struck him with a pang of remorse. This 
child, who caressed his hand as the one from which she 
received all joy and blessing, would have shuddered in 
horror from its togch had she Icnown the life it had blasted 
from earth ! 

“ Do not wish that, Lucilfe,” he added, gently : I 
need no proof of what I know. Remember, X read your 
heart like an open book, and can see all that is written 
there.” 

She smiled, a sweet and trustful smile : 

“Yes ! I forgot ; only fiometinies I wish that I could 
ftove it to you. While you make me so happy, what value 
is there in gratitude ? The very dogs love the hand tliat 
ioeds them ! But, Lord Cecil, you have not told me — may 
1 come to Wliite Ladies ? ” 

“ Some day, perhaps.” 

But as Strathmore put lier tenderly aside, and rose to 
approach his mother, he thought, with a shudder, of the 
(lark shadow which lay athwart that threshold, making it 
impure for her fair and innocent youth to cross. White 
Ladies ! whore a fatal love had trampled aside all laws 
of hospitality and honor ; where the beginning of that 
ghastly tragedy liad opened, only to close when the sun 
went down upon his wrath, and the dying sigh trembled 
through the silence ; Avhere her father’s memory tilled 
every chamber, liaunted every familiar place, and peopled 
ilie vacant aii*, with the thronging phantoms of a vain 
remorse ! 

As he eiitortid the room from tliat bejmnd, having finished 
pk game, Vnldor had overheard Jier request, and had noted 
I lie manner it which it was veeoived. 

“ She has never seen Wliitc Ladies, and he will not have 
ber there ! It is strange ! ” thought the Parisian, struck by 
the circumstance, as he might never have been but that the 
fur face, which he had beheld first among the lilies, had 
awakened a new aud deepening interest in him, Lucille 
was so unlike all he had ever seen. 

/‘Your ward is veiy lovely, Strathmore/* he said that 
night, as th^y walked up and down the lawn under the 
limes smoking : “ She reminds me of some onei i cannot for 
tbe life of me think whom. Can J^ou help me ? ” 

“ Not at all. It is rather an uncommon style of 
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beauty, answered Strailimore, indifferently, while swift 
to hia own memory swept the recollection of that sun- 
cet liour when Valdor had watched the death spasm 
convulse the face whose features she tcipk, and the death 
film gather over the eyes ^ from which her own had their 
smile. 

“ True. But I have seen some one like her/* persisted 
Valdor ; “Did I ever know her parents ?** 

“Very possibly. But both died so many years ago 
that it is not likely, I fancy, that you would recall 
them.** 

The answer was negligently given, as in a matter of small 
moment, yet in no way as though he avoided the inquirj^ ; 
for though his earlier regard for truth had not worn away, 
the profound and subtle mind of the politician had dealt too 
long in finesses not to deem them legitimate under privali 
or public necessity ; 

“ De Vocqsal/* repeated Valdor, musingly : “ Phe W'as of 
Ilungarian birth, 1 think you said ? May one ask, without 
intnidiug, anything more ?” 

“Of course, my dear Valdor!” said Strathmore, suv- 
prisedly, with bis slight, cold smile : “You speak as though 
Lucille was some enchanted princess ! But there is little 
to learn. Her name you know ; she lost licr parents in her 
infancy ; I and rny mother aro her guardians. What re- 
mains ? She is still a child ! ” 

“ But a lovely one, pardieu ! laughed Valdor, thinking 
to himself that be had been a fool building up a mare’s- 
nest ; “ Do you know that ] have actually been bt^te enough 
to suspect yon of a nearer tie to her. I fancied she might 
be your daughter.” 

Strathmore smiled ; 

“Mon cher ! your imagination has run riot I That my 
mother’s home is hers might have assured you of the legiti- 
macy of her birth,” 

The Comte laughed gaily : 

“ Of course ! — and 7 should be the last to wonder at a 
generosity in you. But — oi!e question more ! Why will 
you not let her go to White Ladies ? -I could hardly help 
endorsing hei' prayer myself.” 

“ She may go certainlf, but she has been too young to 
be brought out at present • ^d White Ladies, whenever 
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I am down, is as completely *the world’ as the London 
season ; seen there, she might as well be presented at onee. 
However, she must very soon be both ; but the question of 
when, is more for my mother’s adjustment than mine. I 
don’t think it is for a young girl’s happiness to begin 
womanhood, coquetry, heart-burnings, and late hours too 
soon ; but most likely women differ from me." 

TTe spoke negligently, with easy indifference, as men 
s])cak of a trifle which, turn whatever way it ruay, will 
liave no import to them, and Valdor dismissed his stlp- 
])oscd secret as a chimera. But as they parted that night* 
Strathmore’s eyes followed him with their dangerous and 
merciless light lit in them ; the mere interrogations had 
aroused his wrath, and aroused with it insecurity and 
suspicion. “ He meant no more than he said. He is as 
ti*ansparcnt as glass ! ” he thought, with the disdain which 
a profound and self-contained mind entertains for a frank 
and unreserved one : “ It is impossible he can fancy the 
truth ; the likeness in her is not strong enough to suggest 
it ; even if it did it could never go Uyond fancy. There 
would be nothing to support it, nothing to corroborate it. 
Y(it— if I thought there were a fear, I would find some 
inGinis to stop his babble.” 

The thought did not travel farther, and did not take 
clofiTiito sha])e or meaning ; it was only the vague shadow- 
ing of an impalpable dread, but it was colored by that 
inexorable pililessness which swept from his path ail that 
obstructed it, the pitilessness which made at once the force 
oi‘ his career and the evil of his character. His yearning 
to work out expiation through the living to the dead was 
lioly in its remorse ; such may well claim to wash away 
and to atone for the deadliest sin that can rest upon the 
soul of man. Bj.it — this is the greatest evil which lies in 
evil, that the ashes of past guilt are too often the larvae of 
fresh guilt, and ONE crime begets a brood, which, brought 

birth, will strangle the life in which they were 
conceived. ^ 

That night after her attendant had left her, Lucille, who 
felt wakeful, ‘she knew not why, threw open one of the 
casements of her bed-chamber ayd leaned out, resting her 
cheek on her hand, tod her eyes on the moonlit seaa^ 
lying wide and bright in the stillness of the summer night, 
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of a co^^sting vessel gliding slowly and silently^ A chil^ 
in yearl, she had the heart of a poet ; and that yast limit- 
less locean in serenity and storm, in the tempest of black 
midnights, and the calm of holy dawns, had been a living 
pCeiii to her from her ififancy ; perchance the beautiful 
•myths, and the idyllic dreams she drew fi'om it had much 
to do with deepening the susceptibility 6f a nature already 
too poetic and too ethereal for its own peace and its own 
Welfare. 

She leaned out, under the leaves and clematis-flowers 
clustering about her window, while her hair, flung back- 
ward, fell unbound over her shoulders, and her deep wistful 
eyes travelled over the starlit Atlantic, whose ceaselesB 
melody swelled upward from the beating surge, through* 
the quiet of the night. As she rested there, two shadows 
passed before her sight ; one crossing the sw^ard under the 
limes below, another passing before the lighted casements 
of a chamber in a wing built out, so that divided by a 
lawn, it stood opposite to her. The first was Lionel 
Caryll, smoking, and ^walking backwards and forwards^ 
there, with all a youth’s romance, to watch the light 
which shone from her window through the clematis- 
clusters, Avhile he mused vaguely, timidly, of what ho 
loved this fair child too reverently, to dare draAV out from 
the golden haze of an immature* dream Avhich could not 
call itself a hope. The second was Strathmore, who, in 
this brief break upon his life of feverish power and unceas- 
ing conflict, could not, wholly abandon the habits of his 
accustomed sphere, nor cease wholly to wCrk^ the wheels 
within wheels of a keen ambition and a rutliless statecrafl., 
but who, pacing to and ftc his chamber, dictated to his 
secretaiy tlie verbal subtleties of a foreign correspondence. 
The two shadows crossed her sights the ilioon rays fell on 
young Oar^ll's face, lending it much of delicacy and sad- 
ness, as his steps sounded slowly one-1)y-oiie i.pon the 
stillness ; and the strong waxlight within showed Strath- 
more’s profile distinct, as tib<fagh cut on an intaglio, as he 
passed swiftly up and down before * the, open ^windows, the 
countenance^. fiiU of haughty intellect and lofty power, like 
■ the dark face of the great wicked man,” whose iron brain 
framed;^ whose iron hand would have carved out the 
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himself ! " 

On the two the fair innocent eyes of the younf girl fell, 
as she looked into the night, and away across tbe^staflff. 
ocean ; and on the one they scarcely glanced, but on ^the 
other they lingered long. It Vas not on the youth as he 
paced under the windows keeping fond yet holy watoh m 
the light of her casement, and dreaming over thoughts 
hardly less guileless than her own, that Lucille looked, 
but on the haughty and pitiless face of the statesman, cold 
in its power, dark in its written record of spint passions, 
as he consumed the sleepless hours of the gentle night in 
the exercise of a restless and dominant ambition. She 
lingered there long, and wistMly, hidden in the shroud of 
fragrant clematis, and her eyes never wandered from that 
resting place ; then she gently closed the window, and over 
her face was a deep and loving tenderness, a hush of sweet 
unutterable joy that smiled on her lips, and filled her eye^ 
with unshed tears. 

“ How great he is — and how good 1 ” she whispered softlf 
to herself. And then she knelt down beside her bed, with 
her hands crossed on her heart and her young face upraised, 
and, even as she had done from infancy, prayed to God for 
Strathmore. 


CHAPTER XLII. 

OXE OF THE LEGION OF THK LOST. 

In a chambre h coucher au deuxieme, in a. hotel in the 
Rue Beaujon, Qhamps Elysees, sab a woman, while in the 
street below rattled the wheels of passing carriages, and 
through the windows little was seen save leaden roo:^ and 
dripping water-pipes, and dreary skies, fbr the day was wet 
and cheerless. The chamber was luxurious to a certain 
extent, if something too glittering and meretricions ; the 
hangings wiere of rase-tmdre; ormolu, buhl, rose-wood, 
marqueterie, porcelaine de S^vr^ were not Vanting ; ana 
cachemires, sables, flowers, objets d’art, were scattered 
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oyer % the offermgs of those young lions who were anxious 
to haxe tjheir names associated with one w^ho had been 
9igSt liotdrions and dazzling star of the demi-monde years 
ago, and who, even yet, by a resistless spell of fascination, 
waa as costly to them as the Baccarat and the Lansquenet, 
and the Eouge et Ifoir, which drew thousands of francs 
ftom their pockets in the midnight privacy of her salon. 

of the ohambre h coucher opened the drawing-room 
Ei;i^ the supper-room, both famished in the same style as 
the bed-chainber ; with warm nuances of color, which 
struck thd eye pleasantly; with careMly-shaded light, 
Vhich cast its own twilight here upon everything ; with 
an ensemble which looked glowing and illusive when tljc 
apartments were lit, and scented with dreamy odors of 
pastilles, and redolent of the bouquets of rich wines '?nd 
the smoke of chillum from eastern hookahs. On the cIy«bs- 
ing-table of the bed-chamber lay many jewels, chiefly in- 
imitable counterfeits^ for the originals of most had been 
parted with for two-thirds their value as soon as received, 
mid paste was all that glittered there in company with the 
cases of rouge, cosmetiques, pearl-powders — all the dreary 
pitiful paraphernalia of the Womanhood which counterfeits 
the youth it has lost, and dares not, or cannot, wear the 
dignity of coming age, but only hideously masks the thread 
of time, and wToatlies a death’s-head in an unreal smile ! 
And by the table sat a woman. Id was but noon, and she 
s^as alone ; the pigments and pow'dei’B of the toiloito-table 
nad not yet been used, and they were sorely needed, 
ffeeded ! fr) lend their bloom to the hot, parched li])E, thcii 
to the haggard and faded brow, their blush to the hol- 
lowed cheek, their lustre to the heavy eyes. Needed ! for 
in this face there was still such splendid remnant of bygone 
loveliness as will linger in the discolored petals of a flower 
which has been trodden and trampled inHhe mud — such 
ti»aces of a brilliant and matcbless beauty too great for any 
age to utterly sear out, as only served to make the wr(iCK 
more bitter — such straying rays still lingering of the 
gi^acious gloiy with which Ifature had once dowered her 
peerless work, as only made the souls of young, and virginal 
women, who (Daased her in the crowd, vaguely shudder at all 
which had been thus lost/’thus sullied, tnus debased. And 
ihis was Marion Vavasour ! 
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Whither had fled the dazzling radiance which had. li^med 
of old to fill her face and form with light ? Whither ^ad 
fled the haughty grace wherewith she had swepl tl^o^h 
the presence-chambers of Courts, bending monarchs to her 
will ? — ^the superb triumph whi«h had wantoned on her lips, 
and sat throped upon her brow ? — the lovely youth which 
had beamed from her antelope eyes, and smiled ^ in W 
sparkling wit ? — the resistless sorcery with which she had 
bought the souls of men at her will, when the night lumi- 
njxcc streamed on the diamonds flashing in her gMttering 
hair, or the gladness of the morning fell about her wher% 
she stood wreathed in the fragrant clusters of her summer- 
roses ? Whilher ? Where all things fall I — into the grave 
of Time, which, ever full, yet ever yawns for more. Whi thcr ? 
— into the abj^ss which waits for the Womanhood that is 
sullied, and sin-steeped, and gives its glorious dawn and 
noon to sowing broadcast seeds of evil, whose deadly harvest 
ever ripens and is reaped by its sower in the da^k vale of 
waning years. 

Facilis descensus Averni Down — down— even as one 
slips down a shelving and glassy slope the Discrowned had 
fallen, slowly, yet surely, for there are no resting-places on 
that road ; once launched there is no^ refuge, save in the 
chasm below. The fate to which an inexorable vengeance 
had doomed her had been hers, and would be hers until 
the uttermost letter of its pitiless Mosaic law had Been 
fulfilled. Dethruued, disgraced, exposed, mocked, reviled,^ 
stripped of her power, and stricken into poverty and shame, 
there was but one fate for this wanton, merciless, beautiful, 
evil woman — the sorceress in angel guise, the destroyer 
veiled in lovely youtli, the lella demonia con angelico riso.^ 

Not for her the purging bitterness of shame, the purifying 
fires of remorsq, the acrid yet holy tears of the Magdalen, 
whose soul whilst crime-riven is contrite. Not for her ; she 
xnew humiliation, but she knew nothing of repentance; 
she only knew revenge. She suffered; but not with the 
suffering which on the ashei of guilt raises the sanctuary 
of expiation. Perchance, h^ mercy been yielded to her 
prayer in tBb hour of her extremity, had she been humbled 
to the earth with the God-like, forgiveness ♦which would 
have spared hefy and bade her “ go, and sin no more,” the 
faint rays of purer light which here and there strayed across 
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lier soul might hare dawned clearer and stronger, and have 
saved her. Percliance ! Few are so deeply lost that an 
infinite Mercy cannot do something to restore them. It 
had been denied her, and Marion Vavasotlr from that hour 
gave herself unto dazzling cyil, and steeped herself reckless 
in that gilded degradation which ere then she had shrunk 
from, and drank to the lips of guilty pleasure, and used her 
beauty with fearful and pitiless power to accurse her own 
feotil and all others that she drew into the Circean tempting 

And therefore was she thus now for fifteen years. For the 
riches of sin flee swiftly, scattered in a mad extravagance ; 
and as her beauty stoic away before the step of time, so stole 
her power with it ; so she sank downward in that declim, 
whence there is no ascent ; so she drifted swiftly and surely 
over the passage of years from brilliance and sovereignty and 
evil sway, towards that dark and lonely end which he who 
drove her forth to her fate ordained to hor in words which 
needed no prophet’s prescience to give th dm their prediction. 
And therefore was she thus now. 

She sat alone, whilst over the stove the cliocolate sim- 
mered, and without the ceaseless pouring of the rain dripped 
wearily. Where were her thoughts? Away in that ^ad 
omnipotent time when she had reigned wheresoever she 
moved, commanded wheresoever her brilliant glance fell ; 
when the riches of empires and the mines of both hemi- 
spheres had been rifled to adorn that marvellous loveliness 
which kings adored ; when she had listened to the nightin- 
gales among the fragrant aisles of her rose-gardens with that 
soft poetry which made her deadliest spell, her most seductive 
veil ; when she had seen princes bending to her feet and 
ro3"al women outshone by the glory of her face, while Europe 
babbled of her fame ? Surely : they wandered far back over 
the past as she Siit there, with no companion in her solitude, 
save the drip, drip, drip of the unceasing rain from the black 
leaden roofs without : wandered far, while in the columns of 
the Fatrte^ which she was wearily glancing through. Her 
eyes rested on one name ; 

Strathmoek.” 

And that name was associated with digmty^'With honor 
with a wide^ronown, with the great policies of Europe 
with all which encircles ' the career of a dominant \md 
succesaftil statesman. What weakness- was there in thii 
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naughty power, what crevice in this blade^proof mail, what 
flaw in this lofty and inaccessible life, through which the 
bolt of a woman’s retaliation could speed its way to the 
quick? 

None !-*-none ! , 

It had b^ed her hopelessly through all these years, 
which to her had been a gradual descent fi'om empire into 
impoverishment, which to him had been a gradual ascent 
from ambition up to power. Yet slie had hdd it in close 
sight persistently. For there is nothing at once sp^hopeless 
and so persistent as a vague, shapeless, impotent, yet un- 
dying, desire for Eevenge. All these yeai's she had had 
watch kept on him, and through them all she had failed to 
discover one aperture through which the adder of retaliation 
could worm its way and leave its venom. Yet she had never 
given up hope ; she had never surrendered her search ; for I 
have said that in the nature of this woman there was much 
of the panther, its cowardice, its velvet softness, its cruelty, 
its wanton love of destruction ; and, like the panther, she 
lay in wait. 

Her eyes rested now on the word Strathmore ; honor, 
dignity, power, sway, these were what she beheld ever paid 
to him, gathered by him, become alike the mistress and the 
ministers of the iriaii who had once been the abject slave of 
her caress and her word. Their parts had changed ; he had 
hurled his tyrant down into the dust, and stood afar off— 
ufar as though their lives had never touched — where her 
Passionate hatred, her burning bitterness, could no moi% 
'ssail him, than the fever of fretting breakers the icy sum* 
Aiits of mountains above them. And a hopeless sickness, $ 
faint despair came over her, as her eyes gazed upon his 
name. Should she never gather up from the wTeck of the 
past, Bufficieut of the force, the power, the will of the Marion 
Vavasour to smite that steel-clad life, that soul of bronze, 
even as he had smitten hers, to make him reel and stagger 
beneath her blow, even though to compass his destruction 
she herself might perish ? ^ 

With a passionate gesture she crushed the journal in her 
hand, and^ threw it from her; her lips set, her ej^es 
gleamed, her hands, so fair and ^clicate stillf clenched with 
convulsive force, and in her teeth she muttered t*>'>\stily, 
dreamily ; 
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atteudro! * ” 

And jbhen she arose and went before her toilette-mimr^ 
and, leaning her head upon her hands, sighed, whilst a hot, 
arid mist gathered in her eyes ; far more cruel to her than 
death or shame, or privation, was the loss of her glad and 
glorious loveliness. 

, “ Oh ! woman, woman, you miserable insect-thing !” she 
said bitterly, while her old, mocking smile came about her 
lips, but now derisive and joyless : “ Only born to pander 
to men^s pleasuro— only created to intoxicate their senses 
and to damn their souls — what are you worth — ^what are you 
worth ? A butterfly of less value than a dead leaf, when one 
short summer has stolen your beauty ! You reign by ilia 
brightness of the eyes, the bloom of the cheek, the whiteness 
of the bosom, and when those are gone you may lie in a 
kennel and die. What are your victories ? Only such as 
drink, or dice, or the Turf, win as completely ! What are 
your daves ? Only those who are the slaves not of you, but 
of their own passions ! Impotent, wretched, ephemeral 
thing ! — only loved for the vice you gratify, ouly of worth 
while there is youth on your lips T* 

The mocking, scorning words broke out with the pride 
and the eloquence of long past years ; in her soul she felt 
their truth. 

And yet — and yet/' she muttered: ‘Mt w power— while 
it lasts. To see them, as I have seen, thirst for a glance and 
hang on a smile, and love a sneer, a rebuif, a cruelty rather 
than no word ! To make them, as I have made, kneel and 
pray, and grovel in the dust to kiss one’s feet, and bend their 
proud necks to the yoke, and break their stern souls down to 
a spaniel’s humility, aiid deal out anguish and despair, 
heaven and hell, at will. Ah !' it is Power ! None wider, 
none surer on earth, while it lasts !” ’ 

The words were passionate now, and triumphant ; for the 
instant she lived again in the rich and royal Past, and tasted 
all its glories. Then her head sank, and the salt teai’S filled 
her eyes, and her hot pale lips Quivered, and a piteous, wail« 
ing cry broke from her : ' f 

Oh, my lost beauty— my lost beauty ! ” 

And then after a whilfe she took up the rouge, and *th« 
powders, and the paints, and sought wearily and fntilely to 
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counterfeit all which had fled for ever ; and when eh^, arose 
after that ghastly task, through all, despite all, there was 
something beautiful still ; the haughty grace, tWantelope 
eyes, the sovereign glance, the perfect form, these nought 
could wholly destroy save de^th ; but it was only such 
fugitive, sullied, faintly-lingering beauty as made the history 
it told more bitter and heart-sickening ; as would linger 
about the golden cup which had been bruised, and polluted, 
and burned in the fire, as would remain to the glorious 
statue which had been defaced and overthrown in ^uins in 
the dust, as would be given by the painter of the Purga- 
torio to the faces of the fallen and accursed as they bear 
their doom. . , 


CHAPTEE XLIII. 

THE SHADOW OP THE FUTUEB. 

The summer morning broke warm and clear over the 
western coast, and Strathmore as he rose and dressed bade 
his servants set the windows open. The ocean sparkled in 
the light, the birds sang among the leaves, the golden gorse 
blossomed far and wide over the bluffs and moors ; but in 
his youth he had had little sight or heed for these things ; 
ho had none now ; the fairness of the opening day he 
barely noticed. But beneath his windows rose another song 
than that of the thrushes, as sweet as they and as joyous ; 
the song of a young heart and a young voice rising up to 
lieaven with the early day, with the fragrance of the 
flowers, with tlie freshness of the dew, with the odor of the 
grasses, with all things fair and pure. It was the invo- 
cation of the Spirits to the Hours, from Shelley’s Projne^ 
theus ; ” 


“ The pine bouffhs are singing 
Old songs wiUi new gkdness, 

The billows and fountains 
Fresh music are playing 

like the notes of a spirit from land and from sea.” 

Aad the words, with the impro^d music, ui«ose on the 
air as a laik rises into the clouds. 
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He Jiteard it, and appoached the window ; in the enn-light 
Lucille was biding down among the flowers like Milton’s 
l^rraeipne: 

** HtTBdf the fairest flower ; 

filling hfflr bands with their fragrant wealth, with golden 
laliJumums, snow-white lilies, roses dew-laden, buds nestled 
IE their dark, wet leaves, and drooping coils of scarlet 
cweepers. He stood and watched her where she moved in 
ail tlie gladness of her youth and ,the brightness of the 
morning, among the boughs and blossoms, while the burden 
of her song echoed upon the air, and the sunny warmth of 
light fell on the fairness of her face. He watched her, and 
uvei the haughty coldness of his face a strange softness 
trembled, and into his calm, pitiless eyes came a yearning 
min — he thought of the de^. He had loved him, he had 
been loved by him so well ! and across the dreary stretch of 
years no cry of a vain agony could reach, to pierce the tomb 
where he had been hurled in all his glad and gracious man- 
hood. The life lay rotted to ashes in the grave ; what avail 
the passionate throes of a remorse, impotent, tardy, power- 
less with GkKl or man? Remorse could not bring back the 
dead ! Yet remorse ate into his soul as the brand burned 
into the brow of Cain, with him by night and day, beside 
him in the glitter of courts, lying in wait for him in his 
solitude, consuming his peace under the purples of power, 
it burned ever in him ; this remorse, hidden under an armor 
of steel, veiled from men’s sight beneath a powerful, success- 
ful, impenetrable career! And into his eyes now, there 
came a weary, passionate, yearaing paiu, as he ga^jcd down 
upon the young life which had sprung from that of the lost, 
where she stood among the flowers with the joyous echo of 
lier song floating softly down the air, and hiij lips moved in 
an unconscious, broken prayer, as though that prayer could 
reach the grave : 

“ My friend, my brother 1 I will guard her ysrithout shade 
or soil, her life shall be before my own ! Oh God I may not 
/Aaj/ suffice?” 

“ liUcille will soon be a child no longer.” ' * 

Mis mother^f spoke agaip the same words as she had 
spoken the night before, when she stood in the embrasifre 
of one of the Oriel windows, a woman aged, but of noble 
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preseDCe still, in carriage and in feature not unlike to 
Marie Antoinette, with her silrered hair turned back 
a haughty brow, and the sweeping folds of blabk robes 
draping a form bowed but full of dignity ; for Lady Castle- 
mere had been the proudest woman of her day until the 
steel of her will haa been bent and softened in the fires of 
calamity and the crucible of age. Strathmore stood opposite 
to her leaning against the casement ; it was near sunset, and 
they were alone. He looked up from what he was reading ; 

Unhappily, yes.” ^ 

“ And she has great loveliness, Cecil ? ” 

** Very great ; she has had from childhood.” 

““ Then we must not always imprison it here ? In a year 
or so at latest she should see some other world than that of 
a solitary sea-shore, some other society than that of her 
birds, and dogs, and flowers. Your wish of course decides 
nil concerning her, bnt neither your duty nor mine would be 
fulfil Vd if we denied her for ever any other sphere than this.” 

Strathmore was silent some moments ; he felt an invincible 
reluctance to realize the truth that Lucille was growing out 
of childhood ; a yet gi^eater to give the signal for the flight 
of all that made her- as glad and as innocent as a child, by 
her introduction into a world where she would learn her 
own loveliness, be sullied by flattery, see hollowUess, artifice, 
Irivolity, all of which she never dreamt now, and be taught 
either joy fi’om other Jiands than his own, or the pain from 
which he would have no power to shield her. 

“Some time — ^yes,” he answered, slowly: “though she 
will learn nothing by wider freedom save what is best un- 
learnt. She must be introduced, and presented, and all the 
rest of course; bnt there is no haste for that. She is so 
young yet, and whilst she is happy here she is better here.” 

His mother was silent for a while. I have said that 
Strathmore had at no time given her more than a chill 
regard and a courteous respect ; he was .not a man to be 
hound by or to feel any of these ties, but she loved him — 
loved him better since she h^d shuddered at his crime and 
aided his atonement. She was silent; then she moved 
towards hint, and laid her hand lightly on his shoulder, a 
hand like his own — long, fair, ^Jehcate to tfie touch, yet 
nev^lr to be shaken from its grasp— the hand which seems 
instinctively formed to hold Power: 
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SfcratJiuaoye, forgiva me if what I «ay pains you ; you 
know how deeply I should grieve to do so ; but, as Lucille 

S ows older, a question occurs to me which I never remem- 
red during her infancy. All those who see her, believe 
her parentage foreign, and pever dream of looking beyond 
the fact that she is an orphan, and a ward of yours and of 
mine* But — if men meet her who learn to love her, thej^ 
may look closer, and to whosoever becomes her husband 
in the future you must tell the history of her true name and 
fate.” 

Strathmore almost started, and a look of distaste and 
repugnance passed over his face ; the young life which had 
been to him a child-angel of atonement looked to him too 
sacred, for the sensual thoughts of love to approach, or the 
touch of a lover’s kiss to profane. 

^*Love? Marriage? They arc desecration to associate 
with that young, innocent child,” he said, impatiently. 

Let her love, as she does, the waves and the birds and the 
flowers ; they are the only things pure enough for her. Our 
brute passions have nothing in common with her.” 

“ Still — unless she were consigned to conventual seclusion 
— it will be impossible to prevent the love of men from 
fastening on her by-and-by ” 

** True; but it will be time enough to speak of that when- 
ever her own heart is touched.” 

Tliere was the look in his eyes which ever came there 
when his will was crossed ; but Lady Castlemere’s will was 
as resolute as his own. pursued the subject: 

But in the event I name, to one to whom Lucille may 
be betrothed in the future, her parentage must be made 
kiiown. Has this never struck you ? ” 

I see what you mean ; but it shall never be so.” 

The reply was calm, but it was inflexible. In his heart 
he swore to God that none should ever learn \.hat fatal secret, 
none ever glean the power to unfold to her that he whom 
she caressed and revered, and honored and^ prayed for, as 
the g^iardian and giver of Jier every joy/ nad been the 
assassin of her father. 

“ But how can it be avoided? ” * 

In his cold fathomless eyes she saw the evil look glitta 
darker and darker, whicti would have been restrained tc- 
none save herself, and he answered her chilly: 
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“ With that I will deal whe»ever the time comes. Suffice 
it, I shall never permit anjr to learn a secret which is buried 
for ever, as much by his will as by mine.” 

She mused a moment over his words : 

Then,” she said, slowly, then— Lucille must wed with 
some one who must love her too well to ask her descent | 
there are few who love thus, Strathmore.” 

He looked at her in impatience, in sui-prise, in curiositv : 

“ Why talk of love at all? To think of marriage for her 
looks to me as premature, as it seems pollution ! ^ In the 
seclusion in which you live here you select all her acquaint- 
ance, and she meets none who can whisper to her of what 
she does not herself dream.” 

“ Perhaps not ; but there is one here who may do so,” 

** Ueu ? ” 

“Yes; my grandson, Nello, loves her; he scarce knows 
it himself, tlicy have been so long together, from her in- 
fancy ; but I know it ; and some hour or other, unpremedi- 
tated and involuntarily, he may discover his own secret and 
utter it to her.” 

boy’s puling fancy! a lad's moonstruck sickness! 
Why have him here if he must taint the air she breathes 
widi the miserable maundering of sentiment? ” 

He spoke with intolerant, contemptuous impatience, his 
slight, bitter smile upon his lips, chill and disdainful ; it 
incensed him more than he showed, that this youth should 
liave dared to dream of love in association with Lucille, 
rliould have dared to desecrate with his amorous follies the 
opening life which seemed too pure for any coarser tonch of 
earth. 

^‘My home is Lionel CarylVs,” answered Lady Castle- 
mere, briefly and coldly, for her grandson was as dear to 
her as Lucille, in truth more so : “ What he feels for her 
would not merii the harsh and scornful words you give U 
it ; his love is like much first love, timid, shrinking, deli* 
cate, most reverential. He would breathe nfr<iipord in hei 
ear, he would not speak in pay presence, and he holds her 
in most holy tenderness. It is an affection which has grown 
with his growth ; he is not conscious yet of its force ; but 
a word, a moment, may reveal Ms own heart to him, and 
I cannot answer for his sifenoe.” 

‘‘Secure it then. Send him on the Continent, or to 

* • 
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Egypt, till the Oxford Term. 1 forbid a boy's maudlin 
Bontimeatality to desecrate her ear.” 

"Hello’s lore is purer than most older men's I ” said his 
mother, with a sigh : "And I do not see the necessity to 
banish it wholly until we lokow that she would not respond 
to it 

" Respond to it ! ” 

Strathmore echoed the words half in derision, half in in- 
credulity, wholly with an^er ; around Lucille the only holy 
feeling which his nature had erer known had gathered so 
much that was hallowed, pure, and of profound sadness, that 
for any passion to approach her seemed like profanation, and 
for any other hand to attempt to wrest her from his guar- 
dianship sacrilegious theft. 

" Why should she not ? Though a boy to you he is not 
BO to her. She feels for him a loving affection, bom with 
infancy, which may well deepen into what would be the 
safest and happiest love which slie can know. His cha- 
racter is known to me as no other’s can be : it is one to 
which her peace might be securely trusted ; and with him 
the impediment which would surely arise with any other 
man could not occur ; he would never dream of inquiring 
more deeply into her history. There are many reasons 
that induce me to think Hello’s love — if she can feel any 
for him — would be the calmest haven we could secure for 
her. I leave the matter in your bands, you are her guar- 
dian ; but I know that her happiness and peace are too 

f aramount with you for you not to weigh them well, 
'ardon me if 1 suggest, Cecil, that it would be well neithe* 
to fetter her until she is old enough to know her OAvn heart, 
and has had larger experience, nor, on the other hand, to 
banish wholly either him from her, or hope from him, lest 
thus you should shipwreck what else would be a tranquil 
and shadowless love. These matters seem beneath you, but 
they am not so, since you have made that young child’s peace 
your care.” 

“Nothing is beneath me wlvch can bestow on her a mo- 
ment’s joy, or spare her a moment’s pang.” 

The taef words were the truth ; to screen of to gladden 
the life which felt to h^^id in wardship from the Dead, 
hte , would have given his own ; for in this man’s soul, ai 
were " which sank to lowest heU,” so there 
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v^cre also "‘heights which reached to highest heaven/* 
He spoke no more, but stood silent, revolving many thoughts 
—thoughts which had but one centre undone goal ; LudUe’s 
future peace. 

As he went to his own chamber, half an hour after- 
wards, he met her on the wide staircase ; she was dressed 
for the evening, and about her hair was wreathed a chain 
(.f delicate shells of a rare kind and opal hue ; they 
formed a graceful ornament, and he noticed them as he 
paused : , 

“ Oh, they are Nello’s shells ! ” she answered, laughing : 
“ Are they not pretty ? He brought them from the cUfFs 
to-day, and risked his life to get fiiem. He said so sadly 
that he could not give me costly pearls like yours, that 
told Babette to string them on a Trichinopoly chain, and 
fasten back my hair with them. I knew he would be 
pleased.” 

The words struck him as they would not have done but 
for others he had lately heard. He looked down into her 
fair eyes, now glad and laughing, yet in whose depths a sad- 
ness ever lay, deep, yet undefinable : 

“ You love Nello, Lucille ? ** 

Oh, dearly ! ** 

She spoke warmly, earnestly, for the companion of her 
(liildhood was, indeed, very dear to her ; and of “love,*' 
in. mcn*s and women’s sense, Lucille knew nothing, scarce 
its name, save as it was written to her — vague, mysterious, 
solemn, glorious — in the pages of Dante and his brother 
l)oet8. Strathmore passed his hand over her brow with a 
gentle caress, and went onward in deep thought. It was 
strange how this single holy feeling, which had j^own out 
of his trust from Erroll, penetrated and intertwined a life 
which was, in all other respects, chill- as ice, impenetrable 
as steel, and lulled to the brim with insatiate ambition, 
rTorldly wisdom and power, which was not seldom as 
imscnipulously sought as it was imperiouslpi^elded. It 
was singular how in the cold yet restless, successful yet 
insatiate, callous yet embittlred, career of the Statesmki, 
this solitary, pure, and chastened tenderness had been 
sown and rooted. Lucille was sole lining tiling h^ 
loved, Lucille the sole living thing he would not have 
trampled dow'" in his path unheeding ; and a sickly sense 
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of hu Clime orer him as he ihonght that, howsoever he 
had thus fer fulfilled her father’s trust, her future must pass 
into the care of others whom it would be beyond his power 
to control; that, with whatsoever gratitude, reverence, 
and love she now regarded him, the time must come 
when her guardian must surrender her to her husband, 
find the joy of her life be given from other hands and other 
lips. 


CHAPTEE XLIV. 

THE DAWN OF DANGER. 

“ Caryll, I need a few words with you. Will you come 
hither ? ” 

Strathmore stood outside one of the dining-room win- 
dows smoking on the lawn without, while his secretary 
and his nephew lingered over the olives within. Valdor 
was away on some legality connected with Torlynne, 
The young man rose and went to him instantly, where 
he stood in the moonlight ; Strathmore held him at a dis- 
tance, and Caryll feared, almost disliked him — all youths 
of his age did. The chill negligence, the haughty courte- 
sies, more cold in their suavity than their omission 
could ever have been, the subtle bitter sneer, the pro- 
found knowledge, felt rather than ever shorn — all these 
awed and repulsed them, apart from the lofty and glitter- 
ing fame which surrounded the succcessful and inscrutable 
Minister. 

*^Walk away fropa the windows, if you please,” said 
Strathmore, as he moved across the grass. ^ At the bottom 
of the lawn ho turned and glanced at his nephew \ “ So, 
Caryll, I h^^you love my voung ward— is it true ? ” 

At ,the m\ddenness of the personal and merciless ques- 
tion, spoken, moreover, in that soft, chill voice of which 
every inflection could out as coldly as an ice wind, Neilo 
was specchle^; he colored to the temples, ahd his eyes 
drop])ed shylv as a girl’sr; his love was sacred to him, and 
Ire d3‘eaded hia inquisitor. In the light of the moon Strath- 
more’s eyes studied him pitilessly, and the politician, ac- 
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3n6tomed to read men’s thoughts at a glance, read the 
youth’s heart to its depths. He smiled, bis sligiit chill 
smile 5 his nature was unsympathetic, and for the timidity 
and poetry of young lore he had no compasmon — he had 
never known them himself— and here, as well as a foolery, 
theyjooked a profanity. * 

CM arroisisse ft Be taoea, parla 

ho said, with the derisive coldness which Vas as terrible as 
a knife-thrust to the ardent, sensitive, unveiled hea;^ of the 
boy, who shrank under the searching gknce and the mock- 
ing tone of the world-wise Statesman, as a prisoner undiT 
the cold steel of the inquisitor : “ And may I ask on what 
grounds you have upbuilt your romance, or what right you 
have to presume to build it at all ? *’ 

The hot blush died off young Carylf s face, leaving it 
very pale ; he had scarce known his love himself, until 
llicse abrujit and merciless questions threw their light upon 
it. 

Eight ? ” he said, hesitatingly and hurriedly : I have 
no right, sir — scarcely hope.” 

** ‘ Scarcely ! ’ Then you cherish some ? '' 

His eyes, with their chill disdain slumbering in their 
depths, fastened relentless watch upon his nephew’s face, 
lill the painful flush and pallor kept changing there like a 
woman’s. It was a terrible ordeal to Lionel Caryll to 
liave his heart probed and bared by this negligent, callous* 
pitiless, polished man of the world. 

“ AVho does not, sir, who loves?” he murmured, almost 
indistinctly. 

“ Then you think that Lucille gives you hope ?” 

The questions were put coldly, carelessly, but with an 
authority which seemed to the youth to wrench answers 
rom him whethSr he would or not. 

Yes — ^no — I cannot tell — 1 dare not say,”AG muttered, 
hurriedly; ‘^She is very gentle to me, but traj^she is to 
all things ; she loves me, I know, but it may be only as a 
brother. Still — still — with tTme, I fancy — and she wore 
my shells inier hair to-night 

His cold smile played a moment about Strathmore’s lips. 
To this man, whose soul had beeif drunk long ago with the 
madness of passion, and was now steeped in the intoxication 
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of power, the shyness and the romance of a first love seemed 
pulin;? puerile sentiment. 

You consider you hat^e hope,” he said, chilly : Whether 
founded or unfounded, time will show. And now, how 
much of this ‘ love * have you presumed to whisper to my 
ward without my permission ? ” 

‘‘Kot a syllable!” said the young man, eagerly. The 
; interrogation roused his pride, and made him shake off 
the awe which he felt for the Statesman who stood there, 
smoking in the moon-light, with his cold searching glance 
fixed on him, and his merciless questions dealing without 
sympathy or compassion, with what was to him the very 
care arm goal of his life 1 “ Not a syllable, I swear, my 
lord ! I have never let her dream of any other feeliiij; 
than that with which we played together in her infancy. 
I would not — I dare not — she is too sacred in my eyes. 
To speak of love to her would seem profanation ; to think 
of it, does almost ! ” 

He spoke hurriedly but earnestly, and with all the deli- 
cacy and tenderness which characterized a love that his own 
temperament, and Lucille’s early years, had both tended to 
make rather reverential than impetuous, rather poetic than 
passionate, such as the young knights of Arthur’s Code felt 
for some holy and lofty love, their guiding-star from afar 
off, but beyond the reach of grosser desire. 

His answer found favor with Strathmore, and softened 
the haughty and scornful intolerance with which he had 
hitherto regarded the young man’s attachment; he pr- 
ceived at a glance that here there would be no maudlin 
romance, no sickly sentiment to brush the bloom off the 
fair opening leaves of Lucille’s young heart. He was 
silent, and paced up and down for a few moments, musing 
m his nephew’s reply ; then he paused, and looked on the 
young frank face in the moonlight, while Oaryll’s eyes met 
his, fearlessly now, though a boyish flush was hot on his 
temple^ ^ 

“ You are perfectly right,” he said briefly ; “ I am glad 
you have so much perceptiofl and so much reticence. To 
have feiken advantage of your position ^nd .opportunities 
to usurp her ear, without my permission, I sliould have 
tonaidered very unwarrtfiitable, and should have resented 
proportionately. As it is> you consider that you have 
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gome grounds for hop^ and I am aware myself that ! 
holds you in sincere affection ; whether it may ever r^eif* 
to more, neither you nor I can tell, and I disimictly forbid 
anv attempt to forcse it prematurely to do so.^ 

X oung Oaryll bent his head silently ; he felt powerless 
ogainst this chill, indexible will, and he knew that Strath^ 
more, as her guardian, had a right to speak as he would. 

“ You understand? Now listen further. For two years 
I forbid any attempt to speak of love to her, or to secure 
her own. I do not interdict to you such means as may 
warrantably foster her affection for you ; to do ^ Would 
be unjust, but you must neither rouse nor fetter her heart 
in any way. At the end of that time she will be old 
enough to make her own choice, and she will have seen a 
wider world than this ; ygu can then say to her what you 
will. If it prove that the hope you now cherish is legiti- 
mate, and if she find that you are dearer than any one has, 
or could, become to her, if, in a word, her happiness depend 
on you, I will sanction your suit. Give me your word to 
keep the silence I exact? 

Nello hesitated a moment. Two years! It looked an 
eternity! But an influence was upon him he could not 
resist. He had feared Strathmore before, now he felt his 
power; he saw, moreover, that the words, if chill, were 
Just, and he bowed his head and gave the pledge. 

Strathmore paused a brief time, looking at him k^nly, 
rnd taking gauge of his character — a gauge wbich satisfied 
him that Lady Castlemere had been right in her estimate of 
her grandson. 

“Very well,*' he continued: “Meanwhile ! will assist 
your career, so that should you ultimately be united to 
Lucille, your position may be honorable for her. ^You 
leave college in the spring? My mother’s wealth is so 
tied that she can leave you little or nothing, and you mult 
make your own way in life. But I will return you for a 
seat in the House, and I will allow you sultan income 
as will give you your independence, and you un- 
shackled. It wiU rest with ^urs^lf then to become Worthy 
of Lucille, and suoh as I should trust with the care of her 
future.” * 

Young Caprll looked at hin^ bewildered? inctedulotw, 
dislnisting his own seuses. He had heard of StrathtnofC’s 
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, ascetic indifference to wealth, and the generosity with 
which be gave it to others, hut for himself he h^ had 
scarcely passing notice from him, and he listened dreamily, 
marvelling whether his dread had been error, and if beneath 
the chill and sneering suavity of manner there lay com- 
pasHon and warmth. Words broke from him, fall ofr the 

S atitude he felt, eager, breathless, fervid, eloquent from 
eir simple truth and depth, and trerntdous both with 
surprise and emotion. To the sanguine and dauntless 
heart of youth what luminous glory streamed over all his 
Mure with Strathmore’s word ! For youth knows and 
fears nothing of two barriers in Life’s path, which mes 
call Death and Failure. 

Strathmore arrested him in the midst of his warm protest 
of deathless g^titude, for the soul of this man was too lofty 
to assume a virtue it had not. 

“ No thanks,” he said, coldly ; “ I in no way merit them 
from you. It is not any feeling towards yourself for which 
you n^ed be grateful, it is simply for her ^e, not yours. 
You deem it possible that Lucille may love you ; I desire 
that her love should be shadowless. I should have said the 
same to any other man of your youth, and of your hopes ; 
ivhat she may prize, I desire to make worthy of her.” 

The words fell on the young man’s warm, eager heart, 
just lain bare in all its agitated gratitude, like an ice- 
touch; and it closed, shrinking and trouljled. Yet a 
certain tone in Strathmore’s voice, even and tranquil 
though it was, struck on him ; he fancied that in it, with 
all ite chilln’ess, all its calmness, there was something as 
of repremd pain. He was silent, hesitating and embar- 
rassed; bnt his nature was candid and he spoke on his 
impulse. 

■ “ Lord Cecil, may I ask you one question,? ” 

Strathmore turned as he was moving away. „ 

“ Certainljr'” 

“ Theny’lhen— in my love for Lucille I have your full 
sanction, your cordial wishes ?,” 

“On the conditions 1 have named— yes. I have told 
yotiBO. Why ask?” • 

“ Because ^-becanse,” ^murmured Caryll, indistinctly, 
“ because I have sometimes faheied, sir-^orgive me If 1 
offend 3*00;— that your solicitude for her, yenr kindnesi' 
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towards her were eo great, that you might haTe other 
views for her womanhood ’* 

“ Other views P I do not apprehend you/* 

The languid coldness of tone froze the boy’s heart, as if 
it were gripped by an icy hand; but the impulse wMch he 
folio wedTwas stronger than either embarrassment, timidity, 
or awe, and his words broke out involuntarily: 

I thought, my lord, that— that — ^perhaps you brought 
her up to wed her yourself when she should be age ? 
She is so lovely; and guardians have married their 
wards ” 

He paused, terror-struck at the effect of his words. 
Strathmore started, as though a shot had hit him ; and in 
the summer moonlight his face grew death-white^ as wiii 
tlie spasm of some ungovernable horror. 

wed her — II Good God! you do not know what 
you say 

For the firs# time in his life Lionel Oaryll saw the veil 
rent asunder, the steel armor pierced — for the first time he 
saw the equable tranquillity of Strathmore’s habitual man- 
nor broken down, and shattered into passionate feelings 
And he marvelled, wonder-stricken and aghast at what his 
simple words had caused, but caused only for an instant; 
the next, Strathmore regained self-control. 

‘‘Your fears are very idle,” he said, calmly: ‘‘I have no 
taste for marriage ; and the great disparity between Lucille’s 
years and my own is sufficient to show you the groundless- 
ness of your supposition. Fulfil your share of my conditions 
honorably, I shall fulfil mine towards you. And now ^ 
hack to Curtis and the olives ; we have said enough on this 
matter.” 

Caryll obeyed him, going slowly across the lawn, dissatifr. 
fied and trouble*d, despite the hope which was warm in 
hea?fc, and the future which beckoned before%him; he sav 
that there was some mystery here which he hao^ver before 
suspected, and which seemed him hopeless to wrest from 
the granite soul of a man in whose hands he like an 
impotent child. The horror wliich had rung through Stratibi- 
more’s words— wed heis-J' thrilled* thrni^h his 
memoiy, too real for the doubt wmeh had tortored to longer 
pursue him ; yet the fear could not wholly be baaaSsh^d 
Hy the side of the accomplished and comtly statesman he 
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felt bifl own mferiority mi insigiiificaiice, and he Mt toe 
with a tover’B instinct that Strathmore, despite of, aye ! e?en 
increased through the years which he had named, had all 
which most fetally fascinates women to lore where they meet 
no 0% and no resnonse. The words he bad heard, the look 
he had seen, had aeclared his dread not alone improbable, 
but impossible ; yet that dread he could not wholly abandon, 
it clung to him hearily, wearily, as he re-entered the lighted 
moms. And yet it was not for one moment that he doubted 
that Strathmore had spoken the truth from his soul. 

For some moments Strathmore walked to and fro in the 
still night. His nephew’s question had struck on his ear 
with horror, almost in loathing. His hand, stained with 
her father’s blood, touch her own with a husband’s caress! 
Her fair innocence learn to rest in its holy sleep on the 
heart which prisoned so dark and ghastly a secret ! He 
seek her, wed her — he ! the assassin of both the lires from 
which had sprang her own I He recoiled fifm the thought 
thus suddenly bidden before him, recoiled, sickened, and 
horror-stricken. It looked to him abhorred as crime, ac- 
cursed as incest I He thrust it from him in its mere harm- 
less suggestion as men thrust the first dawn of some hateful 
guilt. 

Not that it had temptation for him ; it had none. Lionel 
Caryll’s doubt was groundless, Strathmore’s feeling for 
Lucille, while it was the only tender, was also the only 
pure, ^ling he had ever known; her father’s could not 
have been more completely unsullied than his, and the pro- 
found melancholy which mingled with it served but to make 
it more hallowea. The repressed pain which his nephew 
had detected beneath the cold tranquillity of his tones was 
not due to the spring to which Nello traced it, but simply 
to that sense of reluctance that any other should have the 
moulding or marring of her fate, that sense of loss at the 
knowledii^%t hereafter others would usurp tdike her aflfec 
l^ons and w gnardiantdiip, which had come upon him after 
words of has mother. • 

had Sij^ken to young OaryU in the ma^er he had 
deitu^ikom % belief in the possibility that Lucille might 
her p^e in the youth’s love, and his intention thet 
uothh^ wmch his own foresight could provide for or against 
should erer bar the way to^ her happiness. But it had cost 



TUB OA WN OB DAmMIt. 


37S 

hint some effort, for his sense of atonement to Erroll lay jn 
ins knowledge t^t he mode her life shadowless as son- 
light, and to snrreQder it to other keeping was to im- 
peril, perchance to shipwreck, what atone o(^d give him 
power to say when he lay npon his deathbed, "I hare 
atonedi” 

It had been this pain which had been coreftilly repressed 
throughout his interview with his young nephew, it was this 
dread which weighed on him where he paced the lawn in the 
moonlight alone. Strathmore was a man of action and of 
power, a ruler amongst men, who crushed mer^lcssly ail 
which opposed him, and bept all who came beneath his 
influence with an unemng and resistless hand ; who deified 
Will, and believed that every man as he is devil, so he naay 
be also God nnto himself. And yet for the first laine, it' ha 
paced in his solitary walk through the fresh summer night, 
with the sounding of the sea in the silence, a v^oe fore- 
boding passed over him that he might be powerless to 
control toe mystical chb and flow of fate, that to the craving 
agony of a vain remorse, expiation might be denied and 
shattered at the last 1 

Lucille was alone when Strathmore entered the cedar 
drawing-room, half lying on a low conch with that restful 
grace with wUch a young fawn throws itself dovm to repose 
when tired by its play. He paused a moment, looking at 
her as the silveiy light of the candelabra fell on bet where 
she lay, her head resting on her arm, her lashes on her 
cheeks which were slightly flushed — ^the dawning fragile 
life, with its bloom delicate as the bloom of a rose-lea^ and 
its strength slight as the frailness of the harebell which 
one rude touch withers, how easily it mi^ht be wrecked, how 
easily crushed I It was a frail argosy with which to freight 
and peril the expiation of a crime, heavy, blood*Btamed, 
bitter as the prime of Cain. 

He approached and bent over her ; 

“ My darling, are you not well ? ” _ v 

Her eyes undosed, and the tonohiaig sad&^ evcr oai hei 
face in repose, beamed av^y in ti^ sunli^t m her fifcther’s 
smile: 

" Oh jbs. I am nevor ill yon know. I fled a little tired 
sometimes, that is all. Do come and sit ij me, will yon, 
and not go away?" * 
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Surely. But you should not feel this tire^ Lucille, at 
your age ; lassitude is weakueSs." 

She laughed Isrightly ; 

"Notufith me. Wheu have I had a day's ill health? 
Who could have by the side of the free, stroug, beautiful 
sea? I am only tired, and I was lying thinking, Lord 
Cecil — '' 

And of what?” 

Her eyes dwelt on him lovingly, reverently in them dark 
and mournful beauty, and her voice was hushed an its ear- 
nestness. 

I was thinking of how great you are, and how good ; 
and how you who sway men with your word, and empires 
with your will, yet have so much care, and thought, and love 
for me.” 

**Goodl” He echoed the word with the bitterness of 
anguish ; he had trained himself to bear all these things 
from her lips, and had sedulously fostered the reverence and 
gratitude felt for him, but none the less did they crat 
him to the soul ; and now and then, even his will of steel, 
and his long-worn visor could not conceal the spasm of a 
struck wound, of a quivering conscience. His voice had a 
thrill of mingled pain and tenderness in it now as he stooped 
towards her: ' 

Never give that word to anything which I do, Lucille, 
least of all to what I do for you. You know that you are 
dear to me for— your father’s sake.” 

“ I know ; but Lucille cannot love you less, but more, 
because you loved him so well,” she said, softly, while her 
hand nestled in his, and drew it caressingly closer to her. 
And at the clinging touch and the gentle words, the brand 
of God seared on the soul of the murderer quivered as the 
brand of fire quivers in the living flesh of the doomed. 

Yet he sat there calm, still letting his hand lie in hers 
and his lips wear the words with which he evdl* spoke of the 
dead ; for the will of this man was iron, and his strength 
was great tq^^ure : 

" True, Hoved him well,” he said, gently : and so would 
you have done,* Lucille, you dd not forget him, you think 
of hipa fondly sometimes, as though you had known him, as 
though he were*living now?” 

<‘^ yes,” she muimured? softly; “I think of you both, 
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think of yon 'together ; you have told me of him until I 
know him bo w^ and when I kneel down often pray to 
6rod to let me see his face and hear his voice, in my dreams, 
as well as yours. And He does.” 

Strathmqre sat silent; his hand Mng in hers, bis heart 
smitten by those innocent and childlike words as by the 
stroke of the avenging angel: 

“Your dreams are more merciful to you than the life 
which robljed you of him,” he said, calmly and gently, for 
he was as pitiless to himself as to others, and gnffcred 
without allowing one sign to escape or one bW to be 
spared him : “ Love your father’s name better than mine, 
Lucille. He is more worthy it than I.” 

“ Lucille could not love anything letter than you,” she 
said, musingly, while her earnest, wistful eyes fondly studied 
his face with that regard which he had noticed as too 
mournful and too deeply contemplative for her years, when, 
as a little child, she had asked why he suffered, on the sea- 
shore : “ Where was it that he died, Lord Cecil, and how ? 
You have never told me that.” 

“ He died abroad.” 

“ And were you with him ? ” 

“Yos.” 

“ Did he suffer? ” 

A slight quiver shook his voice ; 

“ I hope to God, no.” 

“ He died happily, then ?” 

“ He died at peace with all, even with those who injured 
him. Not happy, since — since he left your mother scarce 
older than you are now.” 

Lucille sighed, a hushed, broken sigh : 

“ No — and his death was hers. I think / should die of a 
great grief, as my tame curlew did when his sister-bird was 
killed by the eftgle. He could not live ; why should he ? 
There was no joy in the air, or the sea, or the sky, when 
what he loved was taken.” - ^ 

She was silent, her hand clinging caressing^to Strath- 
more’s as her eyes grew wistfhl with thoughts too poetic and 
too deep fon, her years. He rose in voluntarily : 

“ Hush, Lucille ! No grief shall ever tougih you ! Why 
think of what cannot, what shalPnot, come nigh yon ? Are 
those letters f Is the evening mail come ? ” 
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“ Ob^ those ate yours. Bnt come and bj me to 
read them. Do!’* 

He obeyed her ; inflexible as bronse to any other* a ndsh 
of IiuaiUe was sacred to him. As her ga^an, he had 
conunainled that hmr desira should nerer be disputed nor 
disappc&ted* and to himself, when with her, he allouid it 
to be law. A nature less pure, less loring, less inc^ble of 
being warped to egotism or tyranny than hers, might have 
been mined by this limitless indulgence ; with Lucille it 
had no effect, save that of rendering her affections more 
clinging and deep-rooted, and her character more tender and 
^pendent ; the very luxuriance of its beanty was fostered 
by the warmth it basked in, if it were more certain to be 
blighted at the first sweep of frost or storm. She lay still 
watching him, while he sat beside her, breaking the seals of 
his correspondence. His face wore no evil traits to her ; 
she only saw its power, its intellect, its profound melancholy ; 
she only saw that the eyes so cold, the lips so mocking to 
others, for her ever wore gentle smiles and generous words. 
“ Je n’en puis rien faire — cette physique a toutes les nobles 
qualit^s et tons les grands vices,” a French sculptor had 
once said, casting down his Calliope and chisel before a bust 
of Strathmore. But Lucille only saw the nobler, and saw 
none of the darker meaning, and she lay looking at him 
lovingly, reverently, silently ; perhaps she was never more 
truly happy than thus. And as he sat thus beside her 
conch, Valdor, who had that moment returned wid entered 
the drawing-rooms, looked at them unperceived, and won- 
dered afresh, as ho had done before, what secret this could 
be which united Strathmore to this young girl, and which 
made a man, ordinarily cold, inflexible, negligent in manner, 
indifferent to all human Sections, and solely elevated to 
i inbition and power, be tender towards bet as a woman, 
‘'submit to all her gentle caprices, forestall her lightest wish, 
and watch wit^ pleasure for her slightest smile. It was a 
myBtfuy whA he could not ihthom. Strathmore read his 
thon^ts. Valdor looked keenly nt him, to note if be re- 
sented having tfans been seen; he might as well have 
sought to note the marble features of the Pariad bust near 
him move and %peakt , 

Strathmore was never betrayed into an unspcdcen expras- 
(ff trbat he felt ; he was calmly and impassively imo 
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peuetrable.' He did not move now, but smiled » oonrteous’ 
welcome to Yaldor, and sroke of some political news wbicb 
the day’s mail had bron^t. 

Bat he remembered me look with which the frank Hmri 
Oinquiste had gased at himself, and Lnoille, and the words 
he nad spoken the night before, of snrprise at her having 
never visited White Ladies ; and he acted on both. 

“ Lacille, White Ladjes will be full next month,” he said, 
with a sligdit smile, the next morning, looking np from hia 
letters where they sat at breakfast, the sunlight dickering 
through the screen of foliage and roses which overhung the 
Elizabethan windows. 

She looked up eagerly, a hush on her cheeks and her h'lts 
parted. 

“ Would you like to be with us ? ” 

Ho spoke still with a slight smile, as of a man listlessly 
amused with the bright caprices and easily bestowed plea- 
sures of a child. 

“ Oh, Lord Cecil ! ” 

She ^d not say more ; Valdor and his own secretary 
were strangers to her, and indulgence had never made her 
exacting. 

“ Very well, then. Plead with my mother, if she have no 
objection to do me the honor to come there and bring you 
with her.” 

What a fool I was to suppose he did not wish her to 
visit White Ladies ! My brain must be going to dream such 
nonsense. That lovely child bewitches me!” thought 
Valdor, as he listened. 

Two days afterwards, Strathmore left for the Continent. 
Those brief visits were all he, a foreign minister, spared 
to Silver-rest; he was seldom fatigued— -never alone; he 
was absorbed, in the keen contest for power, and lived, 
with scarce a week’s retirement, in the frillness Of the 
world. \ 

Valdor remained ; all that he needed to or do at 
Torlynne could have been «;een and done in a week’s rime, 
hut he stretched it over almost to the time at which Strath- 
more woidd be at White Ladies, and he should go thitha 
with the rest of the autumn gu^ts. The Fi^ch noble bad 
no* pastoral tastes: “Hon do Faria, hera du monde,” vaa 
most essentially hia creed ; the sounding of the seas and the 
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soft wild beauty of the western coast had no music and no 
charm for him; a virnwr^ a state-conspi^mtor, a man of 
fashion, ho was customarily wearied and impatient at a day’s 
detention in any other world than his own* Tet he stayed 
on, in, or near the solitudes of Silver-rest, 

He was captivated by the child-beauty, the spiritual, 
unconscious loveliness, which he had first seen among the 
lilies of the valley, flowers whose grace, fra^lity and delicacy 
were like her own. He was at once^enchained and held in 
check by it ; to Lucille he could not spealc of love, or even 
of compliment, as he would have done to others — ^they 
seemed profanation ; yet he began to feel for her a far 
holier and more enduring tenderness than he, a wit and a 
voluptuary, had before known. She was silent with him ; 
except with those whom she knew well, she had something 
of the soft shyness of the half-tamed fawn, and her nature 
was one of those poetic, introspective, deeply thoughtful, and 
meditative far beyond their years, which speak but to few, 
and only find utterance when moved by the voice that they 
respond to, as the -fflolian chords only echo to the touch of 
certain winds. But it was this which was newest to him, it 
gave him much to conquer, and he saw that whoever would 
win to her lieart must never startle it rudely from its inno- 
cent rest, but wind his way gently and slowly. He felt as 
both Strathmore, a cold and negligent Statesman, and Caryll, 
a romantic and unworn youtn, had equally done, that ‘‘love” 
was no word to whisper to Lucille, and that, grasped too 
quitikly or too boldly, the sensitive plant would surely close 
ind recoil. 

But Valdor had never failed, and his nature was sanguine ; 
therefore he stayed on near Silver-rest, and learned a purer 
passion than he had ever known, while he listened to the 
young girl’s voice that was low and sweet as the lulling of 
the seas ; or watched her, himself unseen, ‘where she sat 
gazing on th^ changing face of the waters, with the deep 
shadow of ra^ung rooks above, and sunlit lands stretching 
before heri or heard her songs rising in mellow evening 
air, with gome sad, wild German legend or rich cathedral 
chant for their burden ; or won her to speak to him of the 
things in whict her eyes and her heart — those at once of a 
poet and a child, an artist dnd a dreamer — found beauty and 
dclh?ht : the silvery flash of a seagull’s wing, bird resting 
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on a heather spray, a crested wave leaping in the light, a 
trailing coil of forest leaves. 

Strathmore had made provision for the early, gidleless, 
hesitating love of the boy Nello ; he had made none— could 
hare made none — against the more subtle, more eloquent, 
and more tutored tenderness of the man who had been beside 
him when he had slain her father, while in the west the sun 
had set in the dead years long gone. 


CHAPTEE XLV. 

SEIZED, IN THE NAME OV THE EMPEEOE.” 

It was past midnight, in the salon au deuxi^m^ in the 
line Beanjon. 

The lights were many, and in their dazzle the warm 
nuances, the rose-tendre hues, the ormolu, the mirrors, the 
smoking-couches, made an enticing fourieria della seem in 
its own florid, demi-monde style. The uir was heavy with 
the odors of the wine from the supper-room, whose folding- 
doors stood open, and with the perfume of that chillum 
which was a specialty of the Eue Beaujon, and which some 
who smoked it averred to be delicious as Monte Christo’s 
Initchis. Two or three tables stood about the room, and 
round each were grouped some half-dozen men, young 
attaches, soldiers, bankers, Englishmen, or noiiveaux-riches, 
few if any of them over thirty, some wanting ten years of it, 
and all flush of money, or they would have found no entrance 
tliere. At one table they were playing Trente et Un, at the 
other Trente et Quarante, at a higher maximum than is 
permitted at Baden, grosjm^ where the colors revolved and 
the gold heaps changed swift as thought in a dizzy whirl, 
and swifter than the thoughts of many could 'ihl^w them. 
For the gaining which is forbidden publicly will, ^ery 
other dangerous instinct, be indulged in seoresy ; aqd tfae^ 
play in the Beaujon was greedily sought after suppers 
that left the pulse heated with fiery wines anj^ the reason 
Iittlei,able to baffle the intricacies of hazard ; and had made 
^nany a career beggared and ruined, en4mg in the Faubourg 
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d’Enfer with crossing-Bweeper’s rags, where ifc had begun lu 
the Boiiletard des OapEK^ines with a thouBand-&anc break- 
&Bt ; aad oaused not a few lives to oeaae by a pistol^hot in 
the Bois de Vincennes, or an over^dose of morphine in ihe 
gr^ early dawn. 

The play was at its highest, the stakes enormous, the 
gold on the tables flashed and glittered under the light 
which was thrown back from the rose hangings and the 
gilded walls ; the heavy odors of the wines filled the air 
with an intoxicating aroma, and the wreaths of smoke still 
curled in spirit vapor, though the hookahs had been left, 
while now and then the hazard went on in a dead silence, 
only broken by the formula of the cards ; and oftener was 
played in a mad whirl, a reckless, dizzy rotation, in the 
noises of wild jests and riotous laughter, and unbridled 
licence of words from brains half drunk. 

And she who was the evil Circe of this evil Avemus, 
with a glance would turn attention from the cards, tUi— 
too late — the stake was lost ; or with a smile would daze 
and dazzle some novice till his gold poured in showers into 
the bank ; or with some gay mot, which still rang with 
something of the old moqueur, bewitching wit, would raise 
a laugh at the right moment, till her confederate— who 
played croupier for the nonce — raked in by rouleaux the 
money of the tyros. “ Men who tempt, and women who 
are tempted!” So runs the old ha<ineyed, maudlin, 
threadbare dictum, much akin to the time-worn opticism 
which runs, the Catholics who persecuted, and the Be- 
formers who were mai’tyred ; ” as if there were not six of 
the one and six of the other ! Pshaw ! leave formularies 
aside, good world, and open your eyes. Women, from Eve 
downwards, have been First Tempters, and the tempters 
among them make up half the ranks of their sex, subtle 
wooers and destroyers of their hundreds. 

In this light, with the bloom of art upon all her face, 
and the Jp^re of art lent to her eyes, with mock diamonds 
glitteririg where once the costly sapphires of a peeress had 
*min, mth the enamel covering the deep haggard lines, and 
a smile haunting the lips wi& the mocking ^adow ol its 
old tesistlefii^ Witchery, there was some loveliness stiU ; 
though ghastly-^without^ its youth ; though wrecked most 
.niteoasiy— to those who had known her in the years of 
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her glory ; though fearftil in the stoiy u^hich it told— to 
ihose who peus^ to read it. There wae loveliness stili, 
though a wretched tt^avesty of that which once had been ' 
though justly and truly looking on it she cried out in her 
bitterness, 0, my lost beauty ! my lost beauty I since 
none who remembered what Marion Vavasour once had 
been, and despised the wi’Gck, remembered and despised as 
utterly as slie ; for this woman, who was without remorse 
for her work or conscience for her crimes, had ceaseless 
misery for the social degradation which denied hfr Pride, 
and for the encroaching years which left her without Power, 
since these had been her gods, omnipotent and beloved, 
and were now drifted from her reach for ever, never again 
to be recovered. 

The Mistress of Paris, who had beheld Greece rise in 
arms at the havoc of her lovelmess, flung to the ribald, 
brutal crowds of the common soldieiy, would not more 
bitterly have felt her degradation than did this woman. 
For though sensual, merciless, frail, and fatal as She who, 
in the verse of iEschylns, comes with Death and Havoc 
following on her loveliness, she had loved to veil her infi- 
delities in poetic grace, she had loved to have her foot on 
the bent neck of a prostrate world ; and now — tmo — she 
sickened at herself ; not for her guilt, but for her humilia- 
tion ; not for the deep stain upon her soul, but for the 
broken sceptre, her jeered crown, her rent and trampled 
purples. 

Is it not this, and no better than this, which now and 
again passes for Remorse ? yet which is no more Re- 
morse than its twin-brother, trembling Fear, is true Repent- 
ance. 

Remorse Marion Vavasour never knew, and never could 
Ivuow ; but anguish for her own lost omnipotence she did. 
yhe knew it now ; to-night, while the noisy laughs eeheed 
about her, and the reeking fumes filled ^^he air <jf her 
salon. Ohl bitterness of bitterness! Blie,«jj^ wbose 
presence sovereigns had humbly sued to come, xoald not 
resent fhe coarsest word that was uttered in her pvesenoe ; 
she, at whe^e feet princes had vainly knelt, while states- 
men paled before the beauty of her smile, must tempt, and 
cotirt, and seek these unfled^d youths, these nameless 
idlers, whose witless profanities fouled the ear which had 
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once listaied to the ^aceM mi and delicate flatteiy 
monarchs^^whose sli^iting glance contemptuously leered 
upon the face whose beauty once had been the theme of 
courts, the hymned of prince and poet, the torch which lit 
whatever it passed, to lovcf and feud, and madness. She ! 
who had ruled the rulers of the earth, could now be slighted 
by the lowliest. And deadlier than sackcloth and ashes, 
tnrni hempen cord and sheet of penitence, were the rouge 
upon her cheek, the laughter upon her lips, the mock gem 
upon her breast, to this woman whose fastidious pride, 
whose victorious sway, whose aristocratic grace, whose ca- 
pricious, imperious will had been haughty and dear to her 
as those of any anointed queen. 

It was long past midnight ; the play was fast and furious , 
the stakes of frightful enormity ; the gamesters now and 
then drank down fiery daughts of fierce Roussillon, or 
above-proof Cognac, or poisonous Absinthe, and went, 
madder than before, to the whirl ; the light flashed back 
froru the rose hangings and gilded ornaments on to the 
faces of the cards and the heaps of gold ; and now the 
game went on in a riotous chorus of jest and laughter, and 
now in the dead silence of high-strung excitement, while 
here and there fell a muttered oath, or twitching lips 
turned pale, as a million of francs was swept away on the 
turn of color, or the hazard of a card. 

Suddenly on the panels of the door, came a loud summons 
as at {lie gates of a barricade, thundering, impatient — and 
many of the gamblers, their brains besotted and their reason 
whirling with the delirium of play, scarce heard and did 
not note it, but he who played as croupier grew pale, and 
with a rapid sigu began to sweep away the piles of louis, 
while she, the Priestess of the Pandemonium, who ere this 
had slaughtered human lives with her skilled lie, and sent 
a murderer out to work her vengeance with cruel, unfalter- 
ing faisehood/ktood in the gaslight with the unreal smile 
arrested jflbn her lips, and her cheek quivering slightly 
under its rouge. 

She knew that the Eonge-et-Noir of the I^ne Beaujon 
was discovered beyond concealment at last. 

Sharp and ^ift upon l^e summons for admittantiei j!^h< 
door was burst open by instruments which wrenched ana 
splintered all the intricate locks and bars for those little 
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Bcrupuloufl of ceremony or tolerant of delay ; the gaudv 
rose portiere Was thrust aside by rough hands, ifhich 
dashed down all the barricades erected behind it; the 
salon and its privacy were invaded, the police filled the 
chambers. ^ * 

. la part de TEmpSreur said a voice seretue, in- 
flexible, as bland as though it gave a welcome salutation, 
as frigid as though it pronounced a sentence of death. 
Confusion, riot, tumult, execration arose pSle-mfle ; the 
sullies were seized, the doors were closed so that no egress 
was possible ; the tables were overturned, the croupiers 
dashed wildly here and there, trying to get to covert like 
a fox run close by the pack ; some of the gamblers, tfaeii 
brains dizzy with the cbillum and the wine, stared stupidly 
and helplessly at the seizure ; others, cursing and blasphem- 
ing, sprang at the gold and cards, swore they^ were but 
playing at Boc with three francs as their maximum, and 
oflered bribes at any rates with insane eagerness to have 
Iho thing kept dark. And while his subordinates secured 
the croupiers and the stakes, and other officials quietly 
took down the names and the addresses of all present, the 
inspector approached the mistress of the salon, and, with 
the same tranquil and inflexible courtesy, arrested her in 
the name of the Emperor. 

And, for the moment^ losing her self-possession, her 
presence of mind, her swift invention, and her ready diplo- 
macy, the hideous contrast of her present and hef past 
smote on her through the darkness of evil years and tjie 
callousness of a soul unsexed ; and she writhed from under 
the officials touch as from beneath that of an adder, and 
gazed at him with the wild stare of a hunted animal hard- 
pressed, and, wringing her white and delicate hands, laughed 
a shrill, terriblp, mocking laugh: 

“ The Emperor — ^the Emperor ! ‘ In the name of 
Emperor!^ What! are the years come back when 1 was 
his guest and he mine? Does he remember how often he 
sat at my table, that he sugimons me now to ms Court? 
To -the Tuileries? To the Tuileries? Of course! tiese 
diamonds ate fit for the Tuileries I ** 

Bending the false jewels from her bosooF and her hair, 
sh6 cast them on the floor andT trod upon them with her 
foot^ those miserable symbols and insignia of her Ml, 
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crashiing &em to powdered gle^ «pd langhi^ ^ tlw 
while, with hitter, delirious mocking of herseft 
In that brief iustant of passionate misei^, of ghastlj 
irony, something of |ier old resistless grace, of h^ old im- 
perions pride, returned as she wrested herself badk fSroni 
the .oflioiars grasp, and stamped into shining dust the 
worthless gems, while above the uproar round the gaming* 
table, above the clash of the gold as the police swept the 
stakes away, above the oaths of the startled, balf-drunk 
gamesters, rang that laugh, once silvery as music, now 
jarred and dissonant 

To the Tuileries ! Of course ! — to the Tuileries ! My 
diamonds are fit for a Court 1 ” 

And the superintendent, smiling slightly, took no note 
or heed of this delirious despair, and seemed neither to 
have seen nor heard it, but, proceeding without pause or 
hesitancy with his errand, arrested her. For what she 
said had not even a meaning to him 5 he had heard of her 
but under her last alias and nom de guerre; he knew her 
but as a prisoner who had transgressed the law, and Marion 
Vavasour had no power now — ^not even to make the world, 
which is swift to forget, remember her past. 

And this is the last step into the abyss of oblivion, when 
none even pause to recall what we were. 

As a voiture de remise bore her, in close escort, from the 
ioors of the house in the Eue Beaujon, arrested on the 
prov^ charge of having a private gambling-hell every mid- 
night in her salon, the vehicle was stopped in its progress 
a little farther down the etreet by carriages which blocked 
the way. The blind of the window nearest her was but 
half drawn, and she, who had now recovered her com- 
poBure^ her finesse, and her dissimulation, leaned forward 
as though to show how little moved she was by the charge 
against her by .watching the night with idle amusement. 
The carriages which arrested the vehicle, stood before the 
residence of a French Prince, not enclosed by a court-yard, 
the doore^tanding wide open, as the guests mspersed after 
A State entertainment of mmi than ordinaiy magnificence. 
Be^ending the broad flight of steps which ^as lined on 
ride by lacqueys, and lighted to the lightness of 
came uie English rMinister for whom the equipage 
waited, the gas shining on the riband which crossed hia 
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breast and the orders end stars 'which glittered thet^ 
falUiig on his face — a &ce of {aide, of dominance, 
cessm and imperions power. ■ 

And Marion YaraBonr, looking on him thus, diiTer^ 
with the thirst of an impotent vengeance, and drooped to 
head npon to hands with a bitter moan of chained and 
baffled hatred. 

He lived in riches, in dignity, in honor, with his name 
on the lips of the world, and the cup of his ambition filled 
to tho brim and crowned ; while she I ; 

“ Oh, Heaven ! ” she whispered, passionately, through her 
clenched teeth, “will the hour never come when I ctm strike 
him in his jMwer and his arrogance? Will the day fwwr 
dawn when I shall say back in his ear, ‘Snoh mercy as yon 
gave, I give to you ! ’ ” 

And in the warm summer night in the Paris street they 
passed each other thns as the carriages rolled on; the 
Minister who went from a State-gathering, and the Arrested 
who was taken to judgment. 


CHAPTER XLVI. 

MY BECBET EXBF.” 

White Lames was filled with guests. 

In the great conrt-yard, troops of saddle-horses, or 
carriages with their postillions and outriders splashed and 
tired, came home in the gray twilight while the dressing- 
bell rang; in the King’s Hall covers were laid for a 
hundred gnests; in the preserves a thousand head of game 
wei'C bagged #Bch Jay, yet no ground beaten twice; fai 
the stately galleries trailed the sweeping druses of 
peeresses, and under the roof of the Abbey were jgaHiel*ed 
not a few of those whose playthings are the pdidei ito 
destinies of nations. For \ne mMter of White Xiodipi 
was in 0^; and, while the dictum of the world nevmr 
swerved him from his own course, he wsf a man who 
knew, to the utmost of its value 1)he worth of being promi- 
nent in the sight of the world if yon se^ to lead k. 
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; Borne went to CinoiimBtag in his finusteA^ sotitoift) 
bot modem Earope would never eofk a Scipio (ttoe 
to hifi Lintcmnm. Stratlunore knew tbisi none bott^i 
and while he sneered at the follies of mnnkin^ he torned 
them to his own pirofit, and snrronnded himself wi& 
InxTuy and mroomstance because he recognized in thmn 
the most intelligible ^mbols of rule and power to the 
purblind sight of the masses, though he held both in 
disdain, and in his own tastes was almost ascetic, in his 
own life almost austere. 

Therefore the gatherings at White Ladies were noted 
throughout the country ; and Strathmore was as courtly a 
host 08 in his earlier years; his genius was one of those 
which, essentially facile, are never laborious; the amount 
of work done by him was vast, but it was done without 
effort; though he never wholly laid aside the political 
harness, none saw a gleam of it through the silken surcoat 
he wore in society; and whilst the chief secret of his 
power over men lay in the entire absence of sensitive 
self-consciousness or Utopian ideology from his career, 
not a little attraction lay for them in the brilliant ease 
with which this ambitious and arduous career was covered, 
by the same art with which the Damascus armorers 
covered their keenest steel with the light dazzle of the 
chasing ; while the chasing blinded the eyes before which 
it flashed, the cunning smiths knevy that the steel cut 
swifter passage home. 

The warm sun fell acA)ss the sward through the bonglis 
of the wych-elms, and down the ruined cloisters into the 
Oriel room where he sat at breakfast. The same purple 
hangings were behind him, with the dead gold of their 
broidered chifire ; tlie light fell through the same painted 
panes and the blazoned motto: “Slay! and spare not!” 
without, the same lengthened shadows &11 across the 
swaid, and the same ivy-roots clung about the doisters; 
even Ms own features were unaltered, the same save fer 
some tra^ of added age, some look of haughtier poww 
«id of deeper melancholy, as "on the day when ho whom 
be bad loved and slain h^ sat at his table, aifd the name 
of their tempttess and destroys been first upon his lips. 
And of that day he did flot even think onoe out of ue 
ibomssnif tames tliat found him sitting thus; wear (he 
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Spiked bai»d of Deuaaoe long about your loins, and tb^ 
shall fio Imta to bear itv that they fed it not, save 
sadden blow driyes the iron afresh into the flesh. OouM 
the Furies* have pursued Orestes through many years, he 
would have grown used to the haunting troop, and would 
liave learned to sleep, to rest, Hb labor, and to love in the 
loathed presence of the Avengers, and only at rare intervals 
would have started from Im slumber to shudder at the 
accursed forms, or flee in the dead of night from the sacred 
temple, because they hunted him from rest, and pursued 
him for the blood of Olytenmestra. 

Strathmore*fl’life was a sWessful one ; not a contented 
QUO, because his insatiate and restless ambition always 
desired wider and more irresponsible dominance than ip 
this country the highest can ever wield, and because all 
liappiness had been stricken from his life with the hideous 
betrayal of the woman he had worshipped, of the lips for 
whose kiss he had stained his soul with guilt. But one 
of those lives which, full, grand, eminent, make ‘‘h^pi- 
ness ” look tame, insipid, and needless ; in such a life it 
was but the few, solitaiy hours when silence and sleep 
were nigh, or the few rare days when the young eyes of 
Lucille met his own, which Remorse could claim ; for the 
rest Strathmore was the world’s, and the world his. 

There was a brilliant party gathered about him at break- 
fast ; English statesmen, German Princes, French nobility, 
with lovely women, who sometimes discussed the question 
over their orange pekoe before the dressing-bell rang, whether 
be would ever marry. Negligent of their charms,, and 
wedded to public life, brilliant eyes softly wooed him, never 
to awake response; the burning passion which had once 
consumed his life seemed to have seared out every trace of 
warmer desires. After that mad, guilty, but* devoted love, 
none could asscfil him ; the sternest ascetic who had ever 
dwelt in that Dominican Monastery was not colder to women 
than he who, benea^ its roof, had been the lover of Marion 
Vavasour. - 

With a large party he weifr out deer-atalking for the day 
in the forest* which belted in White Ladies, where red deer 
were abundant as in the wilds of Blinoor. #Tbe sun ha^ 
Bun^ and the windows of the grty and stjitoly facade wei*^ 
all lit, as they returned and dispersed to their several chau^ 

^ • 0 0 a 
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Iwi ; vldl^-StaiithiDore went to 149 oim room^ ibanted 

tbfi <^te ^parimeate, wbieh had been aniised icom the Urae 
when tbe^ had harbored the loTelinesB whioh had toj^led 
and betrayed him. Of her he now taught, aa he left his 
romn and retnmed along the oonidor ; one of the Itmg line 
ef windows edood open to the ni^ht, and from the gardens 
below waa np<wafted the heavy, rich scent of the roses ; and 
the remembered perfume suddenly rising, made the memory 
Ifhioh lay within, coiled to stUlness, bat never dead, 

like a teaming^ snake, 

Drowsily lift itself fold b^^lfold, 

And and gnaw hungrily, half awake.’* 

‘ « 

It had been the love of his manhood, that single burning 
passion of a cold and ambitions life ; and — though changed 
m one swift hour to deadliest hate, which had pursued her 
ivilh unqnenched and insatiate vengeance, hate which would 
have watched her still, with unrelenting gaze, starve as a 
befi^ar at his feet, and die of a beggar's dole denied, when 
—memory uprose, and with it bum^ again upon his own 
the lips which had betrayed him, and' with it he beheld again 
the loveliness for which he had rent down and trampled 
under foot the laws of God and man, the old agony uncoiled 
from its rest, and pierced his soul afresh with poisoned 
&ngs. 

He had loved her, till ambition, honor, conscience, life 
itself, bad all been given to her hands ; he had loved her 
with delirious, nngpdging worship, that saw in her Mss his 
heaven, in her smile his world, in her will his deity; and 
that dead passion awoke, not less in hate but more, while 
yet athwart Ihe stretch of many years it was stricken afresli 
with the stroke of its betrayal, and sickened afresh over all 
its wealth wasted, its treasure mocked, its, idolatrous love 
poured out— in vain, in vain I— upon that lovely, Mdeous, 
beautifal wanton thing, npcm a courtesan and an assastma' 
tress, it was thus it awoke now, stirred to memmy bv 
the odor of the roses that stola towards on the mist through 
^ opened windour, as he passed down the solitary oorridor; 
1 )^ w flung the casement to with swift hand a&d pasdouate 
geitii^ to &ut out that sickmiing, haunting^ moc^g 
%igciP3e of tho flowers raat Marioa Yavasour bad loved 
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He— the cold, inflexible, and snccessfal EHatesman— ^nd^ 
dered and Bhrook from the mere scent of the snmmei^ 
roses 1 

A low, ringing Iwigjh, echoing gaily on the air, startled 
the silence of the corridor ; it came from the nnnsed State 
Chambers! He started as he nood by the casement, and 
looked np. The long passage l^ing thither was dnlly Ut, 
/or the gas burned low, and at its foot the opposite door of 
the State-rooms stood open, and — with a light held high 
above her head, so that, while the ariihed doorway and the 
chamber behind were deep is gloom, its luminance fell npon 
her and about her, brightly shed npon her young and radiant 
face, with the bloom of childliood on the cheeks, and the 
smile of childhood still haunting , the fair ^es—he saw 
Lucille. 

Strathmore gazed at her, as men have gazed npon the 
spirits which, bom of their own haunted memories, have 
seemed to fill the air with all the forms of the dead, and 
silently cited disentomb their past. 

What place had she beneath the roof of White Ladies, 
when across its threshold lay the shadow of a guilt which, 
known to her, would have turned her stops from it in loath- 
ing and in horror ? The house of her father’s murderer was 
no home to harbor her dawning life and shelter her innocent 
sleep ! 

“ In thc^ room 1— in that room I ” 

The words were muttered unccmscionsly in his throat, as 
he stood silent and motionless for the moment ; to see her 
thus, and there, made the air round him |^em with the 
shadows of the past, which whisiiered that the work, wrought 
by his own hand when it dealt out death and retribntiem, 
must for ever endnre, the blood-stain never eff«med by expia- 
tion, the dead d^'ys ever lying in wait to devour and destroy 
tlie future. 

That moment passed— the weakness was crushed down 
■uid conquered; he welcomed her with kiM tmd <^nrteous 
words, as Iincille sprang towards him, lifting her l^l^ his 
caress of peering, her face brightened still with her 
and melodiods laugh : 

“Oh, Lord Cecil !. I could not jidp langhiag, yon threw 
thaf window to with such a passionate gsestore, and 1 bad 
never seen yon anything but calm, and still, tranqidU 
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Whom ware you angry with in thought?— not me! 1 
ehall be afraid of yon in Mure, as they say all the worid 

ifl « ♦ 

“Hugh! hush! "her careless words smote him in that 
moment with keen pain : '* Lucille, yon would never fear 
me, shrink from me, dread me ? I have made your life too 

■"E looked at him surprised ; he, the haughty and arro- 
gant leader of men, sought this assurance as a boon from 
the child-ward who owed him all! But her mood was 
changed to his in an instant, her hand softly closed on his 
own, and she leaned caressingly towards him, till her hair, 
with white violets woven in it, brushed his breast, and her 
deep loving eyes were uplifted to his : 

“ I fear you! Oh, never, never! Whom can Lucille love, 
and honor, and trust to, save her guardian who has filled, 
and more than filled, the place of all she lost? ” 

He drew her gently to him, and kissed her brow, re- 
covering the self-command which for one moment hod been 
shaken: 

“ Think of me always so— always ; as one who has striven 
to supply to you your father’s loss, and to fulfil yonr father’s 
tanst. But how came you here, Lucille ? I did not know 
you were at the Abbey. My mother left the day of your 
arrival uncertain.” 

“ We came an hour ago. Lady Oastlemere felt so much 
better, and I was so impatient to see you and White Ladies. 
What a stately place it is ! I love its gray, solemn, time- 
worn grandeui’. Take me all over it— now, will yon- 
now?” 

The earnestness, too deep and thoughtful for her years, 
with wh|ch she had spoken of her trust and love for her 
guardian had passed away ; now she was only a child, used 
to the gratification of every bright caprice and a&ial fancy 
as she looked up at him with longing in her eyes and eager- 
ness upon her lips. 

Hemmled; * 

“Not now, Lucille; we dine at nine, and |t wants tmly 
a quarter; to-morrow I will take you wherever yon wish. 
But how do fon come heijp— and alone ? The rooms where 
you were are never used. They have not given yesa those 
dhambewi, surely?” 
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He gpoke vitb immtient anxiety ; he could not hare iu^ 
her rest She laagbed amosedly: 

“ I lost my way ! When I was dressed, I ttmt Babette to 
ask Lady Oastlemere some question for me, and she was so 
long gone that I grew tired, and thought I would go myself. 
But 1 could not find the room s5 well as I fancied ; 1 missed 
it among all these passages, and found myself wandering in 
those chambers. Wy are they nerer used ? ” 

Strathmore avoided answer. 

“You must not wander alone about White Ladies till 
you know its intricacies, my dear. You may very easily 
lose yourself. I will take yon to my mother now — ^they 
ought to have placed you close to her — and then we must 
go down to the drawing-rooms. There are plenty of people 
veiy desirous to see you.” 

Lucille sighed a little : 

“ Ah ! I do not care much for strangers,” she answered 
him, as she ran up the steps, where she had hastily set 
down her little sUver lamp. . 

The spaniel which he had given her in her infancy, and 
with which she had never parted, though it was now very 
old, had remained in the chamber, and she went back to 
fetch him. The dog did not come immediately to her call, 
and Strathmore, following her, stood once more in the State 
Apartments, where his stop had never entered and his eyes 
never rested, tlirough the many years which had passed 
since he had first returned to White Ladies. 

“ What beautiful rooms ! Why are they never used ? 
Because they ai'c only for the Eoyal Family, is it ? Who 
slept here last, then ? ” 

t%e spoke, holding .^he lamp high above her head, so that 
its light was shed on her young face, and flickered fitfully 
on the azure, hangings, the Venetian mirrors, the gold 
services, the silk, and lace, and velvet, the costly cabinets 
near, the dark shadow afar off, where the silvery rays could 
not reach, but left half the magnificence of the room lost iu 
the darkness of the night. , ' • 

And at her innocent question he shuddered as at the 
scent of ftte summer-roses ! His eyes glanced for on# 
mom^t over the luxurious chamber, witih its costly adorn- 
nfeuts and its depths of glSom, in sickening, ghssUy 
memory— then they fell upon the form of Lncille, whert 
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she stood m tihe halo of Uie light, one band holding to bet 
hetfft the little dog whi<di had once kept its fajthral>igil 
GEDtiohed in the bosom of the dead. The hideous past 
seeo^ to bteathe through the chamber with its pesti- 
lential odor, its avenged passions, its eternal spuilt— and 
he stitetehed his hand, and drew her with a sudden gesture 
oOt ftom that unholy place. Yet his voice was tranquil 
and his smile calm as he closed the door on her, and led her 
finrwaid: 

« Those State rooms are damp, they have been unused 
so long ; it is not wise for you to be in them at night, 
Lucille. Besides, every one will think that I have deserted 
my guests,” 

And, with the suave Imd graceftal dignity of a courtier, 
he conducted her along the silent corridor, and down the 
broad oak staircase, in the full gleam of light, giving her 
urbane and courtly welcome beneath the roof of White 
Ladies, where her father’s laugh had so often rung in clear 
and joyous music, and her father’s hand closed in love and 
ftiradship on the hand whidh now held hers— the hand 
whkdi, nnfialtering, had dealt him death. 


CHAPTER XLVII. 

CAS OBUvtcar be bought ? 

LuoiUiS, introduced into the splendid circle gathered 
nnder her guardian’s roof, stiiick and touched all there 
with that ethereal and rare loveliness, of which its own 
nnconscionmesB made not the least and most common 
charm. 1^ was still bat a beautiful child, with all a 
(diild’s unstudied grace, a child’s artless transparency; 
and the manner in which she had been reared, while it 
hadgivep,fcer that nameless ease which only belongs to 
high*brceding, had brushed notlftng from the innocence of 
a lonth which had loved the birds as its fricndlB and the 
ftoVseTS as its tochers. Her young beauty charmed those 
who jrojEttoacheo her like music, ttie upward gaze of her 
eyes, dweys earned: even to sadness, had„ ter all the 



CAN OBLIVION BB BOt/CNT* 593 

flaunting sweetness of some remembered melody, and tbe 
joyous gladness of a life on which no shade of sorrow 
!iad ever fallen, contrasted touchingly with the mournfol- 
ness which in moments of silence stole over her flace, bom 
of the deep sensitive thoughts of a nature essentially 
poetic. The princes and the peers, the statesmen and the 
men of pleasure, staying at White Ladies did their besi 
to teach ner her power by subtlest flattery and most deli* 
cate court ; they had seen nothing for years fairer than 
the way in which she listened to them in naive surprise, 
and turned from them in graceful indifference ,* while the 
titled beauties, somewhat jealous of her, yet sought her 
with courtly kindness, and wondered among themselves 
that Strathmore, the coldest, most heartless, and most 
ascetic Statesman of his age, had so much of gentleness 
and consideration for a young girl to whom he was merely 
guardian ; it could not be from her beauty, they thought, 
for was he not negligent of iheirs^ and of all ! 

To Lucille the sumptuous,, glittering, brilliant life led 
at the Abbey seemeu like a conk des fhc; all had 
the spell of freshness for her, and her light laugh rang 
under the arclies of the gray cloisters, and her youthful 
steps echoed down the vast area of the banquetxng*hall, 
and her eyes gazed at the Strathmore portraits, and— the 
shadow which lay across the threshold of White Ladies 
cast no shade upon this sunlit, dawning life, and the 
winds which sighed through the boughs of the monastic 
elms, and blew softly among the long grasses over her 
mother’s grave, brought her no burden from the histoiy 
of the lives to which her own owed birth. She was so 
happy ! — life looked to her so beautiful in its still half- 
folded glories, like the illumined pictures of an uncut book, 
like the closed leaves of the passion-flower, which keeps 
its richest beauty shut in its core till the last. She was 
so happy !— for, for the first time, she was beneath the 
roof of Strathmore; she saw him daily, hourly she was 
always in his presence, or patching for it 5 she xftnld sit 
and listen to him while he spoke with his guests or hfe 
fellow minfeters, never weary of hearing the voice which, 
dull in its very harmony to the^eor of otbc#s, to hers was 
the sweetest and most mellow music that it knew. And 
her young heart, childlike in its purity, but fiu* beyond 
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ohMhood and beyond youth, in the Tivid depth of «U it 
&lti cherished as the life of its life, her lore imd rererenoe 
for him to whose guardianship her faUi^ had bequeathed 
her. From her curliest years she had dung with a strange 
affiact»ai to Strathmore ; while yet so young that compre- 
h^sion of his career w^ impossible to her, she had 
delightedly listened to all who would tell her of his great- 
ness ; she loved to think how much she owed to him, and 
how deep must have been his friendship for hw father, 
that he took this care for her. All that was powerful, 
generous, and grand in his character drew her to him ; all 
that was darker was veiled from her ; she thought it as 
stainless as it was unrivalled, and the fair, fond dreams 
of a poetic imagination had clnng about him ns their centre 
till that affection had become the religion of her life. It 
seemed as though the love Avhich her father had borne to 
him had been titmsmitted to her ; natures such as Strath- 
more’s ore not seldom those on which most love is 
lavished. 

“What are you so absorbed in, Lucille?” asked one 
of the women staying there, a certain lovely leader of the 
fashion. 

LuciUe, half lying on a couch in the library, resting her 
head on her hand, looked up with a smile : 

“ I was reading ‘ Indiana.’ ” 

Lady Chessvillc laughed, and turned to Strathmore, 
who had just entered the lib, "ary with the Duke of Beau- 
voir, his son the Marquis of Bowdon, the Prince de Vdlms, 
and Taldor : 

“ Lord Cecil 1 here is Lucille absorbed in ‘Indiana.’ Do 
you permit that as her guardian ? ’’ 

Strathmore smiled as be approached ; 

“Lucille will not be harmed by Georges Sand, Lady 
Oheflsville : Rousseau or De Kock would leave no stain 
the,n ; the soil must be fit ere impure jilants will take root. 
Still— yOT are right. Where did you find that book, my 
dear ? ‘If is not my edition, I ^hink ? ” 

Lucille looked at the cover ; 

“ No ; there are not your arms on it. I foulid it in my 
room ; it amused me, aud so I brought it down. Then is 
a name the title-page, though the ink is faded. Look 1 
‘ Boitia Brndk’ Who was he I ” 
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Sho leld (lie book ap to him, her hand on the fhded 
wi-iting, her eyes raised to his, and a sjiarp agony struck 
him again like tire stab of a mortal blow, for the remorse of 
ibis man was |;reat and deathless. 

But his smile did not chaise, not a muscle of Ms fbce 
moved, and he took the volume without even a moment’s 
luisitancy, carelessly glancing at the titlc-pago ; 

“ Yes, it is one of Erroll’s ; he was a ftiend of mine. 
ICccp the book if it amuse yon, Lucille.” 

Lucille saw no difference from his habitual manner, 
which, when others were with them, was always gentle 
but cold. Lady Chcssville connected nothing witli the 
name, for she hw been a child at the time of that tragedy 
in the Deer Park of the Bois, and the world had long since 
forgotten that darker story o£ its successful Minister’s 
earlier manhood. Beauvoir, a good-hearted, kindly man, 
whispered to Lord Bowdon as they went out : 

“ He shot that very fellow Erroll through the heart years 
ago about a notorious woman, and now speaks of him like 
that ! Bosom friends, too, they were ! Able man, Strath- 
more, very able, but cold as ice and cruel as a Borgia. 
Don’t know what remorse is ! ” 

So lystanders judge ! Valdor alone noted, to judge dif- 
ferently, the sin,^lar indifference, the perfect tranquillity 
with which Strathmore spoke Erroll’s name and looked upon 
his writing ; he had seen them precisely as calm, precisely 
as negligent an hour before sunset, when he went out with 
a mnrdci'or’B resolve, brutal and inflexible, in his heart ; he 
had so seen them when the sun had sunk, and the murderer 
had stooped to sever the golden lock from the trailing hair 
of the dead man. By one of those instincts which the mind 
cannot trace, but which it involuntarily follows, it struck 
him that Strathmore had spoken thus for the sdlee of Lucille; 
he would not have thought it needful to have assumed such 
complete indifference towards Erroll’s memory merely for 
men who knew how Erroll met his death, and wuld have 
rather respected him mom than less for some innw of re- 
membrance also. From that hour she became associated 
wjth the memory of ErroU in Valdor’s thoughts ; he felt 
<»tivinced that the cause of ^rathmore’s care for his ward 
arose in Some way dr other from Imr cmmectitm with 
the man whom he had slaughtered In coH hlood : and 
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Vajdor wa» keen, hofc, eager in the scent, tor all ccrnc^- 
ing Lucille had interest for him, this ^ileless beautiful 
child, resDced in Seclusion by the English shon» of the 
Atlantic. 

Strathmore saw this interest, saw it in Taldor as in many 
oth^s under his roof, throughout those autumnal weelcs, and 
it woke anger in him wherever their glances fell on her, or 
th0^ words made her eyes grow dark and wistM in half- 
shrinking, half-disdainful surprise, as they whispered subtle 
flatteries in her ear. Anger which was twofold : first, be- 
cause they would rapidly destroy the unworn freshness and 
the innocence, earnest whilst it was childlike, which were 
beautiful to him in her ; last, and more, because each might 
he one who would wake her heart from its rest and imperil 
its peace* He had sworn to make his atonement by securing 
her happiness at whatever cost ; he had looked on hers as 
the life on which hung his single power of expiation. How 
could he secure her happiness when once she should have 
been taught to place it in the hands or embark it in the love 
of any one of those 'who sought to dispel her childhood by 
their’honeyed whispers ? Strathmore, who held that Will 
can work what it chooses, and who, h the arrogance of a 
great intellect, conceived that he could mou^ fete like potter^s 
clay, felt passionate impotence as he reaPj^ that the work 
of his atonement might be wrested from him incomplete, 
and dashed to pieces before his eyes. And it was here that 
the haughty error of his soul lay ; his remorse was holy in 
its intense contrition, its sincere agony ; but he did not seek 
its expiation in that humility and self-doubt which a great 
guilt may well leave upon the proudest and most self-sus- 
tained nature ; he had set it before him as he had set the 
ambitions of his public life, as a purpose to be wrought by 
his own hand, and effected by his own foresight and his own 
will, guarded by him alone from all chance of miscarriage, . 
all touch of opposing will, all danger of human accident, as 
hi^'iltengy; of steel and his unscrupulous force bore down 
wmr antagonistic to him, pa pioneered his road to 
Prostrate and chasten^ by a stricken remorse, he 
sad vowed to fulfil the trust bequeathed him an hundred- 
fold beyond all^, which that trust enjoined; but to the 
fidfilment of his oath he had risen in the same spirit with 
which had dealt )Out death and meted vengeance 1 
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the Rpmfc which relied on the masterly skill of h» own 
hand to mould what form it would, and still conceited that 
Life would bend and bow to his liaughty fiat: will 

this ! ” 

You gave me le%ve to hope ; but what chancse of hope, 
sir, is there for me with ^W^ihemV^ said young Caiyll, 
bitterly, one day, as he glanced at the knot of titled and 
famous men gathered about Lucille in the cedar drawing- 
room. 

Strathmore had extended his invitation to the young man, 
true to his promise, to give him opportunity to advance his 
love on her affection, for he was scrupulously just, and never 
broke his word in private or public matters. 

Strathmore smiled^pthat smile under which young Caiyll 
winced as under the cut of a knife : 

“ I gave yon leave to hope, certainly ; it is for you to 
jdve your hope a basis. I never told you I deemed it well 
founded ; but you should know how to make it so. If you 
have so little of the necessary love-lore, I cannot help you ; 
ce rCestpas d moi!*' 

“ But— but how, when she has so many to teach her her 
power ?” began the youth, hesitatingly. 

Strathmore raised his eyebrows : 

^How !\ If you be such a novice in the art, it is wiser 
you should abandon it altogether/* 

He spoke with that slight laugh which was more chill 
than most men’s sneer; but. though his words had stung 
his nephew as the young alone can be stung by the light 
contempt of a man of the world, Strathmore’s disdain for 
him was nob unmixed with a wish that his suit might 
prosper. If Lucille’s heart was fastened on young Caryll’s 
love, and could be content in it and with it, his happiness 
might be more surely and safely secured than with those 
more brilliant in station, who now sought her, and over his 
nephew, who would be his debtor, and whoi^ career would 
be moulded and checked by him, he would have siifli a sway, 
where, if she wedded any other, be would lose hlPinfltmnce 
for her and over her life for ever. Yet the same bitterness 
which hadwiseu when his mother had first spok^ of mar- 
riage for her, rose in him now, as he looked^acrofes to where 
she stood in the conservatories, Wessiug a bright-plumbed 
bird, and tzying to lure anotto from the topmost bougfai of 
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an orauge-tree, too absorbed ia ber wayward faTooritefl to 
be conscious of the glances hmt jxpm her by the gnmp 
around. 

Can they not let her alone for a few brief yearflt at 
least ? ” he mused, with an acrid impatience : “ That Mrd's 
wing which brushes her lips is fitter caress for them tl^ 
men^s kisses. Marriage ! Faugh ! — ^it is profanity to speak 
of— to Uiiuk of—for her ! ** 

Strathmore, if you are disengaged just now, give me 
five minutes,” said the Duke of Beauvoir, touching him on 
the arm at that moment. 

His Grace was a heavy, cheery, generous gentleman, to 
whom Mark Lam Express panegyrics on his prize short- 
horns were dearer than European enc(jminms on nis policies, 
and who in the Cabinet was utterly under the lead of his 
subtle and astute colleague, though the reins were so excel- 
lently managed timt he was whoUy unconscious of his own 
docile obedience. 

“ I want to talk to you about a merely personal matter,” 
went on the Duke, as Strathmore led the way into the 
billiard-room, just then empty ; in fact, about your young 
ward, Mademoiselle de Vocqsal, Have ybu any marriage 
in view for her ?” 

None, my dear Duke.” l 

“ Well ! Bowdon has lost his head about her,” went on 
his Grace, in liis usual sans fagon, good-humored style, 
which flung dignity to the winds as humbug, and yet somehow 
or other never entirely lost it ; Never saw him so much 
in love in my life ! You’ve remarked it, of course, eh ? He 
has asked me to-day to speak to you. In point of fact, I 
should be very glad to see him married myself, and I have so 
high an esteem for Lady Castlemere, that I should have 
been perfectly satisfied if I had known nothing more than 
that the young lady he sought had been reated under her 
tutelage, so I told him that I would mention the matter to 
you this moriiing* I presume the alliance would have ymir 
concurrm^ ?” 

“ A more brilliant one it would be impossible to find for 
her ! You do me the highest honor in soliciting her hand 
for Lord Bowi^on,"’ answered Strathmore, with his suave, 
chill courtesy, which was nbver startled into sur{)rise as it 
was rarely warmed into cordiality : “ His proposals, theui 
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nare your Ml aaifotion ? May I ask what has been s^ on 
the subjeot to my ward ? ” 

“ Nothing !— nothing definite at least. She is so exceed* 
ingly young— not brought out, indeed — that Bowdon and I 
both concurred in seeking her hand from you first. Will 
you mention it to her as you think best ?” 

" With pleasure. We may postpone, then, any further 
discussion of your wishes or mine until we are aware how 
Mademoiselle de Vocqsal reeeives your most fiattering pro- 
posal?” 

“iTw?” 

Uis Grace looked fairly astonished — a little amazed 
moreover ; it was so very new a suggestion to him that 
Iris son, the future Duke of Beauvoir, could possibly be 
rejected ! 

Htrathmore smiled, that suave, courtly smile which 
always a little worried his noble colleague: 

“ My dear Beauvoir, I need not say that alliance with 
your House sui^ses the most splendid aspirations which 
my ward could have indulged in for herself, or my mother 
and I, as ^r guardians for her; at the samo time, I do 
not prejudge Dhcille’s answer, since I should never seek 
to sway her inclination. But there is little fear, doubtless, 
of what that answer will be ; Lord Bowdon could not woe 
in vain.” 

His Grace’s prido and consternation were both soothed, 
and he passed on to speak farther of his proposals in his 
son’s name with that hearty au point, straightforwardness, 
which in the Cabinet made so strong a contrast to the 
fine finesses and inscrutable reticence of one wJio, from his 
earliest years of public life, had recoguized the essential 
art of success to lie in ku^wing “ how to hold truth, and — 
how to withhold it.” 

“ I must btf the first, then, to taint her mind with mar 
riage offers 1 ” thought Strathmore ; “ Bank ^re briliimit 
could not be given her; every woman in EnglSi^ill envy 
her her lot ; he is a handsome, amiable, ^inoifonsiro — ^fool ! 
Such men make the kindest husbands. ' There will be no 
fear for her happiness, if— if— sho love him. And yet, 
that soft, dchcato, innocent life 1 Good Go^ ! it is defile* 
ment!” • 

The thoughts flitted, scarce shaped, through his mind; 
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the sudden offer of tb^^Duke’s alliance had atrudk him with 
keen, though vague jain — the same pain, but more intense, 
whieb bad smitten him when his moQier had spoken of 
Lucille^ future. Young Caryirs love for her had been some 
distant thing, viewed by him with some contempt, and sub- 
ject to long probation; he had not realized it in connection 
with her ; but the Duke’s words had set sharply and vividly 
before him the inevitable certainty that, ere Iqng, the loveli- 
ness to which so many testified would be sought and claimed 
in maariage, and that, once given to another, his right over 
the life whicli he alone now protected, and directed, must 
pass utterly and for ever from him. She might be happy in 
her husband’s home, and in that happiness he would have 
no share; looking on it, he would no longer see in the 
beauty of her days the symbol of his own atonement ; or — 
she might be wretched in Ihe union which bound her, or in 
the grief of a wronged womanhood, and he would be power- 
less to give her freedom and consolation, and must see the 
life he had sworn to the dead to keep her unstained and 
unshadowed, consume hopelessly before his sight ! 

To the man who, high in power and arrogant in strength, 
had a scornful unbelief in the power of Circumstance to 
overthrow Resolve, the sense of the impotence of his will 
h#e was as bitter as it was strange. For the moment, 
maddened by it, he felt tempted to exert his title as her 
guardian to forbid all marriage for her, all love for her; 
but this, again, he was forced to.suiTender; to secure her 
happiness, free choice mn^t be left her, in that which, 
thwarted, often makes the misery of a life ; and Strath- 
more’s nature, merciless to others, was one to the full as 
inflexible to himself in any ordeal self-chosen, any sacrifice 
self-imposed. It smote him with pain, with aversion, with 
loathing, to be the first to speak to her of what must lead 
her across that boundary she had told hiih wistfully sho 
feared to nass, which oftentimes parts Childhood froiu 
Wonvdvkiim by a single step. He revolted from his officer 
but it %volved on Inm as her guardian; as such he had 
accepted it, and went to fulfil ft. 

As he descended before dinner, he saw her upon the 
terrace leaning over the parapet in the warm glow of the 
western light, which slanted across the' broad flight* of 
>^ps, mid fell about her where she stood ; strange contrast 
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in the bright and aerial glow of her youth, to the gray, 
^lonastic walls of the Gothic facade behind her, and thf 
-lark massed branches of the cedars above her head. 

lie approached her, and laid his hand gently on her hair, 
fumed simply back from her brow in its rich, silken waves: 

Where are your dreams, Lucille ? 

She Jooked up, and the warni light, which ever came 
there at his presence, beamed upon her face : 

“ I was thinking of all those who have lived and died 
here; of all the lustories those gray stones could speak; 
of all the secrets which lie shrouded in those woods since 
they saw the Draidic sacrifices, and heard the cnant of the 
white-robed Dominicans ; — the dead days seem to rise from 
their graves, and tell me all that is buried with them/' 

She spoke only in the fanciful imagination which IcTed 
to wander in the poetic mysteries of the past, but her words 
now, as often, struck him ‘with that deadliest Nemesis of 
crime — the doom which compels the guilty to hear reproach 
in every innocent speech, and feel a blow on nuValed 
wounds, in what without that remembered sin had been but 
gay jest or soft caress. 

‘‘You are too imaginative, Lucille,” he said, quickly: 
“Why dream of that dark past, of unholjr sacrifice and 
insensate superstition? The past has nothing to do with 
you; live in your own fair present, my child. Your sunny 
sea-shore suits you better than the monastic gloom of 
White Ladies.'* 

She lifted her bright head eagerly : 

“ Oh ! I love White Ladies best.” 

“ Surely ? But Silver-rest is your home ? 

‘^Yes ; but this is 7jours*' 

Ho smiled ; all expression of her affection was dear to 
him, not because affection was ever necessaiy to him, but 
because hers was like the pardon and purification of his 
crime. Then the office which he came to execute, recurred 
to him; they were alone, no living thing n8*»^ve the 
deer, which were crossing the sward in the dista^, and 
the peacock trailing his gorgeous train over the fallen rose- 
leaves on the marble pavement. But that solitude might 
be broken any second; he employed it while it lasted: 

“ Lucille ! yon may command aiiother homcf fr'om to-day, 
if yon will.*' 
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Her eyes turned on Him with a surprised, bewildered 
look, while a happy smile played about her lips: 

“Another home! What do I want with one, LDrd 
Cecil?’’ 

“ Many will offer one.” 

The surprised wonder in her eyes deepened, she looked 
at him hcsitatinj^ly, yet afhused still : 

“ 1 do not understand you.” 

A corse rose in his throat on those who made him destroy 
the yet lingering childhood, and awaken thoughts which 
he lumself would have bidden sleep for ever. 

“ I am not speaking in enigmas, Lucille ; I tell you 
merely a necessary truth,” he answered her gravely : “ As 
3 'oar guardian I have the disposal of your future ; of that 
future those who love you will each seek the charge ; it is 
for you, not me, to decide to whom it is finally entrusted. 
His Grace of Beauvoir has to-day sought your hand from 
me for his son. What answer shall I return to Lord 
Bowdon ? ” 

Her eyes had been fixed wistfully on him as he spoke, as 
If scarcely comprehending him ; at the clearness of his last 
woids a blush, the first he had seen there, flushed her 
cheeks, her lashes drooped, her lips parted, but without 
speech, and he fancied that she shuddered slightly. 

His tasl: revolted him, he loathed it yet more in execu- 
tion than in anticipation ; but Strathmore let no trace o»' 
repugnance appear, he addressed her calmly and gravely, 
as befitted one who filled to her, in her eyes and the 
world’s, her father’s place : 

“ I do not need to tell you, Lucille, that such an alliance 
is almost the highest in the country, and one of the most 
brilliant it would be possible to command. His father tells 
me that Bowdon loves you as much even as the fancy of 
youth can wish to be loved. To exaggerate the rank of 
the station you would fill would be impossible, and your 
happinesa>5»i 

“ OlKliush ! hush!— it seems so strange.” 

The^ords were spoken rapidly under her breath, and 
almost with an accent of terror, while the flush was hot 
on her cheek, and her head was drooped and slightly 
turned from'^him; it Height be the startled shyness of 
/ffirlish love, the momentary agitation of a flattered ^ride; 
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he took it for these, and a pain, keen and heavy, gjnote 
him, and made his tone more cold, though as calm and 
even as heretofore, as he went on : 

‘‘Nay, you must hear me, Lucille. I but repeat to yon 
what the Duke has said, and ji is no light matter to be 
dismissed hastily cither way. I am no ambassador of 
a love-tale ; but I should err gravely in the place I 
hold towards you, if I did not put fully before you 
the eminence of the rank for which your hand is sought, 
and the splendor of the alliance into which you may now 
enter ’’ 

lie paused suddenly, for she turned towards him with 
a swift movement and that caressing grace with which 
as a little child upon the sea-shore she had leaned against 
him, thinking she had done wrong to touch a stranger’s 
dog: 

“ Hush ! you pain me. Why do you speak to me so ? 
Are you tired of me, Lord Cecil ? ” 

The color wtis still warm in her face, but her eyes, as 
they questioned his, were pleading and reproachful, and 
tliere was a naive plaintivcness in the words and in the 
action, with which she turned and clung to him, which 
touched him, even while they struck him with a sense of 
keen relief, of Vivid pleasure ; it would have cost him 
more than he had counted to surrender his right to gladden, 
to guide, and to control this young life ; it would have 
been the surrender of Erroll’s trust, and of his own 
atonement. 

He drew her gently towards him with that tenderness 
which existed only for her, begotten of circumstance, while 
foreign to his nature : 

“ Why does it pain you, my love ? Have you heard me 
aright ? I but speak to you of a marriage for which my 
consent has been sought, <%nd which is so exalted and 
unexceptionable a one, that as your guardiai^^hould be 
deeply blameable if I did not fully set before^|u all it 
offers. I should never urg# your inclination, bu% I must 
state truly all which may await you if you accept it. 
Decide noiliing hastily ; to-morrow you can give me your 
reply.” , , • 

A look of aversion and of pain shadowed her face, she 
clung to him with that caressing reliance as natural and 
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unrestrained now as in her childhood, and lifted her ejw m 
beseeching oamestness : 

“ Ob, no ! Why ? What need ? Tell tlxem at oiioe that 
I could not — I could not t” 

A gladness, which had never touched his life suxce 
Marion Vavasour destroyed it, swept over him for a 
moment at her words ; he loved her for the sake and in 
the memory of the dead, and he rejoiced that he was not 
yet bidden to bestow lier on her lover, to give her up from 
his own keeping : 

“ It shall be as you will, Lucille. I have no other aim 
save your happiness. But are you sure that you know 
what you refuse ; that you may not desire to speak of it 
ftu'ther with my mother ? You are very young, and a sta- 
tion so brilliant ” 

Something proud, pained, wistful, perplexed, which came 
into her eyes, again arrested him ; the delicate and spiritual 
nature shrank from the coarser ambitions imputed to ber, 
the worldly bribe proffered to her : i 
** Why do you tell ino of that^ Lord Cecil ? ” 

" Because it is my duty as your gUardian, not because I 
think that it would sway you, I do not. Yours is a rare 
nature, Lucille.” 

His answer reassured her, and the shadow passed from 
off her face as the warm sunlight of the w’^est fell on it, 
the smile upon her lips, so like her father’s in its gladness 
and its sunny teuclerncss, that it smote Strathmore as on 
the night when she had w akened from dreaming sleep on 
the bosom of her dead mother, 

“ Then -then — ^wheuever any others speak to you as the 
Duke has done, you will answer them without coming to 
me ? You will say : ‘ Lucille has no love to give strangers, 
and needs no guardian save the one she has ! * ” 

He smiled, moved to mingled pain and pleasure by |ier 
words : 

promise that, my child, for I fear they would 
not rcs|n‘ontent with such an answer. And, Lucille, the 
future must dawn for you as foi*'all, and you will find other 
loves than those you now know.” « 

She put her hand up to his lips to silence him, and her 
eyes grew dark* and humid v ^ 

♦* Never! Never! If the ftiture would differ from th« 
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present, I pray God it may not dawn. Are you weaiy 
of Lucille, Lord Cecil, that you would exile her to other 
caa'e?” 

‘‘Never ask that ! I wish to God my care coijild shield 
you always.” ^ 

His answer sprang from the poisoned springs of a deep 
and hidden remorse ; she heard in ifc but a sure defence 
and promise for the future, as he stood resting his hand 
upon her shoulder in |;he evening silence, while the sun 
sank from sight behind the elm-woods, and the -'^shadows 
of twilight stole over the terrace, where the winding waters 
glistened through the gloom, white with their countless 
river-lilies, as on the night when Maiion Vavasour had 
been there beside him, wooing from his lips the lirat words 
of that guilt-steeped love in which all the beauty of hia 
manhood had been cast and wrecked. 

Laughing in soft, childlike gaiety — for his words had 
made her very glad, and banished even from memory the 
momentary vague pain and fear which had fallen on her, 
she scarce knew wl^— Lucille stooped and wound her 
hands in the luxuriance of the late roses, which still blos- 
somed in profusion over the steps and balustrade of the 
cedar-terrace, covering the white marble with their trailing 
leaves and scarlet petals, and filling the air with their 
odor. Her hands wandered among them with that delight 
in their beauty which was inborn with her aiiistic and 
imaginative nature, and drawing one of their richest 
clusters from the rest, she held them to liim in their 
fragT’ance ; 

“ I do not wonder that the Greeks and the poets loved 
the roses best, and that the Easterns gave them to the 
nightingales as the burden of their song and the choice 
of their love ! , How beautiful they are — the Queen of 
Flowers ! ” * 

The words, the action, the sight and scen.^«4^ie roses, 
as she held them upward to him in the twilightj%^alled, 
in sudden vivid agony, th% memory of the womn who 
had stood there with him on that very spot, with the 
subtle, poetifc lies upon her fragrant lips, which ^ave the 
ilower that she loved value sweetness tin ms sight 
because their kiss had rested on its loaves ; it was among 
the roses that he had seen her in the morning light at 
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Yemongeauz ; it was among the roses that he had seen 
her in the summer noon, when he had spared her from 
death only that she might live to suffer ! And the flower 
was accursed in his sight. 

Those scarlet roses, with their heavy fragrance and their 
clinging dews, gave him a tfirill of horror as he saw them 
lifted to him by the innocent hands of Lucille ; they were 
in his eyes the bloodstained symbol of the assassinatress, of 
the destroyer ! 

With an irrepressible impulse he seized them from her, 
and threw them far away, till they fell bruised and scat- 
tered on the turf below. 

Her look of surprise recalled him to himself : 

Eoses have a faint odor to me, my dear ; I have not 
your love of them,” he said, humedly : Your lilies of the 
valley become you best, Lucille ; those roses have 
nothing in common with you^ the flowers of orgie, of revel, 
of secrecy ! ” 

She looked at him surprised still, for she had never seen 
his tranquil repose of manner broken until now at White 
Ladies, and it seemed to her very strange that he, the 
haughty and inflexible Statesman, should be thus moved 
by the unwelcome fragrance of a few autumn roses. 

Her eyes dwelt on him wonderingly, wistfully : 

“ Have I vexed you, Lord Cecil ? You are not angry 
with me?” 

He passed his hand softly over her hair, deeply moved in 
that moment by the tender and pleading words : 

‘‘No ! God forbid ! Act as your own licart dictates, 
Lucille, and you will ever act as I would have you. I 
rejoice that you do not risk your life in other hands 
mine. Keep your beautiful youth while you may ! ” 
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CHAPTER XLVm. 

THB NIOHT WHISPER OF THE ROSES. 

So you have seut poor Bowdon away, Lucille. It was 
very cruel, and a refusal must seem so remarkably odd to 
him I ” laughed Lady Chessville, the night after, as she 
came into the young girl’s dressing-room befcre the 
deshabille. The Peeress, young and omnipotent herself, 
was one of those women who like the beauty and grace of 
others. 

Lucille sliook her head a little disdainfully. 

It is a cruelty he will soon forget.” 

“ It is not so easy to ^ forget ’ always, mon enfant, but 
you have not learnt that ; you have nothing to blot out,” 
said the Countess : Come, tell me, Lucille, how could 
Bowdon fail to please you ? What was it you disliked in 
him ? I am curious ; ne is accustomed to be thought per- 
fection.” 

“I did not dislike anything; I never thought about him 
at all.” 

Lady Chessville laughed a silvery peal of hearty 
laughter; 

“ Poor Bowdon ! if he could but hear that ! I must really 
tell the Duke the degradation to which his beloved has 
come. But you are very ungrateful, my beautiful child. 
Can none of them move you any more ? I shall say your 
guardian has taught you his own coldness.” 

The color flushed into Lucille’s young face, her eyes 
darkened and dilated, she raised her head eagerly, while 
the rich masses of her unbound hair shook over her 
shoulders to the ground : 

‘ Cold ? ’ You must never use that word o4j]^guardian. 
Oh ! how little you know him ! There is no om^n earth 
so gracious, so gentle, so generous, so full of kindljCthought 
and noble acts. There is the coldness of his world, of his 
years, of Ms ambitions, perhaps in his look and in his 
words, but there is no coldness in his hea^t. Look what 
he* has been to me, merely becatiBe the father whom I lost 

the friend of his youth. Would one cold at heart 
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cherifth such a memory so sacredly, and fulfil a trust of itie 
dead so unweariedly? 

The firelight shone Warmly on her upraised face, through 
which the soul within seemed itself to beam ; her eyes 
looked upward proudly and^ lovingly, with the bright hair 
brushed from her flushed brow, and her lips slightly parted 
with the eager words— she might have been painted for 
Vitia Perpetua in her young and holy loveliness, willing to 
endure all things even unto death in defence and in reverence 
for her Lord. 

Lady Ofiessville looked at her and sighed ; there was that 
in Lucille’s face which vaguely touched to sadness all those 
who gazed on her. 

“ He was your father’s friend? ” she said, musingly ; “ I 
never knew that! ” 

'‘Yes; and he loved him so well!” answered Lucille, 
while her voice grew low and tremulous, recalling the 
memory of him whom Strathmore had taught her to dream 
of with more than a filial affection, because hallowed to- 
wards the dead as it could never have been to the living : 
“I cannot remember him, but Lord Cecil has spoken of him 
to me till I think of him as dearly as though he were living 
now. He died in my infancy ; Lord Cecil was with him at 
his death, and it is bediause they had lived as brothers that 
he has such goodness and tenderness for me. Do you think 
any man, cold at the core of his heart, could retain such a 
memory of one lost friend? It alone will show you that 
the beauty of his character to those who know it aright, 
equals the greatness of his career 5 eclipse it, it cannot do I ” 

“Yon are eloquent for your guardian, Lucille,” said Lady 
Ohessville : “ What you tell me speaks very differently for 
Strathmore than what society says usually ; W6 all know his 
intellect, bis power, his statesmanship, are iijasterly, but we 
never held him anj^hing but icily heartless with his subtle, 
merciless and his world-steeped egotism. I remember, 
I fimeyXiowever — I don’t exactly know what — ^but I think 
I once feard that ever so many fears ago he was passionately 
in love with some woman who deserted or betrayed him . 
did you ever hear anything of it, Lucille ? ” ' 

“ Never ! ” « She starte| a. little, and a certain look of 
disquiet and pain shadowed the eyes which were ga 25 ng 
happily and dreamingly at the flashing fire-rays. 
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« zili ! I dare say not,” said the Countess, with a little 
yawn of ennui: *‘It was a ix)in antic, terrible story, I 
jmagine ; but it was so long before my time that I never 
lieard any particulars, but very likely it may bo the reason 
hf his utter indifference to w^oincn. I cannot possibly 
picture Loi’d Cecil Strathmore loving anything but power, 
or heeding anything save . himself ! But you will rebuke 
me if I say so, ma belle; and since he is so kind to you, I 
shall do my best to believe that there is a heart under that 
polished surface of courtly and ministerial ice.” 

Lucille seemed scarcely to hear her ; her eyes Were fixed 
with their gaze of vague disquiet on the ruddy glisten of 
the fire-flames. 

“ Betrayed him — deserted him,” she muttered, musingly : 
“ Oh, surely no woman could ” 

Lfdy Cliessville looked up quickly and scanned her face 
from which the warm color had faded ; and she passed her 
hand caressingly over Lucille’s brow as she rose. 

Good night, my lovely child. Do not sib up and think 
over that bygone story I was silly enough to name to you ; 
you may be very sure that Strathmore has never suffered, 
and (I would stake much) has never loved, even in his early 
years, except, indeed, perhaps, as people— du monde as 
he is — do love, which is very worthlessly. I will not Lave 
you waste so much of your thoughts and tenderness on your 
guardian, Lucille— that cold, negligent, ambitious man, 
whose only passion is power ! ” 

Lucille drew slightly away from her hand, and a taini 
smile came on her lips : 

“ You only Imow Lord Cecil as the world knows him, 
Lady ChessvilJe ; he merits from me a tlioiisand-fold more 
than all the gratitude and reverence I can give him.” 

The Countes| looked at her again in silence for a moment, 
then stooped to give her a light kiss, and floated from the 
chamber. Lucille sat where she had left hei>i^;^changing 
her attitude, but, with her head bent forward ano^r hands 
lying lightly on her bosom, gazed into the hot and^lowing 
embers of the burning wood, with a vague and unknown 
sadness oppfessing her, she knew not why. 

Strathmore had told her aright that one^day suffices to 
destroy for ever the barrier wnioh parts childhood from 
womanhood ; and Lucille had that day lost much of the 
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golden radiance of childhood, which is happy in its imcon- 
BCiousness and content in its present. But what had dis- 
pelled it, was not so much the love which had been proffered 
to her, which, though it had startled for the moment, had 
had so little hold on her thoughts, that it had been shaken 
off from them, leaving nothing of its significance, and having 
taught nothing of its knowledge ; it was rather this shadowy 
love of a long dead past, of which she had heard to-night, 
which woke in her own young heart an unfamiliar pain, and 
made her wistfully muse on its meaning and its story. 
For the first time in all her innocent and guarded life she 
felt an intangible disquiet and uneasiness, and, rising, she 
went, as was her nightly custom, to Lady Castleuiere’s 
chamber before going to rest — ^lier own apartments had been 
altered by Strathmore’s order, and now adjoined his mother’s 
in the west wing of the abbey. She was received with the 
affection whicli had encircled her only too tenderly from her 
infancy, and which the Lady Castlemere in her aged years, 
did truly feel to this bright and loving child, who had been 
given to her care by so dark a tragedy, orphaned by her 
son’s own hand, and made desolate by his crime. Haughty 
still to most others, his mother was invariably gentle to 
Lucille; and her hand fondly stroked now the fioating 
silken masses of the young girl’s loosened hair, as she lay 
at her feet in the warmth of the fire-glow, resting her head 
against her knee ; Lucille loved warmth and light like any 
tropic bird. 

They were in strange contrast, the age and the youth— 
the grave and venerable patrician, bowed by the weight 
of many years, while something of the fire of her haughty 
womanhood stfll gleamed from her proud, sunken eyes; 
and the young girl in all the dawning glory of her unspent 
life, with the grace of childhood in every pliant limb, and 
the unworn brightness of childhood in the bloom of her 
cheek light of her hair. 

silent to-night, Lucille ? ” she said, gently, at 
last, wh®n some minutes had passed by : “ Where are your 
thoughts?” 

The color stole into her face, and she did not 'lift her head 
from where itcested. 

‘‘I was thinking — I was blinking, Madame— of wfiat 
Lady OhessviUe said just now.” 
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" And what was that ? 

Madame was the familiar title Lucille had given her 
when too young to pronounce hor name, and Lady Castle- 
mere had encouraged her to continue it, since it supported 
fcho foreign extraction from which all were led to attribute 
her birth. * 

“ You can tell me, Madame, did — did Lord Cecil, many 
years ago, ever love any woman who betrayed him ? ” 

The hand which lay on her waving tresses moved with an 
involuntary start. Had any been hinting to Lucille the out- 
line of that tragedy so long, so scrupulously, so anxiously 
concealed from her ! — had any been unfolding the first pages 
of that dark history, which, opened to lier, would reveal to 
her that the hand which she loved, and which cherished 
her, was the hand which had slain her father, as the pitiful 
among men would not have slain a brute ! 

But with the blood of the Strathmores in her veins, his 
moiher had the inscrutable serenity under trial of her 
Norman race ; and she looked down into the young girl's 
wistful eyes with calm surprise : 

Why do you ask, Lucille ? It is a strange ques- 
tion.” 

But tell me, is it true ? Did he ever love any one who 
was faithless to him ? ” 

Her voice was very earnest, even to tremulousness, and 
in her upraised eyes there was a plaintive anxiety ; and 
her listener saw tJiat entire denial would rather increase 
than lessen the little Lucille could as yet know of the 
truth. 

Long ago, my love, Strathmore loved unwisely and 
unhappily. But it is a matter so entirely of the past, that 
it is folly to recall it ; and you must never allude to it to 
your guardian. What was it liady Chessville could tell you ; 
she was a mere child in his early manhood.” 

“ She told- me very little. She said sh^^jnew nothing ; 
but she had heard of the story, and said slic tji?te«ht it was 
the reason why he was no% so cold. Why shoulij’ she call 
him cold ; he is not ? ” 

“ Not ccBd in your sense, my dear, hut in hers. He feels 
deeply — here and there— as he feels for y^u, and for tht 
memory of your father ; but Lady Chessville means that 
he hm long ago left to younger men the follies of love, 
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and IS entirely given to political life. In her sense she ia 
right/* 

Lucille’s head drooped again ; and as the firelight 
dickered on her face, it wore its unfamiliar look of vague and 
new disquiet, of brooding and unanalyzed pain. 

Oh I how could any woman betray him?” she said, half 
aloud, with an accent in her voice it had never borne before : 

How could any forsalce him and make him suffer — throw 
away such treasure as his love ? ” 

Lady CiisLlcmere caught the intonation of the words, and 
stooped to look upon her face ; a thought crossed her which 
f/lled her with a ghastly and horrible terror. Better, better 
that Lucille should learn the truth of that fatal history, 
shrouded from her birth— Icam it in all its liidcous naked- 
ness, its merciless and deliberate crime, and learn to shrink 
from the l)aTid she loved and honored, as the hand stained 
with her lather’s blood, tluin that the fear which crossed his 
mother’s thoughts as slie looked on her should ever ripen 
into truth. 

Lucille ! ” she said, almost hurriedly, ‘‘ do not let your 
thoughts wander into buried years of which you can tell 
nothing, and whicli can be nothing to you, my child. It is 
sorrow wasted, to giieve for so long dead a thing as your 
guardian’s past. All men lote, some wisely, some erringly, 
but love he himself has long abandoned and ])ut aside ; it 
had a charm for him in his earlier years, but it can never 
now be anything to him, not even a regret ; therefore waste 
no regret for him. In ilie ambitious life of a statesman, 
such wealmcsses are quickly forgotten ; associate them with 
Lord Cecil no more than you would have thought to do with 
your father, whose place he fills.” 

Her words were purposely chosen ; and Lucille listened 
silently, her head bent, her eyes gazing at the falling embers, 
the warm color in her face wavering. The Vague and un- 
familiar pain^tjll weighed upon her, and each syllable fell 
chiUy the touch of a cold blast— the last yet 

more th^ any : 

Lucille ! look at me,” said Eis mother, anxiously. 

The ghastly terror which had floated through her mind 
strengthened pith that silence, and the shadows which 
flickered over the face she watched. Lucille raised her 
head a half-broken sigh, and her fair eyes looked up- 
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wards ho her gaze, guiltless, fearless, trustful, even wliile 
their natural sadness was deepened, and the fear which had 
seized on her watcher was slaked for the time ; if it had 
grounds, as she prayed it might never have, she saw that 
Lucille, at the least, as yet Imew not her own secret. She 
bent and kissed her : • 

Go to your bed now, ray darling ; it is late, and you are 
used to early hours at Silver-rest. And, Lucille, the question 
you have asked of me you will not ask of others ? — ^it would 
displease your guardian.’^ ^ 

A faint, proud smile, tender and mournful, ' came on 
Lucille’s lips as she arose : 

“ Oh ! Madame, you are sure his name is too sacred to 
me to talk of it idly with any. I would never have asked of 
Lord Cecil’s past of any save yourself,” 

And his mother knew, as the young giii’s good-night 
caress lingered on her brow, that Lucille spoke the truth ; 
that unless any remorseless hand tore dowm ibe veil which 
hid the past, and forced ui)on her sight the secret which it 
shrouded, Lucille’s lofty and delicate nature would ne. er 
imperil its own peace by restless search or curious interrc- 
gation. Yet tlie new and diflerent fear wdiich had arisen in 
her that night for the first time could not be banished ; 
and, as she snt in solitude, she shuddered at the memory 
with which a long and varied life supplied her — the memory 
of Iiow often bfiifling man’s justice and man’s expiation, 
the harvest of the past, sown by the guilty, is reaped by 
ihe guiltless, and the curse of sin lies in wait to prey on 
tlie innocent. 

In her own chamber, Lucille did not at once obey the 
NVords which had bade her seek rest. She dismissed hei 
attendant earlier than usual, and stood alone gazing into 
the warm embers of the hearth with the little spaniel which 
her father had loved nestled to her bosom, and her eyes grew 
•"^irk and humid iu deep and dreaming thoughj^.^ This cause- 
less, unfamiliar pain was on her still ; she cou^^ not have 
told why. ^ 

A long-drawn breath, broken as a sigh, unconsciously 
parted her lips as she turned at last from watchu^ the wood- 
sparks fall in showers on the crimson ashcs^laia the littli 
dog down upon his cushions, alld, moving m the nearest 
window, drew the curtains aside, and looked out at the 
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niglit. It was almost a habit with her : from infancy she 
had loTed to watch the stars shining over the face of the 
ocean, which had been to her a living poem, a never-ending 
joy, a divine mysfery, a beloved friend ; here the distant sea 
was hidden by dense stretches of wood and hill, but its 
familiar murmurs reached hfir ear upon the stillness, and the 
stars were many in the cloudless skies. She stood looking 
out into the brilliant night, over the vast forests and the 
monastic ruins of White Ladies — those silent yet eloquent 
relics of a long-dead past — as the moonlight shone through 
shivered arch and ivy-covered aisle, on crumbling cloisters 
and decaying altar-stones, of a race whose place now knew 
them no more. Below her windows ran the cedar-terrace, 
white and broad in the moonlight, with the roses growing 
over its balustrade, and covering its pavement ; and the 
dark masses of their foliage caught her eyes, and brought 
the memory of Stratlimore’s action, and of Strathmore’s 
words : 

“ 11c called them Hhe flowers of orgie, the flowers of 
se<}recy perhaps he associates them with //-cr,”s]ie thought: 
“ Oh ! how can they say he never suffered ? His love must 
have been so strong, and his suffering as great. Who could 
she be, that guilty woman, who could give him misery and 
betrayal 

And the dangerous thoughts which wandered diinlv and 
blindly towards a dark and unknown past, filled her breast 
with their pain and her eyes wfith their tears — tears rare and 
unfamiliar, which gathered there, but did not fall. 

Then she tumed away from the late night — its monastic 
ruins, its gloomy cedar-boughs, its silvered light lying on 
the sward, and leaving in deeper shadow the masses of the 
stretching forests, looked chill and mournful to her — and, 
kneeling down beside her bed, while the glow of the warm 
wood-fire gleamed on her loosened hair and*'on her young 
bowed head^ucille prayed her niy^htly prayer to Gcd 
StratlimolSJr 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

TIITJ FIRST AWAKENHsG. 

Of ihemany avIio at White* Ladies flattered the beauty 
and sought to win the smile of Strathmore’s ward, the only 
one to whom Lucille gave heed, or on whom she bestowed 
favor, was Valdor. She was indifferent to all ; they neither 
bimished her childhood, nor^Rught her her power f and the 
graceful flatteries whidi might have done so, she heard half 
amused, half surprised, and they fell from her thoughls as 
the rain falls from rose-leaves, leaving no stain behind. To 
Valdor alone she showed preference ; not because his pursuit 
of her was made with all the sldll and fascination which 
lengthened experience in woman’s favour had lent him, but 
because she found in him what she thought a sincere friend- 
ship towards Strathmore, which she found in no other. The 
delicate intuition and susceptible affection of the young 
girl perceived, what she did not reason on, that Strathmore 
was rather followed and respected as the great leader of a 
great party, than surrounded by men’s warmer sympathies, 
and that, while he led and influenced them, he lived isolated 
Irom, because independent and negligent of, their personal 
cordiality. This never traced to its due cause, which lay 
in his own neglect and contempt of the esteem and support 
which most men seek — ^his own cold and all-sufficing self- 
reliance, which withdrew him from the pale of human sym- 
patliics. She marvelled at it, and blamed for it a world 
which she thought did not read aright a character that, in 
her sight, was little less than God-like. And the single 
reason which made her listen to and like Raoul de .Valdor 
was, because be spoke to her as Strathmore’s Mend. 

? He did not w’holly mistake^ the cause which gave him 
this preference; he Knew women tpo read this 

soilless and transparent heart at a glance; bur the very 
sense, which he felt from the onset, that ho wholted been 
the courted of patrician coquettes might perchance fail 
nere with this beautiful child, lent his love but fresh charm 
and new excitement. He saw; that the ‘tov to Lucille’s 
confidence and regard was to speak of Stratnmore *to her 
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^ ste held him; and this way he took with the subtle 
tact of the world. Strathmore himself watched his inter- 
r-ourse with her with vigilance, almost with apprehension, 
vhich at times foreshadowed to him what his haughty 
spirit, in the face of the past, refused to acknowledge, that 
circumstances may not be jp the power and outweigh the 
might of the finest foresight, the keenest strength ; a creed 
he scornfully left to weaklier and humbler men. It was 
not without fear that he saw approach her one who had 
been present at that ghastly hour when the sun had set 
upon his wrath, and who had read the murderer’s intent 
within his soul ere the shot had sped home and the life 
had fled. But all the world knew that history, though 
the world had long since let it drop into oblivion, buried 
by that sure palliator of all error — success; to keep her 
from those who knew it would have been to seclude her 
m conventual obscurity. Moreover, he relied upon two 
things : first, that none would ever whisper to her evil of 
one who stood in her sight and theirs as her legal guar- 
dian ; and again, which was yet more sure, that the secret 
of her birth had been so carefully suppressed, its every 
slightest trace effaced, its every faintest link broken and 
buried, that nothing could ever suggest it to the wildest 
di'eamer or the subtlest speculatK)r. Careful provision and 
fortunate accident combined to make it impossible that 
the will of Erroll, which was to his assassin more sacred 
than any law, could over be disobeyed — the will wliich had 
written, Never let her know that it was by your hand I 
fell.” 

“ Lady Chcssville tells me, mademoiselle, that your father 
was Strathmore’s friend. Periiajm I knew him also,” said 
Valdor, one day, as they rode homeward througli the deer- 
forest in the sunset light, with the river making music as it 
wound under the leaves, and foamed over granite boulders. 

Lucille turned to him with glad surprise: ‘^Do you think 
so?” 

** I thinK most probably. I knew many, indeed most, 
of Stratkfhore’s friends. I must ask him, for I would give 
much to recall in the past one who stood so nearly to you.** 
He spoke gently, for Valdor saw that her nature was one 
to be wooed, by tendemesg, but revolted by flattery; Ijis 
eyes ware eloouent, Iris voice meaning, but Lucille’s g^e 
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met his with the innocent look of a child, gratefiil for hm 
iitl:orest in her father, but niiconscions of his homage to 
herself* 

“ He was my guardian^ dearest friend,” she answered 
him: ‘‘You may believe how much so, when you see how, 
for my father’s sake alone, he giyes such care to me.” 

“ Indeed ! I can well believe it, for I know that he can 
feel very deeply, act very generously, though the world 
looks on him as cold and austere.” 

“ Ah ! but what can the world know of him ? It sees 
liim in power, it discerns his intellect, it listens W his elo- 
(juence, it admires his statecraft, but what can it know of 
his natui’O ? Such men as ho do not court the world, they 
lead it; they show the chill iron glove to the masses they 
rule, it is only the few to whom it is given to feel the warm, 
firm touch of the generous hand, which is mailed for the 
many.” 

The sun shone down through the leaves upon her fiKie lit 
with reverent elo(juence, while her eyes darkened, her color 
deepened, her voice grew low and tender; she was very 
lovely ill that sudden glow of proud rejoicing, mingled with 
liio poetic veneration which sHS gave to one whose darker 
traits were all veiled from her, whose pitiless passions she 
knew of no more than she knew of the evil and the bitteniess 
of human life, from which ho had guarded her, 

Valdor for the first time forgot his tact and his resolve m 
the irritation of a jealous impatience. 

“We who know him, mademoiselle/' he answered quickly, 

“ are accustomed, on the contrary, to gay that Strathmore 
lias an iron hand under a silken glove. I have seen it grip 
very brutally, though (to be just to him) I have known it 
pjve very generously. Why feel so much gratitude to him 
iis your guardian? It is an office most men would but too 
r;ladly discharge to such a ward ; and you do not know that 
‘ e is, now your early years are passed, so wholly and purely 
disinterested.”* 

“ Disinterested ! ” She echoed his last word in wonder, 
in rebuke, in as much resentment as could be roiJSe^t in a 
nature whidi had all the gentle softness of } 

and, in truth, she did not even faintly understani lelm. 

Yes, mademoiselle, you haifc yet ;tD /yoiUr- 
loveliness, your own power!” said Valdcir, itiapek^ 
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i^ittenieM : “ and Btrathmore, thoogh be is ascetic and oold, 
and bas the ice of finiiy-ei^ht years frozen about may 
not be dead to all the passions whidi once ruled him qiuta 
as utterly as ambition does now.” 

The mommit his words were spoken he repented ihem ; 
he knew how rash and ill-advised they were ; knew it most 
surely by the effect they wrought. Her eyes gazed at him 
hke me eyes of a startled bird, darkened and dilating ; the 
color burned in her face with a deep and painful Qwh ; her 
heart beat visibly in sudden agitation; she breathed fast 
and unevenly. His words flawed on her as lightning 
flashes before the sight, bringing a vague, voiceless teiTor, 
and throwing its sudden gleam on depths and danger never 
feared or knoTO before. With an unconscious, irresistible 
impulse, half bom of the innocent shyness of childhood, 
half of the newly-startled consciousness of womanhood, 
Lucille shrank from his side, and shaking the reins of her 
Syrian mare with a tremulous movement, rode after those 
who were in front, swiftly and breathlessly, as the fawn 
flees from the stag-hounds. 

“ Lucille t what has frightened you ? ” asked Lady Ghess- 
ville, in surprise, as she glanced at her face where the warm 
light fell on it through the m-imson and amber leaves of Uie 
autumn foliage. 

“Nothing.” 

.And in truth she cbnld not have told what it was whicn 
filled her with a sndden breatliless terror, nor what it was 
which mingled with tliat terror an unknown, nameless 
sweetness, which seemed to tremble through all her life. 
She did not leave Lady Chessville’s side until they readied 
White Ladies, and Valdor vainly strove to approach her; 
he was bitterly resentftil with bis own folly in having let 
such words escape him in the moment of jealonsy at the 
high place whidi her ^ardion held in her levorenoe and 
love, for he did not beh'eve them himsdf; he judged rightly, 
that Siratlq)ioi^' 6 'oare tor his ward hod its spring in some 
other motive than that of a tenderness foreign to hisnatore, 
though tlSat motive he could not probe. Valdm*, mainly 
swayed by impulse and caprice, of a transpacei^t md uh- 
]ieluo% chapter, little altered at the core by its snrfaoe 
of iud^^me and jndifl'a'entj^ was filled with angry self- 
rmoii9';.1t^ he hgfi allowed such wordg to escape him. 
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IreadifirooB to hia ho8t« itfid indelicate to bar. He* eaw iluiit 
they had etaiUed, alarmed, shocked h« with a force he had 
never foreseen ; whether the^ had revolted her liy the sap« 
position of sn^ a passion m cme who filled to her her 
father’s place, or whether they had awakened her to that in 
her own heart of which she had never dreamed before, was 
a donbt which unceasingly tortured him, crossed now and 
again by a hope that the vivid blush, that startled agitation, 
that half child-like, half-womanlike terror mi^t be born of 
some feeling for himself ; the very action wiUi which she 
had fled from him was not unlike the first dawn of love ra 
such a nature as Lucille’s, spiritual as that of Una, poetic 
as that of Undine, which seemed — 

" Too pure eron tea fhe purest human ttM.” 

He was impatient till he made his peace with her ; impatient 
till by look or 'word from her he could put his last famt and 
new-born hope to test. Brilliant, handsome, and still young, 
the French noble was pardonably sure of his fascination 
over women; here, for the first time, he misdoubted his 
|)ower, perhaps because, fin: the first time, ho genuinely and 
honorably — hvtd. 

He saw a change in her when they met araia a few 
hours later ; slight, not to be defined, yet smne&ing which 
was unmistakeable. The color was deeper and mom 
uncertain on her cheek, the lashes drooped over her eye^ 
which had lost the clearness and cloudlessness of their 
regard, and on her face in its repose there was a new look, 
half light, Mf shadow; the transparent waters of her 
thoughts had been stirred and troubled, never again to 
know their perfect peace. 

Yaldor, deeply read in the hearts of women, knew ite 
cause, and his pulses beat quicker as he thought that it 
.^ghtbe hinwlf for whom stirred that myiuai aid still 
only half-consmouB love. Strathmore notedit dho ; whmi 
he addressed or approached her he saw sometMag shjf, 
startledh a^ost timorous, id her ; the blo<nn finei®^ m 
her (feeel^ iux eyes no lon^ met his own with their 
unoonoealw firndness, in glad smHes or pleadlBi; earnest- 
ness ; he saw that something had hew sdid ac dmm to 
her to scare away the shadowless, nnthiddng peace of 

K a a 
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ebildhood,. &s a BQgle taavli floffiora io jcare from ilc rest 
the brooding dove. 

Be ttanod to young €aryU as he passed hhn in the 
drawuig'iiomis in the evemug: "Hare you brt^en your 
word?" 

The youth started and looked bewildered at the words, 
which were low-spoken but meaning, and the angry color 
itudied his face : 

“'iSc, my lord. I have the same blood in my veins that 
you have I ” 

,,The answer was spirited, and to its truth the young 
man’s candid, unflinching glance bore witness. SlTathmort 
bowed his head with that generous smile now so rare i^n 
his Ites : 

“ Tnie ! The question wronged you, and I beg your 
pardon sincerely for having insulted you with it.” 

Lionel Caryl] had disliked and feared him before, had 
dreaded his word, and shunned his presence ; at the courtly 
amende rendered, because it was his due, as gracefully to a 
young dependent kiuBnau as it would have been to the 
haa^tiest and highest among his peers, the youth saw for 
first time all that was generous and best In his nature, 
and ceased to marvel that Lucille found much to venerate, 
and much which fascinated her, iu a character which until 
now had seemed to him to possess many grand traits, bnt 
not one human syin^mtliy. 


CHAPTER L. 

mmss THB SHADOW OF THE PAUfS. 

“ Madhhois£^.e Lucille, you shnn us," whiEq)ere& 
Valdor, softly, late that night, as he was at last ^one with 
her in om of the conservatories, whither, missing her from 
the circlC hu had-tiracked, and found her ; the light ftom 
above ftUing aa her, abmt her the broad-leavedtpalms, and 
tniilliaat mrw^pers, and eastern citron trees, while the wfders 
of thetfiwnwnhy whi^ she stood fell morictdly end regii- 
*aiitly k Ihe sileQM- 
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She Started, and for the mom^. looked as ^ she would 
flee from him. 

" I did not tflitm you. I only came to fstofa my spaniol. 
Lady Adela’s greyhound Anghtens and fights him.” 

“ The dog is very dear to you, is he not ? ” 

“ Yes I He was my father’s ; the only thing I have of 
his." 

Taldor looked at her in silence where she leaned against 
the marble basin ; that fugitive likeness whidbi perpetually 
evaded him wavered before him now, and, like sopie strong 
light which biings what is shadowy into palpable shape, 
the memory of one whom he had often seen in tlie very 
place where she now stood arose before him, invoked by 
tlic groundless fancy Avith which he had associated her. 
In the remembrance of Erroll, ho saw whoso it was tliat 
Jier face recalled to- him, and the wild dreaming folly of a 
thought he had contemned grew into a sudden vivid belief, 
rootless, unproved, untenable, hot clear as the day in his 
sight. Was this Sftrathmore’s secret ? 

“The spaniel is very happy to have snoh a claim to 
yonr affection,” he said gently, and almost hesitatingly, 
for she arrested the words of flsttciy and love upon his 
lips. To whisper of passion to this beantifal child 
seemed impossible y about the youth of LuoiOe was that 
ethereality which we feel in the spiritual pictures of 
Angelico. 

She did not answer— perhaps she did not hear him ; 
but she bent her head till her lips touched the shining 
silky curls of the dog. And he saw the caress given to tho 
animal, by the young lips wliich he Avould have stalccd 
ton years of his life first to teach to tremble and grow warm 
nudor a lover’s kiss, Ins passion for her swept away all 
otber remembrnnec, and the now hope that no cherished 
stirred and strengthened in him. He bent tenderly towards 
her : . . 

“ Lucille, you, so gentle to a dog, will be meixiifal to me ! 
£ deeply regret the word^which I was so rude as to offmd 
yon tvith to-day ; will you forgive Ibem ? ” 

®e did not raise her head, bat he saw the color rise, 
deepen, and hum on her cheek, and her heart beat with 
IJnick, uncertsdn throbs ; thef gave him Wre than hope, 
almost certainty itself, and he stooped lower ftarml 
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of scaring this diy and dawning lore {torn him by a too 
swift grasp i 

“I would riot for aa empire breathe one word wiui^ 
should eTer wound you, and I ^fce in baste and ertor. 
Yon will forgive n®, will you not ? ” 

Besoatment could not exist in her nature ; the blush was 
warm on her face, and her eyes, raised to his for one mo* 
meat, sank again, but she turned to him and held out her 
hand, with pardoning and winning grace : 

“Oh, monsieur, yes ! I forgive ” 

As his lips touched her hand in gratitude more eloquent 
than speech could offer, the broad, drooped leaves or tl® 
tropical folit^ frinmg the path through the conservatories 
moved; and Strowmore, who had that moment entered 
from the rooms beyond, stood looking on them. He saw 
the blush on Lucille’s face, as it still lingered there — he 
saw the kiss which Yaldor left upon her hand, and he knew 
then who had wrought that shadow of disquiet on her face, 
and that new light in the veiled eyes, of duldhood banished 
and of love awskened. 

Yiddor released her, and turned to Strathmore with the 
easy carelessness of a man of the world : 

“ Trig cher ! I tell Mademoiselle Lucille that yon and I 
have had so many friends in commcm that 1 feel sure I must 
have known her father. Did 1 do so ? ” 

“ I told you once, no doubt yon did.” 

“ But not well enough to recall him ? Dieu ! that comes 
of leading a crowded life ! Wait ! I think I knew a De 
Yocqsal once^ one of the Yiennese Bureaucracy ? was it 

“ No ! not the same race. I remember whom you mean, 
but he is a governor in Galicia at the present time. There 
are none of Lucille’s family living.” 

He spoke so naturally that Yaldor was for the moment 
derived ; therc^,^ld be no mystery here, if must be i- 
chimera of his own imagining — a Wbble without sub* 
stance! At that moment the groom of the ebamners 
B^^nmchra him with a special despatch, marked “Imme* 
dute ! ” And with an apolc^y he quitted the conservatoiy, 
and left tlmm. 

Strathmore vAui alone with Lncille, and the silencs 
between was fbr once nnbroken, save by the falling 
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of the foimtains ; end for the first time he saw that i^e 
stood embarrassed before him, that her eyes shmmed his, 
and that she bent away from his gaze over the border the 
marble basin. It smote him with a fierce and cmd pain. 
This was the first sim of the alimiation which would ensoe 
between them when her heart wlmdered to her loTer, to her 
husband. 

Tzt, merciless to dd others, with her he allowed no per* 
sonal feeling to more uim that gentleness which he 
rendered her) for in his eyes she was socrca, ana vo soenre 
her peace he would hare sacrificed himself at any cost. Ho 
bent towards her, and his eyes, cold and nnrerealing, the 
eyes “fethomlcss and darkly-wiBe” of the Legend, softened 
with an unspeakable sadness : 

“ Lucille ! have you a secret from ms 

The reproach quirered to her heart, and her face grew 
pale, even to the lips. She started and trembled as idie 
leant over the water, playing with the lilies on its surface, 
and the pain of alienation smote him deeper and more 
cruelly — ^he was answered. 

He had not deemed it possible that this ^onng life so late 
laid bare to him in its erery thought, wish, and instinct, 
could learn so soon to harbor a concealment from him. Bet 
his voice did not lose its gentleness, nor his eyes their fond- 
ness, as he bent still downward to her ; 

“ Lucille 1 will you not trust me with it ? Ho one can 
already hare taught yon to doubt how entirely I am sure to 
sympathize with your every wish, and give you happiness, if 
Imman means can make it ? ” 

8he lifted her head quickly, and in her eyes were all their 
old love and reverence : 

“ Doubt ym f Oh no ! I could as soon doubt the good- 
ness and the mercy of God ” 

i> He passed his hand over her brow caressingly. 

“ Then tell’me what has changed you sillCb this morning? 
What is this new barrier, my child, which has arisen be- 
tween us ? ” 

The colo^ burned afresh in her cheeks, her eyes glanced at 
him shy, hanntingly, half ashamed, half filled with a new 
light, then drooped bene^ bis^wn. • 

He stood silent, beside her for a moment^ mastming that 
bitter pain, which gnawed within him j a stem word or a 
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h&TSli Uioa^t he Woold not have given her (o purt^sse hia 
cwn life; 5e waited till he ceuld speak calmly and gea% ; 

“ IjTteille, tell me — as yonr guardian Z haTe a title to ask 
—did you refuse the Marquis of Bowden’s hand, because 
your own preference turned to some other ? ’’ 

The flush deepened ovet her brow and bosom, and she 
fisted the lily leaves unconsciously together, as she stooped 
i^ver the fountain away from his gaze ; ogain her silence ‘ 
answered him : 

“ Lucille, can you not trust me in so little ? Tell me 
whom it is that — ^that — you love?” 

Ho had no answer, save the flush which burned and 
wavered in her face, the tremble of tho drooped eyelids, the 
quiver in the silent lips, as she bent down over tho water — 
these were eloquent enough. Leaning over the fountain, she 
too saw her face reflected in the water, saw all that it told, 
and all tho change wliieh had come tlierc, and with a 
sadden movement, almost of alarm, she turned and would 
have fled from him — his hand arrested her ; 

“ Lncillc, I will not force your confidence, but I must sue 
for it. I did not think that a few hours of a new and dearer 
love could have so soon estranged you from me.” 

His voioe was gentle still, but the restrained pain and 
rebuke in his words vibrated tlirough it ; her swift desertion 
from him stung him painfully. Held by his hand, she stood 
motionless for a moment, her head drooped, her face flushed 
with its hot, betraying blurb ; then die broke from him, and 
throwing herself down beside the marble basin of the foun- 
tain, with her head bowed upon its sculptured marble, she 
sobbed bitterly — tears half sweet, half bitter, bom from what 
spring she bately knew, risen from the heart which was half 
unconscious, haff fearful of all which was waking in it. Her 
tears were terrible to him ! — they were the mockery of all 
the care and prescience ivith which he had sought to wo^j^ 
out his atoncnwiib by the guardianship of this single exist- 
ence from evoiy touch of pain or misery 1 And mortal griefs 
seemed Ao have no part or sham with Lucille’s fair ethereal 
life. 

These broken, voiceless sobs tlirilled like firc'^Ijrough his 
soul, callous to^iuin and dead to mercy with all others; he 
fondly from where she knelt, and drew her to him 
till hk bright head was bowed upon bis breast : 
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“ liUcille, mjp child, what has been dcme to you I Hare 
any dared to grieve— to pain— to tamper with you ?” 

She turned her eyes on him one moment, breeching and 
fearful through their tears : 

“ No, no ! I do not know why— what " 

The words were barely abewe her breath, hurried and 
tremulous ; her face was verv pale now, her glance shunned 
his, and the sobs rose in ner throat— at that instant the 
leaves were swept aside by some entrance froni the rooms 
beyond, and starting from him, Lucille ded thrwgh the 
screen of Oriental foliage, and left him ere he couid arrest 
her. 

He who entered was Valdor. 

Strathmore stood silent by the fountain, under the dm- 
like leaves of the palms and banyans, his feco ^ cold and 
fathomless as the marble on which his hand loaned, and he 
did not greet the approach of his friend and guest by word 
or sign, as Valdor hurried to him with an open letter in his 
hand : 

" Kead that, Strathmore, and you will see, however rude 
it be, that I am compelled to leavetyonr hospitality to- 
night." 

Strathmore glanced at the paper silently, and reiumed it : 
he was intimate with all the hopes, plans, and intrigues 
of Valdoris party ; he neither favored nor condemned them, 
but it was a portion of his policy to be more thoroughly and 
early acquainted than any other with the movements 
of all foreign schisms or projects, and Valdor, passionate, 
transparent, and open as the day, with all the chivalry and 
'udiscrcliou which have so fatally characterized all extreme 
Royalists of every age, confided in and to him without 
reserve. 

“ 1 mnch regret a summons which will deprive me of the 
.^jjlcasuro of yoiff society," he said, with cold courtesy : “ but 
since you most leave us immediately, the«i»is a subject on 
which I desire to speak with yon at once." 

Valdor looked up, his animated and eloquent ejps losing 
all their Iwguor : 

“ You d» not desire it more than I, No doidit yon mean 
concerning my love for your young war^?— perhaps yon 
imagine that I may have beenVithout serious thought or 
intent ” 
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“ I imagine noiliiii^,’' said Strathmore, coldly: ** 1 have 
the honor to await your explanation.” 

Fardien ! it lies in one word — bwl” answered the 
French noble, tiie indolence and indifference of custom 
breaking away before the warmth of his passion : *‘Stiath- 
more^ 1 know well enongh*- yon will command offers of 
marriage for her far more brilliant than mine ; many will 
offer her riches, affluence, station, all that I have lost in a 
thankless cause and for a lethargic prince ; bat rank better 
than mine there is not in Eorope, and lore truer and warmer 
she will never win than die has roused in me ■” 

“ Had you not better pour out all this eloquence in her 
oivn ear? I fear I interrupted your tender scene a few 
moments ago ?” interrupted Strathmore, in his chill and 
languid voice, the slight sneer falling like ice-water on die 
impassioned and eager tones of the chiralrons Legitimist. 

Yaldor pardoned the sneer for the permission it con- 
veyed: 

« Con I do so ? Finding you alone I feared she might 
have retired for the night ; it is so late. God only knows 
how bitter it is to me to leave her at all — above all without 
a farewell — but what can I do ? My honor is involved.” 

Strathmore did not answer, but rang for the groom of the 
chambers : 

" Order horses to be put to a carriage for M. de Valdor, 
horses to post twenty miles ; but inquire first if Mademoi- 
selle de Vocqsal be iu the drawing-rooms.” 

The servant returned in a few minutes : 

“ Mademoiselle de Vocqsal has gone to her own apart- 
ments for the night, my lord.” 

Strathmore signed to him to retire : 

“ It is impossible, you see,” he said briefly, as they were 
left alone ; and with these few words he crushed out, as a 
matter of not the slightest moment, tlie gladj vivid hope hf 
had inspired, whose disappointment made Valdor’s cheek 
pale as he turned away with a swift movement and paced 
the conatrvatory with fest, uneven steps. Suddenly ho 
halted before Strathmore, who bad not moved from his posi- 
tiem, standing under the palm-trees, with his Imnd on the 
marble toin. « , 

“ I must trust myself to your mercy and intercession 
then. Will yon be my ambassador with her ?” 
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“ Hare yon gtounds fbr Buppodng that she retnntt yonr 
love?” 

Yaldor haeitated a moment : 

" Grounds ? No. I dare not say that I have, thoogh 
she has seemed at times to prefer me to others, and too 
night——” • 

“ What of to-night ?” The question was sharp and 
imperious. 

“ To-night I could have svvom that her hem't had wakened, 
and wakened for me ; her blush, her shyness— tell you 
saw her the moment I had left her— do yon believe that I 
deceive myself or not ? ” 

“ I believe that yon do not. I believe that Lucille loves 
you.” 

The answer was cold, but it was rigid to truth. There 
was this that was grand in Strathmore’s nature — ^he never 
spared himself; and those words had judged him justly 
which had drawn him “a dangerous mw always, but a 
false man or a mean man— never.” 

Valdor’s face lightened with a frank, glad, passionate 

joy: 

“Thank God I And when I return, you will give her 
to me ? ” 

" I will never oppose what concerns her happiness.” 

“And I may ask you to be my intercessor now? ” went 
on Valdor, swiftly, in the quic± eagerness of a nature which 
knew hot joy and scorned a timorous hesitancy as cowardice, 
as he stood before Strathmore in the midnight silence under 
the aisle of the palms : “ I am compelled to leave her in 
what will seem to her a manner so cold and strange, that it 
may w’ell look incompatible with any love worthy the name ; 
may I trust to you to make it clear to her why I go, and 
why I could not wait even for the assurance and the farewell 
f'^norrow could have given ? Will you leave no doubt, no 
cloud, no mystery, on my departure which^night wound her 
or chill her towards me, as one who has not loved her as she 
has a right to be beloved? Will you feel for me in the 
absence to which every law of honor binds me in the moment 
of all other/ when honor is most hard to follow ?— will vou 
remember lhat I am driven from her in the very hour whei 
T Have learnt to love as I never !eamt beforS? and while 1 
am fnr away, defenceless and powerless against all those who 



4!t8 STgATtmH^ 

vill strive to rob me, will 70a goaxd for me what 70a 70111. 
self believe that I have vron ? ” 

Strathmore listened, the lids drooped over his wes, nis 
foee impassive as the marble against which he leaned, whilst 
Yaldori forgetting all that he Imew, mid all that mmor said 
of riie heartlessness and callousness of the man to whom he 
pleaded, poured out his rapid words, while his voice grew 
mellow and his eyes dimmed with the earnestness of what 
hefolt. 

“ 'Will yon, Strathmore ? ” he repealed again. ** I do not 
asli it for my own sake alone, hut — ^if Ae should love me— - 
one doubt is a woman’s cnrse, and that soft, delicate, lofty 
nature will never love but once.” 

Stratlimore stood silent, still, his face in shadow under 
the drooped palm-loaves, his eyes looking down into the 
water whore the lotus-lilies she had toyed with floated 
lazily; none could have told what might be passing in 
him ; liis thought was deep, but none could have said it was 
painful. After some moments, he lifted his head, and his 
voice was clear, cold, serene : 

“ Before giving you my promise, you must give me yours 
to one thing — ^your love for Lucille is genuine? ” 

“ It is, so help me God ! ” 

* “ Sufficiently so to concede what I shonld exact in the 

event of your becoming her husband (I speak to you now, 
of course, not as your friend, hut as one who fills her father’s 
office), namclj-, that you would relinquish and give me your 
word never to rejoiu poliUcal risks and intrigues. I could 
not consent to place her peace in the hands of one who 
would unavoidably jeopard it by hazarding his own safety 
—for a Patriot is but a Conspirator if he fail. You would 
do this ? " 

Valdor hesitated a moment 5 his political creed was portion 
of his very blood and life, and the ardent Henri-Cinquiste 
revolted from^onderaning himself to the,, inaction 
which he could not rouse his party ; hut the stronger ardor 
of a new-born passion prevailed at last ; he bent his head : 

“ I ^ould, I swear to you. ** And now, Strathmore, may 
I seek yow word, that you will guard my hofti firom being 
destroyed during my absence, and will say to her of my love 
ooll 1 would m^sdf bawe said to-night ? ** 

Yea, I will do so.” 
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His voice -was tranquil and pafisionldes ; ijb had no milae< 
lion of reluctance, but equally ncme of willingnesB or friend- 
fillip ; it was simply the of a man who dnqerti^as a. 
duty, but it fdso bore with it the unmistokeablo assaranee 
of an honor which will unfailingly execute its word once 
jiMged. And that assurance ValdOT recognized; he 
stretched out his hand, a ginteful light gleaming in hie 
eyes, with unwonted emotion : 

“ Thank you, from my soul! You have relieved me of all 
fear, for I know, ^rathmore, that though those who trust 
to your menw may he in danger, those idio tmst /to your 
honor are earn. In a brief while I shell return to claim 
Lucille at your hands." 

He spoke in the thoughtless candor, the transparent 
farmth, of his own heart; the shadow which fell across 
his listener’s face from the swaying palm-trees above hid 
from him the light which, for a second, leapt to Strathmore’s 
eyes, like the sudden flash of steel in the gloom. But 
Strathmore gave him his hand, and bade him (Jod-speed— ' 
and without falsity. Ever scrupulous in honor, he would 
be no traitor here ; he would keep true faith with this man, 
since it was this man whom Lucille loved. 

As Valdor left the conservatories, he saw a spray of JilieS 
of the valley fallen from Lncille’s dress, natund flowers' 
jireserved by some peculiar art; he recognized them, and, 
stooping, took them up ; they were dear in bis sight, for 
tills now love of the French noble had something of the 
knightly, chivalrous reverence of old, and all those wlio 
approached Lucille learned to feel the sanctity and the 
purity of the young girl’s rare nature. He put the fragile, 
fragrant flowers in his breast, and with them still there 
went out into the night ; his heart was heavy with the pain 
of enforced absence, but it was warm with hc^ and with 
the firm belief of love returned, belief he would nev§r have 
"slf cherished bpt for the testimony of St^jjtjtmore— a testi- 
mony he felt instinctively was sincere because unwilling ; 
and he thonght of her tem^srly, longingly, trastfulhr, as he 
leaned from the carriage window and looked hadr St the 
gray, stately^ mdancholy pile of White Ladies as he left it 
in the gloom of the moonless antnmn night. 

die whom he had quitted, pledged to frilfll the office 
entrusted to his honor, stood for awhile moticnlesB beside 
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llii hand clenohed haid on itg marble 
^Ita.'; iJl emi. of which he had nerer dreamed oioiroled 
him up ftom the poisoned ashes of dead jwbi a 
‘ otpte^^wlich jie had nerer foreseen or feared was befine 
wbyr to wrei^e. -He was no coward, no 
trato-^he could not ehripk from that which lay befora 
he c(^d not sacrifice the life he had swom at all cost 
tp preseiTe joyous, and knowing not pain, only to secure 
tii himself a selfish and barren desire — ^the brate desire of 
the mim who, fond of a treasure, destroys it rather than let 
it drift, l^lessing and blessed, into the lires of others. 

For awhile ho stood motionless there, with his band 
messed -oh 'the marble where the. young girl’s brow had 
lain ; thmi with swift, uneven steps at first, later on with a 
harder, firmer tread, as though ti-cading down the accursed 
ishapes which rose about him to torture imd to tempt, he 
walked to and &o the pathway bordered and shaded with 
the palms. This man-r-wliom his brethren deemed cdd 
hnd callouB to all pain, as the bronze to which they likened 
Inm, and who in his arrogance had held that life was a thing 
to be moulded at will, defiant of Ood or man, of death or 
circumstance^ suffered — suffered a fearful doom, such an 
(me as purer souls or gentler natures never know. 

Once, as he passed there in the midnight solitude, he 
looked up at the drooping and curled leaves of the palms 
above, mid a bitter smile came on his lips: 

« The emblems that fools choose of Peace, they are fitting 
in XT boose 1 Peace ! peace I — there is none 1 Oh, God, is 
thme peace in the grave ? — or does science, that knows we 
fot, lie as well as nescience that babbles of its resurrection? 
Is there peace there— dull, dreamless peace— or in death 
numt we even renumber I ” 

And in the heartsick, tonching' mockeiy there was s 
miseiy jp'eater than lies in grief. 
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STRAtHHOBB bad accepted dotj to p^forno, aad 
what he bad once set before himself he never riirank nor" 
paused. With as little mercy as he drove the sted into 
the souls of others, he drove it into his oWn urhcn ^coasimi 
arose ; self-love and self-reliance were dommant in SuDf, but 
self-pity he disdained as the weakness of the ooij^. It 
was for Lucille’s sake that he had ^ven the pled^ txac^ 
from him the night before ; it was for Lncille’s shke tha^ he 
prepared to fulfil it rigidly and to the uttermost tetter, not ^ 
grudgii^ly, nor with constrmnt moreover, but with a com- * 
plcte and unfaltering justice to the man who had trusted* 
him. 

And he sat in his library on the morrow braced to his ' 
ordeal. He was calm, and ready to carry through whidi 
he had appointed to himself: what he had once ete(^ to 
do he was strong to do, whether it were to infihot ae to 
endure. 

The room was not the great library, ccninnon to all, but 
a private one, the books against whose walls were parlia- 
mentary or philosophical, and where no one but his secretary 
ever joined him. It was noon, and the windows stood open 
to a shady and secluded part of the gardens, with tim 
Western sea beyond the deer-forests. 

He sat alone writing the history entrusted to him; 
delicacy to her, not distrust of himself, prompted him to 
l elatc it thus, for Strathmore, having once sweoted tlwt 
wlpch he had to do, was of the stuff to thrust his turm into 
the flame unblenching, and hold it there till it had con* 
jiUied without a sign of pain. So he iiy9 te — wrote the 
truth in every* iota of what had passed between him and 
the man who loved her, a calm, just tetter,, such as » > 
guardian might well write to his ward, leaving doubt 
unjust to tfe absent, withholding no esprewon which 
could assure her she was beloved by him, speaking of him 
as he deserved, as one not fanlttess Withont*dOBb^ butf-aS' 
a generous and chivalrous gentleman, finally tefiving ha 
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fr<» to be happy in hie lore if she wonld*, with sach kind 
and thoagh^ul words of perscpial tenderness for het own 
peace’ as beoamc his position towards, hcr-^such as her 
thtbor, had hg lived, might have penned to her on the 
t,urniag-pomt of her young life. The writing had the firm 
i^d delicate clearness of, his habitual hand; the words 
tfpre gentle to her, and just to the uttermost to the absent ; 
the style was courtly, lucid, terse ; there was not a trace 
lhat its composition had cost him anything, or that any 
feeling moved him save solicitude for her welfare and her 
future. Yet, when it was done, the dew stood npou his 
forehead as on the brow of a man who had passed through 
some great torture, some great jieril, and his head sank 
down till it rested on .the ebony writing-table ; ho felt as 
though the curse of his evil past were rising aronnd him 
with its sensual, murderous vapoi', and stifling his life like 
noisouons fumes. 

“ It is just — ^it is just,” he muttered, “ that I should sur- 
render her to llie oue who was with me when 1 slew him. 
Ectribntjon— is there retribution ? Only for cravens and 
fools ! Do I grow a coward as well as a traitor ? ” 

He flung tlie letter from him, and arose and went to the 
open casement, where the fresh west wind of the morning 
was blowing among the thick ivy which dung to Uie mui- 
liohs. He wanted to shake feom him this whidi had 
newly assailed him. Strathmore was of the world, and one 
amongst its rulers ; his deiiy was power, the essence of his 
life dominance, and that which weakened or undermined his 
strength, he would have cut out by the roots and torn frrad 
him, ho matter at what cost. Angnish might fasten nn his 
solitary hours, remorse might seize the brief watches of the 
ni#t,"but to nothing would he again yield the power to 
sh^e his ambition from its hold, or lessen the haughty 
egotism, the unshared and uninterrupted consecration to 
his carSer, which .gave him his ascendancy amongst men. c-t 

As he stood “fnere ho saw Lucille. She whs feeding one 
qf the pet fawns with rose-leaves,' only a few yards ftoni 
mm ; scid in the fall of the lashes over the eyes, the smile 
npnn the lips, the whole attitude with whio^ her head 
dropped as she listlessly held the leaves to the little 
there m» something of weariness and dejection. 
Postl^ she htt4 heard of Yaldor’s departure, !^u^ as 
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vet, thM «airly in the day, it had not become gen^elly 
known among the numerous guests at White 
Taming, she saw him, and the rose-leaves feU froni her 
hand’; she came to him with the gladness and grace of bet 
habitual greeting, fleet as the fawn which followed her, 
ringing ite silver bells j but the blush, which he had serai 
for the Srst time .by the lotus fountain, came on bra* face, 
her steps lingered more slowly as she drew nearer to him, 
and she did not lift her &ce for the caress wfaicb she was 
used to receive as a child receives her_ father’s. /The new 
love had already stolen her from him; the shadow of 
estrangement had already fallen between them. , 

“ Have you anything you wish to say to me, LuciUe ?” 
he asked, gently, as he advanced to meet her with the 
graceful courtesy habitual to him to all women, but which 
to ner alone was not imreal. He asked the question with 
some anxiety, some hope; he would fain have kept, at 
least, her free and fearless confidence — ^it was difficult to 
him to believe that she had so learned to treasorc thoughts 
too dear for him to share. 

She lifted her eyes with wnnething of wonder mingled 
with shyness ; 

“ No — nothing.” 

He dropped her hand, and was silent a moment, while 
she stood beside him stroking the lifted head of the fawn: 

“ Do not think that I wim to force yoto confidence,, my 
dear,” ho went on, gently still ; “ bnt I should be glaa of 
a few minutes alone with yon. Will you come into the 
Ubrary now ? ” 

He held open the glass door for her to pass through; 
but she slirank back, sometlung of the startled fear with 
which she had fled from him the ni^t just passed cme 
on her face again, while her color wavered: 

“ You wish mo ?:— now ? ” 

‘“The reluctance stung him to the soul ; 

“ Certainly not, if yon bo unwilling. It is no matt^.” 

Strathmore re-entcrod the iibi^, saying no mgr^ ; Bs 
let no living creature disobey him, but to her he would 
not nse coeerarai, not even command, and he lie^ iier, le^ 
she— who knew not the blow she dealt — 8ho]j.ld wring from 
him one stem or bitter word. From snob she ms as saer^ 
to him as are the dead to the living; he would no moM 
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ime iMsed bis voice barishlj to her theft we etiotfld rsSsb 
oar hsnd to etribe some hallowed and beloved Gtioe that liu 
within its coffin. 

,Ab he took np Ms letter, and sealed and addressed it, 
standing with his bade to,.the windows, he did not heat 
her follow him, he did not see her at his side, till be felt 
her lips touch his hand, and started at the caress to med) 
her eyes raised wistful and pleading to his own s 

“Lord Cecil, did I displease you? Are yon aftgiy with 
me?” 

“ I conld not know miger to you, Lucille.” 

" But you look coldly at me — ^your words are not libi 
your own. Are you sure I have not vexed you? ” 

He stooped to her ; and the cold, clear, indexible voice, 
which never softened for mercy, nor faltered for pain, nor 
altered in welcome or invective^ in courted or in mockery, 
but was ever tranquil and icy alike to friend or foe, quivered 
slightly as he did so, 

“ Ludlle, once for all, believe me ; you can only pain me 
if I see jrou pained ; you wOl most truly obey me, most 
truly rejoice me, by showing me that your heart has not 

ungratified wish, nor your life a single soirow. There 
is a letter lying there I wish yon to read; do not hasten 
to answer it, to-morrow will be ample time for that — to- 
morrow, at this time.” 

His bps touched her brow in his usual caress, and he 
quitted the libraty. 

She sank into his chair, and her head drooped, while the 
sunlight, danting in through the ivy leaves, fell on her 
brow, while her lips were slightly parted in dreaming 
thought ; not wholly the childlike thought, poetic but un- 
^adowed, with which she bad gazed over the seas at 
Silver-rest — more restless, more vague, more troubled at 
itself. c-r,, 

“How goodhe is! — so great, so powertul, so famous, 
yet w untiring for ms,” she whispered below hd breath : 
“ Pain*nim ? Oh, how could afay ever pain hinL or disobey 
his lightest word ? That guilty woman, whoaorsook him 
jft the past-rhow could die ever betray such a heini as his ? 
iPinhiip hra nl^noiy is bitter to Mm still; perhaps he has 
ant^faer as he loved her I ” And the burden 
of those loiig-huried years, of that veiled past she did not 

V . 
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know, already ci^ ita first &int shadow over l4ioi11e> 
where she aat with her head bowed, and her eyes tra* 
oonscioasly tracing the pnth across the ^ies of an antninn 
flight of swallows, winging their way to cross the golden 
land where her father’s grave was Md, ami the jone- 
coverod mountains of her mother’s Htmgarian home, <m 
towards Syrian air and Cashmere citnm-groves. 

Some moments had passed when she remembered the 
letter he had bade hmr read ; she to<dc it np without interest 
till she recognized his writing, then she opened it hr et^r- 
ness — all that her guardian did or said was sacred to her : 
she wonld hare dubelieved the witness of (he nniverse 
which had bid her see a stain npon the charaot^ whose 
very coldness to others only served to make her* feel the 
more his constant gentleness to h^elf, and the inflexibility 
and force d whose will and ambitions only snflked to man 
the more allnring and marrellons to her the tenderness he 
invariably displayed to her alone. 

She q)ened his letter with eagerness ; but as che read, 
the color left her cheeks, a look of wrmdering pain came 
into her eyes, and at its close her face lost all its warmth 
and light; she pushed ba(^ the hair from her brow with a 
movement of startled disquiet, and her lip tremble. She 
sat silent, gazing down npn the open sheet, covered with 
its clear writing and its ^passionate words $ she was very 
young, and the love proffered to and pressed en her had 
little other effect upon her than that of wonder mid some* 
thing of repulsion, she had no need of it, no wish for it, and 
it hm almost a terror for her. Phrases in this letter, more- 
over— those very phrases which most expressed solicitude 
for her welfare, and did most justice to Yaldor’s claims and 
story — smote her with a deeper pain. She felt for the 
solitary time in her bright, brief life, wounded, stricken, 
left alone. Her tears garnered in her eyes, but did not fall, 
and the hand.whicb lay on the ebony answtf Strathmore's 
chair closed on it with the force of repreamd pan : 

" Is he weary of me, that it would give him pfo^pwe to 
exile me to another lifo ? ” 

It was tins thonght whirdi made tiie mist gatbear betweffli 
hmr eyes md the wheeling flight of the swidlows in the 
stfb j this thonght which brtragm over ber&Se a fook which 
it IM never wmn in her b^^ef mnny lifo— a lodk timi 
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‘ which Skathwtore, for the sshe of the4c^, bad 
act his will to guard her, as though he held the mcdciugiuid 
the mamiBg, tie warp aud the woof, of the -tsngled wei of 
Fate which is woven by hazard in the shadow of a Awk 
Qseerttunty, and is not to be Ofdoted or rirau by the ut «r 
^e strength of man. ♦ 

“ Lucille I what is it that has grieved you ? ” 

She started, and looked up in the smdight. Before her 
stood young Caiyll, whom she had sent for rose-leaves ft« 
tlic fawn ; the y^g man’s face was troubled at the shadow 
upon hers, and his frank eyes shone with the love he was 
forbidden to speak, and in which she, used to tenderness 
from her youngest years from all, and especially from him, 
never dreamt of danger. “ All things loved her,” as she 
had once said in her early infancy ; and of another love 
than tiiis affection which had always surrounded her, of 
the passion which her beauty awakened, or of the misery 
which it might cause, Ludllc was utterly nnoonscious. 
H<cw life and her education had been such as to leave her, 
far longer than most, the gnilclessness and purity of her 
childhood. It would be long ere the world could teach 
such a mind, grossfu* taint or darker kQowledge ; it would 
idiako off the evil lessons as a bird’s wmg shtdees the 
night-dews. 

“ What has grieved you, Lucille ? ” repeated Ncllo, as he 
knelt before her. 

“ Nothing ; at least — I do not know,” she answered, 
slowly, while she pushed the hair from hw temples with 
a certain beat and weariness. 

“ Something has,” he persisted. “ Perhaps my uncle — 
Her face was flushed with light in an instant^ (md her 
eyes tamed on him with rebuke : 

“Nello! for shame — hush! When was Lord Cecil 

ever othenrise than generous and gentle and kind^ to 
mi” . ■**- 

The young man set Ms teetii hard ; with the keen in- 
siglrt of jealous love Ite f6are4 none of his hiUIiant rivals 
who circled abont her, free to whisper what they would, 
while his own lips were sealed to silence, as hwteed this 
gCatefol aitd loytd devotion to the man whose years were 
Qouble his, vibo ^od itf her father’s place, and whoso 
mfloxible ^aracter looked to the youth 
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onawiuiob w feeli^ had ever touched^ box mahaefiSjevox 
smitten* , 

“Oh, JiBoilH Lucille J” he said, with bitterness, fox it 
was a hard ordeal to chain down his words to go np %^her 
tlian his honor had pledged, “ have a few weeks changed 
you so that you have forgotteii all the years from your 
iiiiancy, Kud will not even share what grieves you with 
one whom you used at least to tnist and love as a 
brother ? ” 

She. looked down on him suiinised and regret|itl; the 
olmngc was not that she gave less, but that he longed for 
more, and she wondered, self-reijroachingly, how ^ie had . 
wounded him : 

“ Lear Ncllo, you ars my brother, and I am not altered 
— not altered in one shadow ! I could never ohange to 
those I love.” 

“ And I am among them ? ” 

His voice trembled, his heart beat loud ; it was hard not 
to pray with all his soul and streugtli for one love greater 
than all the rest, but it was much to keep his hold on tibe 
silver cord of her child^memories. Her hand strayed 
among tlie waves of his hair, while the eyes that trero 
clear with the single hearted loyalty of yonUi gazed up 
into her own, and the swift sunlit smile that was her 
lieritagc from her father lighted her face ; it seemed to 
lier so absurd that he could doubt slie loved him, her 
playmate, her favorite, her brother ! 

“Nello I it is you who are changed ! You never asked 
those foolish questions at Silver-rest! You know I love 
you dearly, very dearly. None will ever love you better 
tlian Lucille.^* 

She spoke with the consoling, caressing affection of a 
loving child to one whom she fears, while she woudw how^ 
she may have wounded, and the young man’s frank, teU^tald 
ft^e gleamed \jith the light of hope and Sfiftih ; the love of 
his year^ if reverential and poetic, has much of thp element 
of worship, and is quickly gladdened by a little, unlikie the 
fierce, imperious, egotistic passion whicii, if it haveixot all, 
has notbifiig; Ho thanked her with joyous tmnier words, 
wliich he found hard to rein in to the limits of hls promise, 
and led her out imo the sunlight. • 

“I see nothing of you, LucUle here/’ he* pleaded 
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•*G)>q me thlfl morning alonO} as though we were as Silver* 
rest” 

She hesitated a moment, listening ; it was to the roll of 
carriages taking Strathmore and several of his^male goestfl 
to a meeting twenty miles away, which, as Lord-Lieutenant 
; of the county, he had promised to head. Then she went 
with Caryll where he liked, her guardian’s letter lying on 
her hewt, and lying— she knew not why — ^with a dull pain 
I there. 

The park was very beautiful in the autumn noon, with 
surge and beach, cloud and sunshine, golden woods and 
winding waters, all molten together in the amber light, 
and they wandered where chance led them. To her, to 
whom the brown chestnuts in her path, the sweep of a 
flight of deer, the glance of the ocean through an avenue 
of forest-trees were poems, all life, all nature were fiill of 
beauty ; and he had no world but in her face, and knew no 
music but her voice. They came at last to the small, 
gray, mediaeval church of White Ladies, ancient as the 
Abbey, with dim, storied windows, and Gothic walls all 
wreaked and darkened with ivy scarce less old. It stood 
shut in with foliage, and singularly still and peaceful, with 
the sheen of the sea gleaming below through its trees, and 
the lulling of the waves making solemn, melancholy requiem 
over the buried dead. 

Hush 1 it is so beautiihl ! ” she whispered to him, as if 
the sound of his voice jaired on her in breaking the silence, 
while her face reflected the tender and holy memories of 
the place, as it reflected all such things but too deeply : 

Listen ! the sea itself murmurs softly and low, as though 
it were afraid to wake them. It is not death Acre, in the 
stillness, in the sunlight, under those shady leaves— it is 
onty sleep ! ’’ 

ue was silent, gazing on her as her eyes filled with a 
reverent tendes^ss and a softened light, es they loo^ 
far and wistftilly beyond the beauty round her into those 
snblim^ and mournful mj'sterief of life and death, whither 
the po^c spiritual mind had wandered far away where he 
could not follow. V ^ 

I love the German name, God’s Acre,” she said, softly, 
after long silence : “ It scorns to say that while the world 
is only busy with the living, and so soon forgets its best 
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irhea thqr are goste, He love^ and lias gathered, the 
lost.” 

“ Do not spetdc of tiioae things, Lncille ; death aeems too 
l^mtal a thing to remember with yotc." 

The joath felt> ae all felt in her presence, something 
more tender than awe, more vague tnan fear, as looking 
npon a flower whose brilliance is too delicate and fragile 
to bloom on earth, a sunshine too shadowless and too }mre 
to be long lent of heaven. She smiled a little dreamily, 
and her hands wandered among the long, waviqg gi^a^s 
and coils of ivr, patting them tenderly aside the 
nearest grave, whose single gray stone thcy.h^ 4%m 
in their luvurianoe ; and, as she did so, ^e tmera the 
moss-veiled letters of the inscription, which waa but one 
word only ; 

ITstxUt. 

She gave a low, startled cry : 

'* Oh, Nello ! look — ^it is my name.” 

Young Oaryll bent over bor ; startled also more than so 
slight a coincidence warranted, it gave him an emotion of 
ptun to see the name he loved graven on a tomb ; and in 
the sequestered village churchyard, where none but the 
])eaKantry had been buried century after century, save 
where the lofty mausoleums of the great race of" White 
Ladies rose, it seemed one strange and foreign to find 
there. 

“ Yours ! Whose can it be ? There is no date,” he 
said, as he swept the grasses farther off the low head- 
stone. 

“ No ! Perhaps she died young, and they laid her here 
with only the name by which they had loved her, and it 
told all to them, though nothing to us. Ah ! ^ath is 
cruel, desolate, sorrowful ! The sun is warm, the sea is 
?alm, the bir^s are singing, and s/w lies thtjire — alone ! ” 

Her voice was hushed, and her eyes were flUod With a 
sad and tender light, as she wound the foliage reverently 
about the tom^ leaving cW the name that was Bor own, 
the Dame,Vhich toueVd her, strangely, found on this 
unknown and lonely grave, which she knew not os the 
grave of her mother. Her* temperamftit was vivi^v 
Busoeptible ftpd deeply tinged with the reflbotive sadnem 
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which ttsnally loarks uare and imagiaatiTe natim^, and 
the young girl to whom, personally, sorrow was bnt a 
name, felt for all things that snfiexe^ ^1 wmn 
lonely and in pain, with a divine and yearning pity. Life 
in her hands was a beantifal wonder-flower, jnet unclosing 
without a soil on its white, yirginal loaves, and the ridbest 
gold in its cslix still hidden like the ainbCT stamen of the 
half-opened lUy. It seemed so cracl to her that there 
should be any for whom that beautiful flower was braised 
and broken, and left colorless and craslvcd, and without 
fragrance, to be flung at the last into the darkened solitude 
of a closed grave ! 

And she sat silent, her hand still wandering over the 
foliage that covered the carved letters of her own name, 
while at her feet the wide, blue sea lay shining in the 
light, and the honest tender eyes of Lionel Caryll gazed 
upward to the face which he had loved from childhood. 
But her thoughts were not with him as she looked far 
away through tlie shady leaves of the church elms over 
the sramy waters ; they were with the unknown life which 
lay buried and lonely beneath the moss, and with the words 
of the letter, which tested on her heart with a vague and 
heavy pain. 


CIIAPTEE LIL 

UNJBABTHEa). 

Stbatioiobj: returned late. He came and addressed a 
few conrtly, gentle words to her, according to his oustom, 
hnt he did not even with a look seek .to learn tlie effect 
whi(^ Yaldor’s love had had npon her as he approached 
her : ■ t. 

** This day has been like an Indian snmmer I How have 
yon spqit it, my dear ? ” , 

And he noted that her cheeks flushed and bmr eyes 
drooped at his presence. * 

“ In the parE with Hello. The air was so lovely I And 
——Oh, Lord Cecil ! het face was raised now, and her 
eyes Aiu - of wistM inquiry—** there is a grave here, in 
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White Mi^s, with my name, ‘Lneille,* on the atone— wily 
that! Whoaewasit? Do yon know?” 

“ Your name ? Had it any date ? ” 

" No ; nothing but the one word.” 

He smiled a little ; and even his mother, who knew the 
history of that grave, could not ice any look on his face save 
some slight amusement with the marvel of youth at the 
ordinary trifles it meets. 

“ Were you abroad, Lucille, yon would see your name 
on many ^aves, though it is an uncommon dne here. 
Several French refugees came to White Ladies, I know, in 
’89 ; possibly it belonged to one of them. The ^ne bore no 
date, yon say ? Now, your wandering fancy can dretun a 
mournful story of exile and of severance, and weave an 
idyl from that single word ! ” 

Those around them laughed ; she smiled ; the explana- 
tion she never doubted, yet the remembrance of that- lonely 
grave lying beneath the waving grasses and the ivy coils, 
with its incessant requiem chanted by the melandholy 
seas, saddened her still j and Nello Caiyll, as he listened, 
felt vaguely and causelessly an impression, never aban- 
doned, that in some way or other that nameless tomb 
under the shadow of the old monastic church was one of 
the links which bound Strathmore to tlie voung giil, 
Lucille. 

The day had been like an Indian summer, bnt its warmth 
and serenity had been treacherous. It had become very 
chilly as the evening drew near 5 the “ wild white horses” 
of the sea dashed in, flinging high their snowy foam ; dark, 
ominous clouds drifted before the wind as the sun went 
down ; and the fisher-people farther down the coast looked 
up and saw the sure heralds of the coming storm as the gray 
gulls and curlews flew with a shrill scream over the angry 
w^ers. 

' In the 6 ame«honr while the tempest wflr^iising to break 
over the ocean and the beach, the forest and the hj^ls, of 
White Ladies, a steamer was plonghing its swift wayi»across 
the Channel^ rtnming fhst before the gale to reach the 
French coaab ere the night and the storm were down ; and 
Baonl de Yaldor leant apinst the side of vessel with 
th^ little delicate lilies of Uie valTey close agmnst his heart. 
He was on a perilous mission ; his name h^ b 4 -:^me suo* 
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pasted, an bat proscribed, hj the eaiatei^ g&r^meat, a 
trifie made known of his present errand, nnd be ** detained,” 
(Hrw(Bse; mid jet his thoughts were bright and tmst^ 
ones, for the chiTalrous nature of the Legitinust Noble 
^ew nothing of the craven hesitmioj of fear, and-^he 
loved and he thought himself loved. 

“ A rough night coming oi^ but we shall be in port in 
half an hour,” said a voice beside him. 

Yaldor started from his reverie with a courteous “ Phit-U, 
wotmettr ; " and as he raised his head saw a tall, bronzed 
soldierly man, whose face seemed to him &miliar. The re- 
cognition was mutual, though vague, on both sides : 

“ Pardon me, but we surely have met before, though I 
cannot recall your name,” said the Englishman : “I am 
Colonel Marchmont, Queen’s Bays ” 

" Whom I think I had the honor of knowing very well 
in Paris, years ago ; is it not so ? ” said Yaldor, as he 
gave his own name, and acknowledged the ac<|uaintance : 
''Surely the last time I had the pleasure of seeing you we 
acted together in on ofiair of honor ? ” 

"Ah! ages ago,” said Marchmont; “To be sure I le- 
mcmber now ; a shocking affair, when that incarnate brute, 
Strathmore, Mlled poor ErrolL I beg your pardon for call- 
ing him so ; no doubt he is a friend of yours still.” 

“ A veiy valued one.” 

“Then I offer you many apologies, but the woids 
slipped out,” said tne soldier, puffing Havana smoke from 
under his long gray moustaches : “ 1 have killed off plenty 
of men myself in the field, but there was something 1 
didn’t like m that affair ; it was cold and deadly ; one saw 
he ' meant murder ' by his eye. They^d lived like brothers, 
and he shot him like a dog, and felt as little remorse after- 
wards. I dare say Stratmore’s forgot the whole matter, 
hasn’t be?” 

“ I have nevCiF heard him allude to it, nor any one ei^ 
for many years.” 

" N« doubt. The world soon forget^ especially what its 
great men l^e to have forgotten. .He is a wopderfolly suc- 
nessfril statesman ; his politics are not mine, bat there is no 
dbiying his p^wer/’ ^ 

“He is the most able man of your country: he was 
always 'plus fin que tons les autres’ in diplomacy,” an- 
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•wcred Talder, as his hand wandered in the bieast of his 
coat, where the fragrant lilies were hidden; "hut you 
snong him if yon inu^ine him brutal. Opld he is, and, 
when he is aroused, dangerous ; still he has ^merous, and, 
indeed, great qualities. But you were intimate friends 
with Erroll, perhaps ?’* » 

“ Poor fellow, yes ! We were in the same cotm ” 

« Do you know if he had any relatives? ” Valdor's hand 
was on the lily-sprays, and a vague instinct connected in Lis 
tlioughts the memory of Lucille with the memory of the 
dead man. 

"None, 1 think, except old Sir Arthur, and some cousin 
<»• other, who had the baronetcy.’* 

“ There was no one to mourn him, thmi ? ” 

“ Nobody, except— all who knew him ! He left me a 
letter for Strathmore, and one for a woman in England, if I 
remember right ; that was all.” 

"A woman 1 Who was she?” His hand was on the 
lilies of the valley, and he felt a sadden, keen, breathless 
impatience, as though it were closing on the thread of the 
myeiery which he Im always felt encircled the young life 
he loved and connected her with him whom the world saw 
as her guardian. 

" Haven’t an idea,” answered the Englishman : " Some 
love or other, I suppose.” 

“ Do you remember her name, monsieur ? ” 

"No, it is so many years ago. I fancy it was some- 
thing fbreign ; but I recollect he addressed his letter to 
her at T^te Ladies. 1 remember that, because it was 
Stratlunore’s place, and poor Bertie was often down there.” 

“Would you Imow the name if you heard it ?” 

“ I might.” 

“ Was it De Vocqsal ? ” 

^ Hai'chmont thought a moment : 

“ Eh ? I don’t know. 1 think it was. anKes, I am ghnoet 
sure, ''^y ? " . 

“ Only because I had a Ancy of my own abimt^a story 
of his past^ and I was curious to Imow if I vm right. 
Mon Dieul how the wind is rising ; but there ate the 
Boulogne lights. Are you goin» to Paris ? ” 

* “ Yes, but only en route for a little farther ; into Scinde, 
for the next ten years, or as much longer, if those mountain 
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robbers go on worrjy'iog ns” answered ttie soldier, too 
careless and too indifferent to the matter to wonder why 
Valdop had any interest in the past history of his long 
dead friend, while he talked of Paris and Indian aftairs as 
the vessel plnnged and rocked through the brief passage 
of the stormy Channel, f^oon afterwards he was called 

the cabin, where his wife, but lately wedded, had taken 
refuge, and Valdor was left alone, leaning on the rail of 
tlm ship, while his eyes watched the phosphor light flashing 
on the crested waves, and his hand held the lilies of the 
valley as though holding the pledge of a fair futui*e in those 
delicate, withered sprays. 

His pulses beat quicker — he had learned Strathmore’s 
secret! That which every forethought had environed, 
eveiy care veiled, every prudence and expedient concealed 
beyond reach of sight ; tnat which had been buried for ever 
in the graves of the dead, in a sepulchre whose seal no 
human haiid was to break, lest the poisoned miasma should 
escape to touch with its taint the young and innocent, had 
come into liis power. Dark, uncertain, shadowy as the 
past still was, he knew enough to know what was the link 
wliich fettered the cold, world-wise, and inflexible States- 
man to the fragile tenure of a dawning life, in so strange 
a union ; what was the knotted cord of expiation worn 
beneath the chain armor, and the braided velvet, of public 
ambition, and of worldly fame, by the man whom the 
world deemed remorse never smote. He had unearthed 
Strathmore’s secret, and he forgot how pitiless to those 
who braved him, how unscrupulous where his passions 
fpcTG roused, or his m\\ was opposed, how intolerant alike 
of those who stood iit his path or trenched on his power, 
w^as one whom Nature had made cold, whom a w^ornan 
had made cruel, and whom the world had made merciless. 
He only felt : 

“/will never tell her; his remorse is holy, his seewt 
shall be safe wffn me.” 

And the IVench noble thought with a generous pity, a 
noble l^ith, of the man whose “atonement ne had learnt 
as in the shadow of the night he lifted the frail fragraiil 
>tHe8 of the valley to his lips, and kissed them reverently 
like- some hallowed relic, m he leaned over the dflfcrk 
waters while the Vessel bore her way to France. 
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CHAPTER LIII. ^ 

. -y *■» 

nr HIS DAEK HOUE. ''f 

It was near on midnight ; t!ie fires were warm and the 
I rghtfi bright in the cedar towing-room at White Ladies, 
flaslung on the silver and azure panellings the Venetian 
mirrors, the countless trifles of art and luxury, the dustcK 
of exotics and the delicate hncs of the women’s jewels 
and dresses. Some were playing chess or 6cartA some 
softly flirting, some talking of sport and some rtf slander, 
while the clear contralto of Lady Chessville echoed jfrm 
the mnsic-room beyond, where she and her idolators were 
singing the music of “ Figaro,” which they would pOTfcrm 
on the morrow in the private theatre. Within, it was 
brilliant, still, peaceful, with no sound higher than the 
murmur of voices attuned to one soft, languid key, which 
never varied in pain or in pleasure, in repailec, flattery, or 
spleen. Without, the winds were rising shrill and high' 
among the old monastic woods and the lightning was ' 
whiriing abont the fretted pinnacles of the Abbey, and in 
the lull of the music the hoUow, angry roar of the seas, 
answering the challenge of the storm, pealed through the 
silence. It was a rough night on the coast. 

“Bad night out,” said the Earl of Femneley, with a 
suppressed yawn, as a blaze of lightning flashed through 
the length of the drawing-rooms, out-dazzling the wax 
lights. 

“ Plenty of casualties,” suggested Sir Philip d’Orvdl. 

“All the better for wreckers ; they thank Heaven for 
foul weather 1 ” said a pretty woman, castling her adver- 
sary’s queen, and nestling herself in her c/iam to await 
Vi* next move. 

“Wreckers?* You touch our esprit^n cor^ Jjady 
Adela. W^e are -«ll Ministerialists her^” said Jolumie 
Vaiu, a whip and a wit. • * 

A languid >bnt general laugh gave him the answer tiiat 
flattered him" most, as a minute-gun was fired, faintly heard 
in ,the pauses of the thunder, w not stopping the cards; 
the chess, ar the flirtaticau. 



44 ^ STKATHMORB. 

“Mafi; lifes lost xM j'pnr coast in* the 
mMre asked the Prince de Volms. • < . 

“Scor^ I beliere,” answered Stratbnore, mtH.’tiegti' 
gent indifference,' as he pnrsned his ^rtd with d’On^ih 
“ Fray don’t ti^ about it, then ; it is terrible ! ” eded &■ 
Spanish beantj, 'With a sjiiver of her &n, drawing her 
perihmed^laoe about her. '* 

Strathmore langhed his cold, hlight laugh : ’ ’ 

•f‘ J« n’m voii pas la Urreur, madam / Men must die, 
it doesn’t much matter %m. If casualties, epidemiG8,*and 
^s did not take off our surplus population at intcrrals, 
we should soon be orermn. Nothing is more superfluous ' 
than those roniantic laments for most convenient laws of 
nature ! I mark the king, D’Orv&L” 

Another 8%nal of distress broke on the ear, mnffled by 
the* 'moaning winds, tis. he turned to pursue his game. 
With the proficiency of old, he brought the same skill and 
the same rules to ^rds as to the Cabinet, and won in 
both. He had been perfectly sincere in what he had just 
He had a profound indifference for mankind ; snffer- 
* ing did not tonch him ; loss of life did not concern him ; 

' with a cold, but perhaps correct, philosophy, he held that 
a thousand people killed by an accident, a battle, or an 
endemic, mattered no more in the aggregate, and was, 
therefore, as indifferent to men of sense, os the butchery 
of a thousand sheep in the shambles. 

As he looked np to deal the last g:amc he glanced across 
the room, and saw the gase of Lucille fixed on him. Her 
eyes, whose azure light deepned almost to black at night, 
watted him under their long-drooped lashes with some- 
thing of wonder, of reproach, of sorrow, mingled with 
their earnest and reverent tenderness ; to ^ he never 
spoke snch words, to her this side of his character was 
never shown, and at'itsptilessness the young heart which 
loved every lijiup' thing down to the lowliest flower, mi 
grieved for the Broken, 'wing of a bird, felt a shuddering 
UMjrednliiy and pain ; death would have been sweeter and 
more ifterdfiil to her, than to have found an error or a stain 
in him. And that gaze, as he met it, was se^ like to that 
vdiicb had dwdit on him in compassionate panlon, in mute 
re|i 09 ch, while the setting sun sank down 'tipon his wtal^, 
tlm the life his band had taken-r-the life guiltless of all 
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nn, .^Te a too loyal love for him and a too knightly code 
of hCner^mote bahk upon his cmiscience in that a^y 
with .which a sonl great at its core aronses to the suddw 
memo^ of an irrerocahle crime. ' 

He played* the game out — played, and won' with an* 
changed science and skill, or it«naa not been Stratlttmre ; 
and, crossing the drawing-rooms, approached and b^ 
down to her. 

“ ^Ton look saddened, Lucille. Are yon nnwell, or are 
you only a&aid of the storm ?” '• 

She sat a little apart, no one was near at the moment, 
and she lifted her eyes to his as his hand lay (m her 
shoulder : * 

'* Airaid ? Oh, no ! I was thinking of the people o«t at 
sea, and of their misery.” She shuddered as she spoke, for 
a third minute-gun, fired off the poast, wys audible thr^g^ 
the rich music from the room beyond and the laughing 
murmur nigh: “You do feel-for them, don’t you? You 
only said that in jest ; you would save thou, I know, if you 
coidd? It is so terrible to sit in U^t and gaiety and com- 
fort here while the ships are perishmg; it seems like guilt 
to be careless and rejoicing while others snflbr, end death 
is close at hand, ^ere is something so ibarfitl in life 
taken I " 

His hand dropped from her shoulder— the hand which 
had “ taken life ” — and, stricken by those words, as Cain 
was stricken by the voice of his conscience calling on him 
to answer for his brother’s keeping, he went out away from 
the light, the murmur, the music — out into the solitude of 
the dark and stormy night. 

No rmn was Mling, and the night was still, save when 
the winds, sweeping through the forests, shrieked and 
moaned upon the air, and the noise of the waves arose with 
a jiollow roar, like desert beasts seeking their prey. The 
^ged lightning, whirling down the sl^lit up the black 
masses of woofi^d and the gray, spectral ruins of the 
cloisters where the graves of the dead Dominicans laj ; and 
St intervals, above the tumult of the wind and sea, the 
signal of distresB broke faintly, and then died aw^. He 
stood on the terrace, looking sea-ward, his head uncovered, 
IiiS eyes meeting the electric bldzc, braving fury of the 
storm as ho had braved the cur*“ of Qod and Man. Its 
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wild i^ork rioted nimotioed, nnMt, around him; one of 
those dwi hours was upon him of which the world never 
.inew, when the pride of an arrogant and egotistic philosophy 
was rent asunder, and the throes of im undying /emorec 
possessed the soul which knew itself but the more deeply 
damned because the loftiness of intellect by which it was 
liompanionod left it no plea of the dullard’s brute igiwrance, 
or the murderer’s coarse apathy, in its crime. Ho had 
brought his guilt wittingly, deliberately, and,- though 
trodden down from memoiy by an iron heel, and forgotten 
through long stretches of time in the pursuit of irower, in 
these hours, rare, solitary, hon-ible as those hours in whioh 
the men of earlier ages, passion-riven, deemed themselves 
fiend-possessed, it uprose from the coiled and slumbering past^ 
and twisted round him as the serpents round the Laociion. 

Barely, but the more terrible for tlieir rarity, these hours 
canxe upon him. He lived again through the commission 
of his crime ; he heard the sullen splashing of the pestilen- 
tial waters ; he saw on his right hand the luminous glory ot 
the stm j he watched the last-drawn breath shiver tiunngli 
the dying limbs, while the white and quivering lira gasped 
their last words of pardon : “ Oh God, I forgive — foi^ve ! 

— he did not know ” Pardon even in the throes of 

death! And the love that he had borne him, the love of 
youth’s rejoicing brotherhood, ivse before him in all its glad 
communion, and the very earth beneath, the very air about 
him, seemed to call upon God for vengetmee for that guiltless 
life hurled into a brutal grave. 

Cold, arrogant, inflexible to the living, ‘before the memory 
of his sin this man bowed, prostrat^ stricken, accursed in 
his own sight, For this sin was irrtmeaile; and in its 
despair, its fruitless yearning, its hopeless impotence, re- 
morse looked mockery, expiation blasphemy. 

What is done, is done for all eternity. ^ 

And he stood^iooking seaward, while the> thunder echoed 
from hill to lull, and the roar of the deep rose hoarse and 
sullen. to its call. The great Jest soul of this man, which 
knew a supreme remorse, but was never smitteq by a craven’s 
fear, found the echo of its own agony in the woes of .earth 
and heaven, a^d from his lips broke a bitter cry, lost in the 
beating of the storm: * ^ 

“Oh God ! release me from my guilt 1 ” 
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111 the silence, as the temnest lulled and the winds sank 
to rise again in deadline wrath, there echoed from the ocean 
raging below, the piteous signal, and the prayer for human 
aid, of men in their last extremity, perishing nigh at hand. 
He heard it, standing there, looking down into the darkness 
with his face toward the sea, an*d as fi*om the night around 
him there arose the faint and weary moan of mortal misery, 
a voice whispered in his soul, “ Let the hand which took life 
save it ! So may its sin be redeemed ! ” ; 

And as men obey an imperative command, he bowed his 
head and went through the tumult of the storm down to- 
wards the sea. 

In the dark-arched portal of the door leading from the 
western wing, with the blaze of the lightning playing about 
lier unicared, gazing at him, while the wind drowned and 
walled from her ear the cry to God of her father’s desitoyex', 
stood Lucille. Unseen, and inspired by that instinct which 
lends courage to the weak and strength to the frail, she had 
stolen from the drawing-rooms and followed him through 
passage and conidor to the silent and deserted western wing 
of the Abbey, The bright and delicate figure w^as strangely 
I'raraed in the gray stone of the pointed archway ; the eyes 
looked wistfully out into the weird darkness of the 'night; 
the hair gleamed golden in the flame which played about it ; 
fragile, imaginative, impressible, fearful in inuch, the storm 
had no terror for her, its grandeur had been the music which 
had filled her heart with its own solemnity in earliest child- 
hood, and to which she had loved to listen as to the sublime 
rhythm of a Miltonic poem. And into danger or death she 
would have followed Stratlunore without pause or fear, even 
as she followed him now. When he bowed his head and 
went down towiirds the sea through the winds and the 
gloom, she left the archway of the door, and silently and 
j^oftH pursued his steps over the mossy ground strewn with 
rent boughs and fallen fir-cones, the steep Jnd winding path 
which led to the bj^ch. The gusts loosened her hair and 
tossed it floating on the wind, the thunder of the skies and 
Boas echoed fr^m hill to hill, the lightnings made their mad 
war about he? feet and flashed in her blinded eyes. Still 
Bhe went on— she whom the ston^-blast couldidestroy, as it 
fiesfcroyed the fairy-bells ot the forest lily — went on without* 
for she followed him. 
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CHAPTEE LIV. 

“MORITDBI TE SALTrTAllT.” 

A wiu) night ! 

A night to drown death-shrieks like the cry of a curlew, 
and play with men’s lives as with wisps of straw. A night 
with the black seas yawning in fathomless gi’aves, and tl.e 
hissing of the waters, filling every moment that the thunder 
lulled. No rain fell ; the air was hot and arid, the dense 
clouds looked to stoop and touch the Wfives whore they rose, 
a miglity wall of water, mountain-high ; a darkiuiss imj'eno- 
trable brooded over land and sea, when tlie lightning ceasi'd 
for some brief seconds, and when it bh'izod afresh tlic heavens 
were filled with its flame that lit up the white stretch of 
beach, the gray rcKiks that glittered, steel-Iiko, in its light, 
the vast Druidic forests of the Abbey stretching wcsfcwai'd, 
and the boiling, seething, roaiing abyss, where the sea de- 
voured its dead in the horror of night, to smile calm and 
sunny in the morning dawn when its mad work would be 
done, and its prey rot below, with the sand in their eyes and 
the salt weeds in their hair, and the nameless things of the 
deep creeping over their limbs — over the cliiidish brow that 
had been fluKhed warm with, sleep a few hours before, over 
the long, floating tresses that had been played witli by a 
mother’s hand, over tho lips which had been sought in the 
bridal softness of a good-night ca^^ss^ For the sea is fellow- 
reaper with death, and, like his comrade, spares not for 
*youth, or love, or pity, for childhood’s cry, or mother’s 
prayer, or iron strength of manliood. 

It was a wild night ; the wind rose in sudden blasts swift 
and fierce as a simoom, sweeping down from the wocj^ed 
heights of the fiilcient monastery over the -darkness of the 
sea, and driving against each other the (»preat masses of the 
cloude like armies hurled together. The deafening roar of 
waters met the thunder of the skies as they rqUed back peal 
on peal ; and in the lightning glare the solitary ship was 
seen, bla^ aijd spectral, ^with sails rent away and masts 
broken like willow boughs ; flung from side to side, aS a 
lamed bird is flung in cruel sj)ort, now" lifted on the crest of 
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^iant waves, now sunk from sight in the chasm of the closing 
waters, reeling, rocking, driven at the mercy of the winds, 
alone in the black, trackless waste of the Atlantic. Ths 
minute-gun was silenced now, or drowned in the tumult of 
the storm; but ever and ano^ from the tempest-tossed 
vessel there rose the shrill, piercing wail of perishing souls, 
the ciy in which Strathmore had heard a voice as the voice 
of G od, bidding him who had destroyed life save it. 

The beach stretching beneath the wooded clilfs of White 
Ladies was almost deserted. There was no fishing village 
near for several miles along the coast, and there were no 
iisher-folk, no coast-guard men, no boats, save the pleasure- 
boats kept for the Abbey, pretty toys, shaped like Greek 
ieliiccas or Turkish caiques, that would have been beaten to 
pieces in the storm like painted butterflies. A few men had 
gathered on the shore — gamekeepers, lodgekeei)ers, woods- 
men, laborers, cotters — looking lielplessly on, full willing to 
succor those in peril, but incapable of lending any aid ; they 
had a great coil of stout rope with them, but they gazed 
vacantly and sadly at it ; they had no means to use it for 
any chance of rescue unless the storm lulled, and some dared 
swim out to sea. They fell back, and uncovered their 
heads as Strathmore’s step was heard on the surf-spln'^lieJ 
sand, and the lightning snone upon his face ; he did not 
seem to see them, but stood looking outward to the ocean 
^\lierc the ship was reeling through the trough of the waves. 
Iji the uproar of the niglit, in the fury of the storjn, in the 
^ U)lence of the winds tliat swept the sea apart in yawning 
^lull's, and piled it high in beetling barriers of foam, and 
liuug it over tlie quivering vessel as though it were some 
living thing they strove to stifle and cntmiil), help fl‘om the 
hand of man seemed hopeless ; nothing but a life-boat 
could have lived through such a sea. He stood looking in 
sile^K^e outward, his head uncovered to th%>wiiids, his eyes 
meeting the electric glare unflinching ; behind him the 
granite pine-crown«A slope of the cliff, at his side the ffroup 
of men, silent, too, and watching him with something of 
wonder, for tht&y had never seen their lord take heed of the 
waste or cos^* of life upon the coast, with much of anxiety 
^md.hopc as the light flashed fli«keiingly abftut them, for 
ilityknew how bold a swimmer he was, and had heard 
tlirough what storms he had brought his yaclit in distant 



STRATHMORE. 


4S2 

tropic Beafi in years gone. And — miseon by him, for shn 
knew he wonld forbid her braving the ghastly night if he 
saw that she had followed him— stood Lucille, her arms 
wound close about a tall pine-stem to lend her resistance 
against the gusts that whirled through the forests, andbeni. 
the old wych-elms like silver larches, her lon^ hair unloosed 
apd filled with sear brown leaves blown in it by the wind, 
her eyes gazing on liim through the blinding flashes, her 
face white to the lips, but in awe with which fear for herself 
had no shadow of share, and filled with the pity, the terror, 
the sublimity, the grandeur of the storm. That wrath of 
the ocean had been the Dm Im to which she had listened 
from the years of infancy, and the solemnity of its awful 
hours had lent to her nature its depth and its melancholy. 
The ocean, in her spiritual poetic creed, was as the mighty 
servant of God, moved by his voice and ruled by his will ; 
eternal power spoke to her in the rushing of the storm, as 
eteinal mercy smiled on her in the sunlight of the seas. She 
had no fear ; and she stood with her arms wound about the 
knotted inne, and her hair floating backward from her brow, 
as in the pictures of old masters the young angel stands, 
serene and filled with an infinite compassion and love, while 
the earth is tempest-rocked beneath his feet. And on 
the beach Strathmore looked outward over the boiling 
waters, and in the black abyss, far out to sea, the lost ship 
labored. 

The ringed lightning whirled down the sky, the heavens 
were riven by the sheet of flame, the vessel stood out dis- 
tinct against the glare, so mgh, that from the shore the 
crowd swarming on the deck and clinging to the ropes were 
seen in the syrectral light. Then one huge wave dashed over 
her and laid her down on her leeward side ; there was a 
crash, a crashing, splitting noise, that echoed to the land , 
darkness fell over the face of the waters ; the moaning jyai’ 
of perishing lives pierced above the tempest roar — the ship 
had struck. \ 

Wfcen the lightning shone^out again, the wreck lay with 
its hull out of water, stranded on a sunken roek, a black and 
shapeless mass ; more than a third of its freight of human 
life had been* swept off hj the sea that had engulfed it, and 
Hie remnant left clung to the shrouds and frame-work of the 
foundered vessel, their faces turned tow^ards land, their shrill 
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Riirieks ringing through the night. Strathmore’s eyes 
glanced over the stretch of distance which lay betwixt the 
shipwrecked and the beach, and measured it unerringly — as 
unerringly he gauged the danger, almost the impossibilit’^ 
of any swimmer living through those seas. Nevertheless he 
t urned to the men beside him : ^ 

Fetch me a coil of rope.” 

IVe got rope here, my lord,” said his head-keeper, as 
they hauled the great coil nearer. 

‘‘ We can’t do nothing, your lordsliip,” said another man, 
one of his tenant fanners : “ God knows I’d rfek a bit 
to save those poor drowning wretches ; bnt even a boat, 
if we had one, my lord, wouldn’t live through that ere 
storm.” 

Most likely not,” ansTvered Strathmore, indifferently, 
stooping to try the strength of the cable with his band's, 
while the men grouped about him with wliibe, scared faces 
and eager, wistful eyes, that strained now towards the 
wreck where it lay in the heaving waters, now to^vards his 
movements, with the dull, mechanical anxiety and marvel 
with which tliose whom peril and emergency stupify look 
on at him whom they only nerve and arm. He was flinging 
olfhis evening di’ess, lashing a lantern to his shoulders, and 
knotting tight about his waist one end of the rope. He 
knew that hazard ran a thousand to one that the boldest and 
surest swimmer (mulcl ever breast the mad fury of the seetli* 
lug waves and return alive ; death availed for him in a. 
liimdred forms. He had no pity, no yearning for those 
dying in the darkness of the night ; humanity was alien to 
lis nature, and his philosophic creed held in its calm logic 
that death, as the universal law, reaps its sure average every 
year, and that the mode of its advent is of little import. 
Life was precious to him, for his power, his intellect, his 
ripened triumphs, his gathered honors, his influence over 
niei^ and nations ; it was to him as wide y,aste to risk his 
existence for that of a ship’s crew — common sailors, 
wailing women, unless childi’en — as to risk a man’s for 
that of a dog. It was nof for them that he caAe to 
wrestle with iihe storm, to rescue them or perish ; it was 
ior the memdry of the dead, it was for the rigid law of 
expiation which he had set to hiinself with ttie iron stern- 
ness of Mosaic la^ it was for the remorse which in its dai’k 
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hours forced him to any travail, to any sacrifice, to any ordeal 
which could wash the blood-stain from his hand. Thus he 
had done great things unknown to men, and witnessed but 
by God — things noble and holy, wrought on one inexorable 
principle of atonement, and wrought in silence and unseen of 
the world, even as in anqfont days the great and guilt- 
stained soul strove to cleanse and justify itself by pitiless 
penance in cloister and in battle, among the plague-stricken 
and tlie infidel, in the death-ranks of the Crusade and the 
reeking pestilence of the lazar-wards. He knotted the cord 
close about his waist, and glanced once more across the 
boiling seas ; he was a skilled and daring swimmer, and 
held all danger in the sure measurement, yet the cool dis- 
dain, of a sagacious courage. 

“ For Heaven's sake, mvlord ! you won’t try those seas!” 
said the men, involuntarily crowding nearer, tiicir deference 
to his rank, and their first-awed wonder at his cool, ra])id 
movement, breaking down before the imminence of the 
peril that he was about to encounter, single-handed and 
unaided. 

“ Strathmore, for the love of God what are you about ! ” 
shouted one of his guests, who, with Nello Oaryll and 
another, sprang down from the cliffs above, having left the 
drawing-rooms soon after him to visit the shore, not naming 
where they came lest they should ‘alarm the women ; the 
thickness of the pine-houghs and Uie wood parted their path 
from where Lucille stood, and ?liey saw her no more than he 
did on the beach as they plunged headlong through the 
blaze of the storm down the slippery, precipit ate ])ath, strewn 
with broken branches and with loosened boulders. 

‘‘ Nothing wonderful,” he answered sim])ly : “ only what 
any of my yacht’s crew would do in a second.” 

“ But no man can live in those seas ! ” 

“ Oh, I don’t know. I have swum the Bosphorus in 
rougher weathcp^still.” ^ • 

Young Oaryll laid his hand on his arm ; * 

‘‘ Lord Cecil ! let m$ go ! I swim lKv3 a water-dog, and 
your'^life is too great to be flung away on a risk.” 

The youth's face was very pale as the lightning flasheC 
on it, and his eyes shone with excitement ; he was of a 
generous, impressible nature, and it touched him strangely 
to see one whom he had known but as the haughty and 



^^MORITURI TE SALUTAI^T:' 


4S5 

ambitious Miuistc]’, the cold and caustic man of the world, 
! eady to face death for (as he deemed) the mere sake of 
those who suffered, ready to peril life to succor strangers 
perishinf^. 

My life is required of me ; yours is not/' 

The brief, calm words bore j^o meaning to the boy*s ear, 
gave that they rcftised to yield up place to him, but his 
hand tightened still on Strathmore's, and his voice, hurried 
and low, was drowned to any other ear than his in the din 
of the storm. 

“ Let me go first, at least, sir ! She would never forgive 
me if I stood by to see yon perish." 

Strathmore started, and Nello could not tell whether the 
(juiver whicli passed over bis face was one of pain or was 
bill the shiver of the flickering flash. He put him aside with 
a brief command : 

I forbid yon to peril your life. And whilc*you talk the 
wreck is sinking." 

Then, shaking himself free from the other men, he 
])lnngecl without pause into the dark, seething breakers — 
the wild, broken cry of a young voice rang out upon the 
night, as the black waves closed over him, but in the crash 
of the ternjiest, and the tension o/ high-strung excitement, 
none heard, or none regarded it. 

In tlie glare from the rent skies, those clinging to the 
sliattered wrCck saw him fling liimself down into the boil- 
ing chasm of the seas to save them, and gave liim one 
ringing cheer thnt })ierced above the thunder and drowned 
the dying, stifled shriek of those whom the waves washed 
at that instant from their hold upon the taffraU into the 
darkness yawning round, lie knew that death was nigh, 
and all but inimiiumt ; ho know that tlie keenest skill, the 
holde>st daring, could do but little against that mad mass 
of loosened waters ; be knew that in a second's space the 
claffico was, as a million to one, that he would be flung 
back upon ihe^ jagged granite of the rocks, torn, mangled, 
bleeding, lifelcssy-^r be beaten down under the weight of 
tlie waves, never to rise again. Yet he gave hirrftelf to 
the fury of ftie seas without hesitancy, and let their surg- 
ing billows *yawn for him and close above his head, while 
ovjer the wide Avaste of ocean the great dartaiess again fell, 
mi those who gazed, awe-stricken and with tight-drawn 
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Dreatli, knew not whether the issue would be life or death.. 
The ligiitniug lit the Atlantic with its blaze afresh, and in 
the ghastly hue he rose, flung to and fro upon the heaving 
foam, yet parting the black" water with calm and resolute 
strength, grappling hard with death and danger, and refus- 
ing to be conquered: thep, from the broken, shapeless 
wreck ja great cheer rose again, and rang over the seas, 
wiblime as a Te Deura, grand as the lo Triumph" of the 
victor’s pman it was the “ Morituri te Salutant ! ” of the 
dying to him who died for them. 

T&ice he was hurled backwards to the shore ; thrice, 
bruised, buffeted, borne down by the weight of the waters 
heavily as by an iron mace, he swam out again, striking 
the waves with steady, unceasing strokes. The salt 
foam was in his teeth, the lightning in his eyes, tlie seas 
threw him hither and thither, and flung him down into 
their depths. They cast him, now outward to the waste 
of the ocean, now backward towards the jagged beach 
rocks, where, once dashed upn the granite, he would lie a 
shapeless corpse ; now high upon the crested billows in the 
lurid glistening light, while the gTcat bulk of water heaved 
and rocked beneath him ; now down into the chasm of the 
yawning seas, w^hile the breakers swept over his liead, 
and in the darkness he heard the sullen roar of the 
Atlantic sounding in his ear and beating in his brain, 
and felt the surging of the waves seeking whom they should 
devour. 

Neither from wreck nor shore could his path be traced ; 
now and again when the lightning lit the skies they saw 
his amis stretched out upon the black expanse, where he 
wrestled with the winds that blew in his teeth and drove 
the waves upon him, and swayed him to and fro as tlio 
2urrent sways a straw ; or through the shroud of darkness 
that covered the deep, on which the wail of the drowning 
lives alone was hpard, the light lashed to him shonevnt 
for one fleet instant, to be lost again in thb impenetrable 
gloom, and when it sunk from sight fc^y could not tell 
whether he yet lived amidst the fury of the seas ; or 
whether he were dashed upon the sunken reefs to rise no 
more, until a rigid, sightless, broken corpse should float up- 
ward in the light of the morrow’s snn, 

A gsreftt awe fell on those who watched and waited 
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for the issue of the contest of one human life with the 
kuinult of ocean and storm ; their lips were white, their 
<)rcath was held, their brows were wet with dew ; they 
feared, they trembled, they suffered for him as he never 
did for himself ; for in the jaws of the grave, Strathmore 
was calm, and with danger,^ the dauntless and defiant 
courage in his blood rose resolute. He beat his path 
through the salt, blinding water, recovering again and a^in 
every yard from which the wind drove or the sea dashed him 
back. 

None wrestling through the tumult of the night, to reach 
what they loved best from the fast-sinking wreck, would 
have fought a more enduring conflict with the death which 
menaced him on every side, than he wdio, with no human 
love, no human pity for one of those for whom he gave 
himself, cast himself into the devouring seas, for sake of a 
sterner and a nobler duty, for sake of the atonement whicli 
should save life by the same arm whicli had once taken 
life, and wash out the stain of blood-guiltiness by the ransom 
of lost souls. 

Tlie night was holy, the storm was sanctified to him ; 
^ with each time that he arose from the salt, fathomless abyss, 
he was nearer to the expiation for which he labored ; \nth 
every stroke by which lie forced back the mad, murderous 
waters, he was victor over the remorse which in its dark 
hours made him accursed in his own eyes ; with all the 
bruised, exhausted pain of that wild work, as the ocean 
flung him downward, and the winds hurled him against the 
rocks, he felt but as in ancient days, those guilt-Jaden and 
athirst for freedom from tlie memory and the burden of 
their guilt, felt the points of the iron in theii* flesh, or the 
torturing baptism of fire, as an atonement welcome and 
hallowed, a purification before God. 

For in these hours the dark, grand, wild nature latent in 
hin^«?7ro’R^ out and ruled ; and shattered (|pwn the creeds of 
the Statesman, the Courtier, and the World. 

At last he neoffSd the wreck, beating his way through 
the uproar and the gloom, while above him the great Vaves 
were reared like the towering crest of an Alpine 8l(^. For 
a moment thd lightning died out, and in the thick darkness 
he lay on the waters, waiting tilUin ite glares he should be 
able to reach the side of the stranded and shattered hull. 
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The blaze flashed out afresh, illumining sea and sky, the 
measureless waste of the Atlantic, and the dark woodlands 
of the shore; aad--*at the instant when the dying saw their 
deliverer, and in the stead of death hope came to them— tlie 
curdled, reared waters rolled, and swept up with a hoarse, 
hollow roar, like a lion's whpn he is an-hungered and baffled 
of his prey, and broke upon the wreck. When they again 
severed, and left it free, the crowding lives had been swept 
with them, and garnered to the grave ; a remnant alone was 
left : lie was too late. The elements themselves mocked and 
denied him his expiation ! 

Where he looked upward to the shapeless, sinking mass, 
the cry of the drowning, devoured ere he could reach them, 
rang on his ear ; and from his own lips a moan broke in the 
silence and solitude of the vast ocean waste. 

My God ! my hand is too accursed to save / " 

As though in answer, from the riven clouds the soft and 
holy radiance of the moon shone out for one brief space, 
bathing land and sea with its pale light after the lurid glare 
of the storm. A few were left upon the wreck, but four or 
five women and children and j'-ouths ; these in Ihoir mortaJ 
agony, turned their eyes upon their saviour, and witli that 
mute and terrible prayer besought liis succor. No wild 
shouts greeted him as he swam to the wreck, and mado 
his footing on its slippery woodwork ; those who would so 
have welcomed him had a second before been swept away 
to death; yet as he reached the sinking ship, one, yards 
distant, wrestling for lilb in tlie trough of the sea, saw iiini, 
and gave him a single clieev, the Moriiurus to Saluto of tlie 
dying to the victor; then tlie voice died which in the throes 
of death had been lifted to hail liim who had come too late, 
and in the black whirling water the sailor sank with that 
greeting on his lips to the stranger in whom courage found 
its comrade. 

The moon wan shrouded now in the dark cUVudSj'ic^hat 
were driven swift as the hurricane across the skies; but 
the almost ceaseless play of the liglitnteg made it clear as 
day, and he saw the white faces of dead men rise up about 
him in the water, and the dark floating hair of women’s 
corpses was blown over his hands as he ^wam towardw 
the wreck, tlfrough the eeas, which were strewn with tbt^ 
flotsam and jetsam of the shattered ship, and mounted 
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with steady grasp the slielving, slippery mass, which was 
all tljat was left of the stately vessel that when the sun 
had gone down had been steering calmly before the wind, 
with white sails set, through a fair and balmy evening, over 
a laughing azure sea. When the few who were gathered 
together trembling and praying on the ^vreck, waiting for 
instant death, and scourged by the brutal stripes of the 
salt billows as they broke, saw him ascend and stand 
amidst them, giving his life for theirs, they fell upon their 
knees and lifted their blanched faces, and blessed him and 
prayed to him with tears of agony — ^their saviom’ looked to 
them not man, but Deity. 

And as they wept and clung about him, and worshipped 
nim as their deliverer from death, he neither saw nor heard 
them ; but ill that moment when ho stood upon the wreclc, 
with the tumult of the storm around, and the black waste 
of water between him and the land which he might never 
reach again — between him and the life which was filled 
with wealth, and power, and honor, and the ripe fruitage 
of a great ambition — Strathmore remembered but one, the 
Dead who in the long-buried years had fallen when the 
sun went down upon the murdcref s wrath ; and from his 
lips a prayer broke, more bitter and more yearning than 
any which those who wept about his feet prayed for their 
deliverance from the grave : 

“ My God ! Let this atone ! ” 

Then, he bade those trembling and quivering in the 
terror of the niglit to be still and of good cheer, and with 
tlie aid of the youths — lads who had been passengers in 
the ship, and could not swim — he unwound the rope from 
about his waist, and fastened it tightly to a beam ; the 
other end was held by those on shore, and when it was 
made taut, it stretched a narrow yet firm bridge through 
thojiajhless waters, a frail yet precious aid through ^e 
gfSat abyss fiiat yawned between the drowning and the 
land where lay deliverance and safety. It was a hideous 
passage — througfi the curved walls of giant waves, jjjirough 
the black s^lt chasm filled with the hollow roar of the vo- 
racious billows, through the drenching, merciless blows of 
the solid waters, witli but that one frail, vibrating cord aa 
plank between them and their destruction !* Yet the love 
of life is a master-passion, and makes the feeble strong, 
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the coward daring, the weakness of womanhood cope with 
the force of man. It was their sole chance ; one by one, 
in the glare from the heavens or by the flickering lantern- 
light, he directed them to descend, and pass along the rope 
where it stretched through the foam and the gloom, Thei’e 
were wild disorder, delirioiis panic, the agony of hope* 
conflicting with the horror of despair, the abject anguish 
of helpless women. But the same force of will which 
bore down the opposing factions of states and ministries 
made its might rule here; he who is calm and resolute in 
perfl is a king among his fellows. One by one he made 
them descend, holding back the reckless, encouraging the 
fearful, warning, guiding, commanding each, bidding each 
be of strong heart and of sure courage through the perilous 
and dire passage. Seven lives were launched by him on 
that frail bridge which he had perilled liis own life to give 
them, where it liung vibrating above the boiling surf, and 
passing tlirough the gorge of the reared waves. One alone 
was swept down into the abyss, and perished; six were 
rescued, and one by one he saw them reach the shore, and 
received by those waiting tliere, in the ruddy gleam of the. 
beaoon-fire hastily piled on the sands from the broken pine- 
boughs and the resinous firs. He had saved them. Six 
lives wrestled for with death, and brought from out the 
grave — ^might not these expiate one taken ? 

Standing on the wreck, which ho refused to leave while 
any were still unrescued, he looked across the sea as the 
wild shouts which welcomed those whom he had succored, 
and saluted the grandeur of his act, rang loud through n, 
pause in the uproar of the storm ; and on his face a light 
shone which had never been there in the days of his youth, 
and in his eyes came a sublime serenity; the peace, tlie 
gratitude, the rest with God and man, of the soul which, 
after lengthened years of travail and remorse, is at Iasi 
released from th^ brand and burden of its cfim%;^t;cid 
purified by expiation. 

The holiest hour of Strathmore’s life vfe this in which he 
stood alone in the wide desert of the ooeam 
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liOST IN THE HOLINESS OF UEOEUFTION. 
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Two yet remained, young boys but little out of infancy, 
for whose delicate hands and fragile limbs the passage bf 
the rope was hopeless. Their mother had been swept froa 
them when at the first crash upon the reef the Vessel had 
parted amidships, and half her human freight had perished; 
the children, by the wild caprice of the seas, had been 
s])ared, and sat locked in each other’s arms, the elder com- 
forting the younger, strangely stilled and in the awe of a 
voiceless terror. Strathmore looked down on them, then 
stooped and touched the elder, a little fellow of some seven 
years, whose fair locks were drenched in the brine and 
surge. 

Leave your brother and trust yourself to me. I can 
only save you one at a time.” 

The child gazed uj) at him with sad and dreaming eyes ; 
the horror of the awful night had left him passive, his 
eyes were tearless, and his face very white. He loosened 
liis aims from the little one and motioned Strathmore to 
take him instead. They were French children, for the 
ship was a Havre vessel bound for America: 

Take Victor first, not me ; my mother loved him best.” 

The plaintive, heroic answer was drowned in the hoarse 
roar of the hurricane, but Strathmore heard it, and lifted 
up the younger, as the boy bade him : 

“ I will save you both. Have no fear ; you are a bravo 
cliild.” 

He took the other in the grasp of his left arm, who was 
from cold, from terror, and from the 
blows of the heavy billows, and plunged down once more 
into the waters^;' As he quitted the wreck he saw one 
whom he had not noted,* a woman lying pro^rate, in- 
sensible, perhaps dead ; it was too late to go back, when 
be returned*for the boy he could rescue her if she lived, 
Hnd he gave himself once mqfe to the madness of the 
ucean, this time with the dead weight of the young child 
hanging wearily upon him. 
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Prom the shore they saw him leave the wreck thus ladeo, 
then they lost sight of him in the deep trough of the heav- 
ing seas ; in the darkness they knew not whether his lif 
had been laid down in ransom for those whom he had saved, 
or whether he wrestled with the seas again to be again their 
victor* The blackness of ni^ht brooded over land and water, 
while the sullen roar of the tttnnder rolled through the air, 
and the hoarse ftiry of the winds lashed the storm to its 
height — they knew not whether he lived or perished. 

Then, where the gleam of the fire on the beach was cast 
red upon the breakers, as they rolled upward, crested with 
white hissing surf, they saw him rise, bearing the burden of 
another life. 

Swift as thouglit Lionel Caryll flung himself into the sea, 
and swam to meet him, Strathmore threw the young boy 
to him, and, without pause, turned and went back to the 
wreck to redeem the word he had given to the child left 
there by his own will to perish, that his brother might l)e 
saved. Once more back through tluit terrible travail of life 
with an impending death ; once more through tijo passage 
of the trackless seas, through the darkness of the tumultnous 
night, tlirough the reared massive waves,- witli the hitler 
brine in his eyes and his teeth, with the bodies of the dead 
floating around him, with the winds hurling him hiiJicr and 
thitljer, and striking him blindly with great masses of 
curled water. Once more; while now, his breath came in 
labored gasps of pain, and every Bine^v throbbed with the 
unnatural strain, every muscle quivered, every bone aclied, 
while his throat was parched, his eyes starting, his templeii 
iching ; while, beside the whirl and the force of the waters, 
he had to coinbnt with a direr and more insidious foe, the 
exhaustion w^hich wa^ slowly gathering over all his limbs, 
and stealing out the life and power irom his frame. 

Yet strength of the Will conquered weakness of , 

he reached the wfeck afresh, and the wistful eyes of tne 
young boy, gazing into the awful night^^aw his deliverer 
retumifalthful to his word, though but ple'dgcd to a lonely 
child. Strathmore ascended the stranded wreck, and paused 
to rest, and gather force to reach the shore dn this last 
passage, whose* peril was uqprc imminent than all. A brief 
oreathing-space sufficed to give him back some strengtli; 
bis muscles were of steel, his powers of endurance grcat> 
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and his ascetic indifference to indulgence and pleasureB of 
the senses had left his frame firm knit as in his earliest 
manhood. As he paused, and looked down to where in tho 
darkness the waves were dashing the timbers of the shat- 
tered ship together, and whirling the dead bodies of the 
drowned men in the ghastly ^lare of wreathing phospho- 
rescent light, he heard a sullen menace roll and groan 
through the shattered hull on which he rested — ^it was the 
sure and ominous sound which preceded the parting of the 
lew broken timbers Avhich still held together. Tliey were 
no longer siife for a single second — one moment more and 
they would break away, destroying with them all life which 
sliould remain near the abyss which yawmed for them. It 
was quite dark; the uncertain glimmer of the lantern he 
had left upon the wreck was cast about his feet, but shed no 
light on the wide waste around, where the roar of the waves 
was heard seeking whom they should devour, and the bodies 
of the dead were washed against tlie reef, lit only here and 
I here by the weird phosphor-glitter on the surf. There was 
no time for pause, for thought; he stooped and touched 
the woman lyin|f^at his feet, she was unconscious from 
terror or from a swoon, but he laid his hand to her lips 
and they were warm; in her bosom, and her heart was 
beating. She lived ; he could not leave her there to certain 
death. 

lie bade the child mount on his shoulders, and cling 
tlose so as to leave liis arms free and his limbs unshackled ; 
Uie boy, quiet and intelligent beyond his years, compro- 
k'Tided and obeyed him ; then Strathmore raised the 
roman’s form, and grasping her firmly in his left hand, felt 
liis way with his right along the rope down the side of 
Jie WT6ck, which with every moment might yawn, and 
crash, and disappear, and so committed himself yet again 
to of the seas, thus heavy laden with the burden 

of two lives. 'The thick darkness wa^ around him, he 
could see ncither^the waste that stretched before, nor the 
vaulted skies wmeh brood<^d above him. He sank»as he 
first swam out from the side of tlie wreck, the great waves 
washed over* him, and he held himself as lost, with the 
child’s hands dinging round hiju, and the, weight of the 
wo^hian hanging on his arm. The waters elosed above 
tis head and over the boy’s fair curls, and he felt the salt 
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billows surging in his ears and stifling his breath ; he heard 
the rushing roar of the waters, he knew that he was sinking 
to his grave. Better for him to have so perished — better 
had he died thus in the supreme martyrdom of a grand 
labor, in the great ransom of a holy expiation. His death 
had then absolved his life ; *he had then yielded up his soul 
in peace with God and man ; having sinned much, yet 
much atoned. 

But death came not to him in that hour. The long hair 
of the woman swept across his lips ; he shuddered and 
sickened at its touch, he knew not why, as he had never 
done at the sharp agony on the jagged rocks, or the blind- 
ing blows of the massed water. By his involuntary move- 
ment his foot touched the projecting timber of the sunken 
wreck, instinctively he struck with all his force against 
the beam, so that the impetus given might send them 
upward to the surface ; he rose, and they breathed again, 
floating in the impenetrable darkness on the face of the 
ocean. Life was yet his and theirs wliom he had saved, 
and he lay on the black waters, parting them with the 
strength of his single arm, while afar off through the dense 
gloom gleamed the leaping flames of the beacon fire. His 
hand grasped the woman's form, which he bore up against 
the force of the hurled billows, and her hair swept again 
against his lips, and her breath was on liis check, w'^hile, 
she faintly awoke to consciousness from her trance, as they 
moved through the icy waters ; and thus they passed to- 
gether through the darkness of the night, through the 
tumult of the storm, chrough the valley of the shadow of 
death. 

Thus they passed together amidst the devouring waters, 
with the innocent face of the young child nigh them, and 
the cold limbs of the lost dead washed against them. 

As the last ranspm of his soul from guilt, atf'vtfe-^st 
traVkil in his ordeal of expiation, he was biddfen to save this 
woman’s life ! V . 

Abcrre, in the brooding skiefe, the dense clouds driven 
by the hurricane were hurled on one anothef* ; the shod; 
vibrated through the air, and pealed over eafth and sea. 
There was a lurid, hideousi light which lit in its glare land 
and heaven and ocean, and in its ghastly gleam he saw hei 
face, tha lips close to his own, the eyes filled wi!n a fearful 
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agony, the trailing length of the amber hair lying loose 
upon the waves. 

Ani they knew one another, they whom guilt had bound 
together, while they looked down into each other^s eyes, 
where they lay on the boiling, hissing, bitter waters with 
the white livid light upon theii; faces, as, in the Vision of 
tlie Poet, the doomed behold and recognize each other 
sinking in the liquid iires of the Lake Avernus. 

She gazed on him with a dumb and terrible appeal, for 
liis will alone upheld her from the yawning abyss, ^d back 
upon her ear through the mist of many years rang words 
once uttered to her in the hour of her extremity : 

If you were drowning before my eyes, and my hand 
stretched out could save you, you should perish in its 
need.*' 

Beneath her, around her, leaping up to seize her aa 
liounds leap on their prey, the waves surged and roared ; 
between her and destruction there stood but the mercy of 
liim to whom mercy was unknown ; death was upon her 
unless lie gave his life to save her, he whom she had made 
a murderer ! 

Afar off above on the hanging rock, under the dense 
monastic woodlands, with her arms wound about the great 
stem of the pine, her fair hair floating in the wind, her 
eyes gazing down into the raging seas, unblinded by the 
storm, and opened wide with straining, yearning agony, 
stood Lucille : and her young face, white and pure, and 
filled with a sublime light, was as the face of an angel, and 
on her innocent lips was one voiceless, unceasing prayer to 
God for him, in whom she saw but the deliverer from death, 
the saviour of tlie lost. Had he looked there he might still 
have conquered, still have endured; and saved himself from 
the fresh guilt which uprose and curled about him from out 
the sl^y bitter w^aters like some loathsome shape from the 
depfnsbr^the sea. But the ringed lighting circled him, 
eddying roumJ in its ghastly glare, a white whirlpoA of 
flame — fire bamiirg on the icy waters — and by its light they 
gazed alone on one another as their faces rose above tlnr 
lilack and selthing mass. 

They metlagain. 

Jn his eyes there came the dark, merciless brutal gleam 
of the passions which were not dead but sleeping, the chill, 
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pitiless, ruthless thirst of the vengeance which no time 
could satiate, no draught could slake ; she was his temp- 
tress still The noble serenity, the thankful, holy rest of 
one who has lab(n*ed for absolution, and won his way to 
meet atonement, passed from his face — for ever. Where 
the lurid flame gleamed on it as he rose above the foam, it 
grew white and rigid witfi the deadly menace of his chill 
smile upon his lips. And his hand unloosed its hold, and 
left her alone upon the fathomless sea; 

Die as you condemned him to die ! ” 

The words hissed to her through the tumult of the 
storm, and her eyes gazed up to his with a mute, appealing 
teiTor, yet with a hatred bitter and brutal as his own, 
where she was left to perish, the water reaching to her livid 
lips, her brow turned upward in the scathing light. Then, 
in the circle of the azure flame that played upon the chaos, 
Marion Vavasour sank, downurard, downward, till the loose 
trail of her hair floating on the waves was beaten beneath 
the billows. 

Darkness fell over the ocean, and darkness as of the 
night covered his own soul, w'hich for one holy hour of 
travail and of martyrdom had soared upward to God's 
light, and had failed in the supreme instant of victory, in 
the crowning ordeal of temptation. She had been his 
temptress again, and again he had fallen ; again through 
her he knew himself accursed. And on his face a great 
agony gathered, for the weight of liis guilt lay afresh upon 
his life, and the work of his expiation was tainted and 
shattered, and in vain — ^his ransom had been lost even as 
it was redeemed. * 

No human sight had looked upon that awful meeting 
on the waste of the ocean ; its history was hidden in the 
shroud of the storm, in the wildness of the hurricane, in 
the beating of the seas j the darkness brooded over land 
and water, darkness impenetrable, filled with tbs;*i=tieJ«^!ngs 
of the winds an^ the roar of the ice-chill bl'caJccrs. When 
the light broke forth again from the riren skies, they saw 
him 'ijowering above the boiling waters, and holding the 
young child aloft; erect, and with measuied movement 
he came through the surf, breaking breast high upon the 
shorei, the glare upon hip. face, the cold surge parted by 
his arm. Then as the loud shout of those who welcomed 
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tlieir deliverer vibraLed throui^ii the midnight, Strathmore 
reached the land, and, mthout word, without sign, reded 
and fell, even as one dead. 

A bitter cry, wailing through the night, rang on the siienoe 
as he iclL 

There was a swift, noiseless sweep, as of a sea-bird^swing, 
past those who gathered round him ; in the lurid light they 
saw what seemed to them a spirit face, rather of heaven than 
of earth. Lucille sank down beside him, where he lay npon 
the wet and surf-strewn beach. 

Her lair hair swept backward from her brow, white 
flow^ers still tangled in its loosened masses; lier face was 
blaiKjhed witli a tcrril)le misery, her lips laughed with the 
delirium of joy, meeting and mocked by the delirium of 
des[aiir. 

‘‘He is not dead? Oh, for the love of God! saved — 
sav(id ! ” 

Her voice, in its anguish of appeal, thrilled above the 
tumult of the storm, above the hoarse roaring of the 
la’cakers; it pierced tliroiigh the niisls of the exhaustion 
>\]iieh clouded and dulled his reason; a shudder ran 
l.hroiigh his frame where he lay stretched, felled in his 
spent strenglh, like a stately pine that the tempest had 
broken and laid low: 

“ Saved ? No ! Lost! ” 

His soul awoke to its guilt ere his senses revived to tlie 
world; but the low, delirious words died muttered and 
unheard upon his lips. Life was dark and meaningless to 
liiin. he reinombeued nothing save thM|i dim horror of un- 
expiated guilt; the noise '^51 the rushing seas was in his 
br^iij, the throes of a great suffering throbbed and quivered 
through his strained limbs, an iron weight seemed to lie on 
him, crushing the breath from out his chest, as the lead and 
bcaingj^w^re piled on the condemned in ancient days; he 
wa’i^'%inliing dqjvn, down, into a fathomlcits abyss, while his 
temptress twisted and writhed and netted round him, and 
would not let him loose ! Jiis eyes unclosed, and opened 
Mindly and in pain to the wild hiry of the night, to the 
ghastly whirjing of the lightning blaze; and he saw the 
ei'iM-faoe above him, with its fair, angel light tind its agony 
i>f •voiceless prayer. What had* she to do •there, in the 
night in the storm, with the black seething waters, i&ith ^ 
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the lastly, giddy flame? In a faints unconscioua gesturCi 
he stretched out his arms : 

Lucille I” 

Their eyes met ; and at the murmur of her own name by 
his voice, the unnatural strength which had sustained her 
through the tension of that horrible hour whilst he warred 
with storm and death, gave way, and with a low laugh of 
delirious joy she sank senseless down on the damp sands, 
her head bowed unconscious on his breast, her bright hair 
trailing in the surge, the virginal flowera tangled with the 
black beach- weeds. 

And in that moment, as he met her eyes in the dizzy, 
lurid glare that swept in flame over earth and sky and 
ocean, a light more terrible than the death-fire that played 
upon the sea flashed in its sudden dawn through the blind 
mists before his sight. 

He knew that Lucille loved him. 


CHAPTER TAH. 

THE HARVEST OF THE GUILT REAPED BY THE 
GUILTLESS. 

The dawn broke, the pine-boughs were sun-batlied in the 
light, the snowy surf was tossed upon the beach, the waves 
swept up with 6ta|ely measure, and broke in melodious 
murmur on the shore, and the curlews flew through the 
fresh air. Earth and sky and ocean kept no record of their 
work, and over the sunken reef where the ship had found 
her grave, the wild blue waters, rearing in the sun-gleam, 
broke in joyous, idle mirth, crested with snow-whitp^fbam. 

The dawn cam^ soft and fair ; and beneath the%'aw/far 
down in the salt, bitter depths, were floating lifeless limbs 
and trailing hair tangled with^he noxioth: weeds and briny 
grass's of the sea-bed ; and on the shore d^ad limbs were 
stretched and dead feces were turned upward to the light, 
presently to be Iain, nameless and unmoumed, in the shado\v 
of the old monastic churdi, in the shelter of the still Dniidic 
woods ; and — as the sun rose, and shed its warmth upon the 
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waters^ oue life trembled between earth and eternify# It 
was that of Lucille. 

Through the horror of the night, through the peril of the 
storm, an unnatural strength had upheld her while his life 
was ventured ; when he was saved, the tension of nature 
broke like a bow over-strained,^ The young, heroic, high- 
wrought nature which had found its holy power in love, 
and had kept its vigil through the madness of the tempest, , 
and in the air laden with death, was like the sacred light 
>vLioh burns in a porcelain lamp ; the brighter, ^e fuller, 
IJie purer the light from within, the frailer the human- 
wrought porcelain which prisons it, the surer to break and 
be shattered to dust, that that light may escape heavenward, 
/o be lost amidst its own likeness, which it has found not on 
earth. 

With her cheeks deeply flushed, with her hair still wet 
with the he»avy sea-spray, with her eyes closed in a stupor 
that was not sleep, or opened wide in vague, wild fear, she 
lay unconscious of all that passed around her. She deemed 
licrself still on the sea-shore, clinging to the fast-rooted pine, 
and beholding the war of life with death, waged in the dark 
seetliing waste below. Her low, swift voice, full of the softest 
music, was never silent; incessantly and incoherently, with 
a sad, sweet, wild pathos, it spoke — now, of the black moun- 
tainous waters, that were burying him beneath them ; now, 
of the terrace-roses which he had told her w^ere the flowers 
of sin, the flowers of revel — why had he said tliat? — what 
was it that he meant ? — now, of the solitary, nameless grave 
lying under the ivy coils and woodland grasses by the old 
monastic church, which she had seen in the morning light; 
why was it Lucille’s grave? — was she to lie tlicre when she 
died ? — and now — ever and again — of the wild storm-night, 
of the dying erv^is ringing above the tumult of wind and 
the dead floating in the white lightning glare, of 
the reared s^ which stood betwixt hjpi and her, of the 
fathomless ocean-depths where he had sunk for ever, of the 
d„.ith whence hB would nejer return. 

It was sti^ngely piteous that delirium which 8poke*of him 
unvaryingly as dead, and betrayed in its unoonsciousness a 
love which was the religion of her life. 

- Pacing the terrace beneath •her windovfs, which stood 
open, Strathmoi*e heard it ; and had his foes beheld him in 
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that hoar, they would have known, then, to sirike, 
and roach the life which, in all else, was chill and invulner- 
able as the cold, polished steel. 

Those who saw him when the day dawned, thought that 
the haggard, broken look which nis face wore was the 
weariness of shattered strength ; that the dark and hollow 
circles beneath his eyes, the air of spent force and worn-out 
.pain, which had for the sole time in their memory displaced 
the cold repose of his face and the proud, negligent dignity 
of his bearing, were but the result of the past nigdit, wore 
but the physical prostration attendant on the injuries in- 
curred in that dread contest. They did not know them as 
they were ; they did not know that bodily suffering, and 
the exhaustion of powers overstrained, were uiifelt by him. 
What made liim sick unto death w^as tlic dark Imowlodge of 
the guilt shrouded in the blackness of night, Juried in the 
sepulchre of the seas; what bruised and broke tlie cliill and 
haughty egotism of his strength, w^as the impotent, baffled 
sense of despair before the expiation which was undone 
before his sight and beyond the power of liis hand to stay. 

Ills soul had striven to a great atonement, and he had 
given his life to its travail; and as he reached it, it had 
perished from his grasp, and left the guiltless to suffer for 
his sin! 

He knew that Lucille loved him. Standing there, where 
he had made his way into the cool, fresh aij*, be heard in 
every accent of the voice, which thrilling with pain and 
rising in plaintive appeal echoed to him though th(^ open 
casements above, the love which he had never dreamed or 
feared until that hour when J)is eyes had mot hors, and he 
had known it as no words could ever have told it to him. 
And his first sense then had been one of fierce, sw'eet, sudden 
icy. No other could steal her firom him — he, too, once nK>re 
loved ! The next, remembrance returned, and a 
agony swept away /ill touch, all chance, all tljcnightoFTItet 
forbidden gladness which it only needed memory to destre^ 
for ever. , ^ 

He Knew himself a murderer ; his hand co^ld not seek 
hers with a husband's touch, knowing that it lay the 
stain of blood-guiJtinoss ; knowing himself for what he was, 
he could not t^e a soillesb life to lie within his bosom. 
Shrouded from her sight, between them arose the eternal 
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barrier of his crime, severing for ever the guiltj from the in- 
nocent* Though through long years of joy she were nevet 
to learn the secret of the heart on which she was blddeU to 
rest her own, never to hear in the still watches of the night 
one unconscious word which should unfold to her the 
covered crime wliich haunted sle^p, the union would yet be 
unholy — a dark, forbidden sin against her sacred innocence, 
against her beautiful and loving youth, wedded to the life 
which knew itself aocursed. 

For the blood-stain was fresh upon his hand ; and where 
lie stood in the silent dawn, looking outward to the sea, he 
shuddered. In the light of the breaking day he saw but 
the black chasm of the yawning waters, and the livid face 
turned upward, and sinking slowly in the guilty night down- 
ward and downward till it was lost for ever. 

He held the deed just vengeance of the dead ; just retri- 
bution to the murderess. Now, in the pure light of the 
lair dawn, Strathmore did not repent Um ; though seventy 
times seven she had lain at his mercy, he would have re- 
fus(»d it as he had refused it in her death hour ; he would 
still have craved to see her suffer more ; he would still have 
bidden her perish with iron, pitiless hate, for slic had known 
aright that his nature was, as the vulture's, to tear — as the 
lion’s, to rend. 

But for the very guilt to whi(th his soul had sunk afresh, 
lie abhorred iiimself, as he thought of the atonement so 
hardly labored lor, so nearly won, and lost by tlie strength 
which had passed through its martyrdom, to be vanquished 
hy its own passions at the last ere it had grasped the vic- 
tor’s crown. For although the one sin lay buried in the 
])ast, and the otlier had been shrouded for ever from all 
human sight and ken, in Jiis conscience he Wiu none the 
less branded as the destroyer of Jiifc ; in his own know- 
led '^nuJwidcd none the less from all innocent and hallowed 
things, from all pure and holy youth. • 

And Lucille loved him I 

He, who foy <fie sake of *thc dead would have givf n his 
life for hers^ was powerless before the retribution which 
arose from .out the office of his solitary expiation. She 
must lose all the beauty and the glory of her youth in the 
shame of a hopeless and an unaScepted love j and he must 
never let loose one Word of consolation, one caress of ten- 
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demeisfi ! He was powerless ; she mnst snlfer, and he mnsi 
behold the life he had sworn to from all breath oi 
consoionsness of human grief and worldly evil, smitten and 
accursed through him ! 

He had never by the faintest thought foreseen this issue 
of the care and the fidelity with which he had followed and 
I'ulfilled the trust bequeathed to him by Erroll ; he had 
never feared or dreamed that she could ever feel for him 
any love deeper than the filial and child-like teudemess she 
bore him as her guardian. Of the good that he had done, 
the fruit was evil ! And far back through the stretch of so 
many and forgotten years the words of Kedempta the Bohe* 
mian came back to him : 

The past has been wrought by your own hand, but the 
future will escape you. You will seek to build again, and 
lo! the curse of the dead sin will rest on your work, and 
the structure will crumble, falling to ashes as it reaches its 
fairest. The sin to the guilty has been avenged, but tlie 
sin to the innocent will never be washed away.” 

The future escaped him ! How should his hand grasp 
it, while on its palm was the slain of guiltless blood ? And 
the sickness of a despair was on him ; he fought 
against fate, he strove as with God^s vengeance for a 
slaughtered life ! 

And from above, in the silence of the waking day, h(^ 
heard ever the ceaseless, plaintive wail calling upon his 
name with the delirious words of an unconscious love. He 
could not hear them and not seek her ; he felt that he must 
silence them all at any cost. W'ere she to die for him, to 
die through liim I , 


‘ CHAPTER LVII. 

( t 

“AKD nETTUBUTION AROSB.” 

Hk (Watered the bouse and approached her Ofiamber ; on 
the tlireshold his mother met him, but he hfxotioned hel 
aside : 

L0t me see^ber ! I sta’ud in her father’s place.” 

In the hour of extremity the world is forgotten ? she let 
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him paj&s, and he stood in the stillness of the earJy day, in 
the chamber filled with the ceaseless moan of the voice that 
called upon his name. 

Where Lncille lay, the light from the sunlit east fell on 
her, deepening the golden hue of the hair, damp and clogged 
with the clinging sea-water, th^ fevered, scarlet flush upon 
the chocks, the wistful, haunting pain in the dreamy eyes ; 
and as the full light on the heather-bell, where it lifts its 
delicate head, on the bloom of the flower, or the hue of the 
sea-shell shows their beauty, only also to show their 
fragility more, so in the brightness of morning he saw, as he 
had never seen before, how frail was the life on which the 
work of his expiation was garnered. All of atonement that 
could be made by him to the dead hung on this brief 
existence. 

He stood in the shadow of the chamber and gazed on 
licr ; in that hour he loved her, purely, deeply, willing to 
give his peaiie for hers, as he had never loved— the one 
SHcred and unsullied thing in a life world-con*oded and sin- 
stained. 

Where she lay her face was turned towards him, her 
hair swept backward from her brow ; her eyes looked up- 
Avard with a sad, wild pain, and she raised herself, with a 
piteous gesture of appeal, as the vague, unconscious words 
emne swift and jdaintive from her lips, murmuring the 
strange burden of a weird, mournful, Scandinavian legend, 
woven in her thoughts by the unbidden wanderings of 
fever : 

“ Roi>os in> eecret keep, 

Wliile those around mo sleep ! 

What does that mean ? Tlie roses may hear, but they can- 
not whisper again. He would not have me gather roses ; he 
callejl^ them the flowers of sin. Why, why ? Others must 
haVe'sinfied tj> him ; he never sinned, is so great, so 
noble. He cares for me Ibr my father’s sake ; only for that I 
Tf he loved mc^e would ngt have bidden me go to strangers. 
He knew J^lle had no love but for him. Perhaps^he mm 
angered becalse 1 gathered the roses ? ’’ 

The words died away wearily, while in her eyes came a 
t/oubled, wondering look* And he on ^hose ear that 
innocent voice rang stood haggard, broken, an iron 
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calm on his lace and the darkness of guilt on his soul 5 
stricken by those unconsciotis words as by the sword of an 
accusing angel 

Then a wild terror leapt into her eyes ; she lifted herself, 
with her hands outstretched, and a wailing cry : 

“ He is dead ! He is dead ! The seas have covered 
liim ; he cannot rise I Look, look ! — it is so dark — tlierc 
is no light ; the waters ,are on him ; they have buried 
him ! Let me go, let me go — oh my God ! — and die with 
him I ’’ 

Her voice rose in passionate anguish, her hands were 
stretched out to the empty air, her eyes were filled with the 
misery with which they had followed and sought him 
through the horrors of the Bt>orm ; while the light of the 
waking day Avtts blight upon her face, she lived through 
all the torture of that awfiil night, in which she had beheld 
his life ventured and given to the mercy of the storm. 

He heard her, ho heard the piteous apjieal of the k)vc 
which in that hour he would have suffered a hundred deatlis 
rather than have knowm, given to himself ; and he saw that 
if any could save her he could alone. He moA^ed from out 
the shadow where he stood, and drew near her bed. lie took 
her hands within his own, he bent toAvards hci’ Avith the 
gentlest tenderness, and his voice was calm, Avith that tran- 
quillity with Avhicli Strathmore could rein in and veil his 
deepest passions, his most bitter agony : 

“Lucille, look at me; J am with you. My life is sale, 
and what harm can touch you Avhilst I am near you ? ” 

His Avords pierced through the delirious mists in which 
her brain Avas wandering : ho hold her hands closely within 
his own, and his eyes looked down with a serene and loving 
light into her own, which met them with wild, senseless 
pain. And slowly and soothingly the calm, fixed gaze mag- 
netized hers, and tranquillized her like the stealing 
the lotus-fumes, wjiich give rest to the Avea7 limbs, and 
lulling dreams to the fevered brain. The love which had 
endangered now restored her life ; she kne\N his voice, she 
knew Bis touch, she knew bis gaze, as she }iiA known no 
others ; and the Avildness faded from her ejet, the ghastly 
terror passed from off her face, a smile, faint but sweet as 
the glad light/'of the dawn, shone on it ; and as her head 
droojied and sunk in exhaustion her eyes looked upward to 
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liiin witli the love so unconsciously betrayed — then, as they 
closed, her face was bowed upon his arm, and he alone heard 
one broken word upon her lips : 

“ Saved 

The sun rose higher over the laughing seas, the white mists 
o(' the hills rolled back before th^ brightness of the day ; still 
nlie lay there, her head resting on his arm, her hand lying in 
his, her hair sweeping liis breast, its long masses still tangled 
as by the winds, and heavy with the salt surge of the driven 
water; she had sunk into tljc fevered, uncertain sleep of 
exhaustion, and while a touch could awaken her lie wouhl 
not move. His strained sinews aehed and throbbed, as those 
of men taken from off the rac^k, his limbs were bruised and 
tiTJi by the conflict oftlie waves, sickening pain and blind- 
IK'SS were still on him from the unnatural tax his strength 
laid borne. But he did not stir, or seek to release himself 
IVom the constraint of the attitude in which he leant over 
and su])i)orted her, till the restless, wakeful, still half- 
delirious slumber had deepened in the hushed calm of the 
silent ehamher into the deeper sleep of salcty, with which 
the fevered fliisli faded from the cheeks, tlic breathing grew 
low and t.rau(|uil, the face lost its look of pain, and the life 
of Lucille was spared. Then he gently loosened his hands 
fi’om licivs, unwound the hair wliicli Jiad coiled about his 
arms, moved her from him without breaking her rest, and 
going irom out her presence passed to tlie solitude of lus 
own chamber. 

Unseen, liis mother followed liiin ; as he passed the 
threshold and entered the silent and (anpty chamber, she 
drew near and laid her l\and upon his shoulder— *the long, 
white, shapely hand, wliich is made to hold firmly, and to 
close on power — the hand of the Stratlimoros of White 
Ladies. He did not move, nor tura his eyes to her ; he 
V!too((J^ silent and motionless, while the dark, heavy folds of 
the*'port'i#re swung behind him ; he kne\]j her words ere they 
were spoken in liis ear : 

“ It is you v^orn Lucill^ loves.”, 

“ I know j/t’ 

“ You knet4 it, Strathmore ?” 

“ I knew it to-night.” 

.His mother’s hand tightened whete its light tenaciems 
hold lay on his shoulder, her proud and aged features grew 
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^aJer, and her voice, haughty and mellow still iu her declin- 
ing years, sank lovrer yet : 

And you 

He put her hand from off him, and moved to the deeper 
shadow of the mullioned window. She was answered. 

A shudder ran through ^her frame, and her lip quivered, 
her voice sank lower still, as in tlic awe of an unutterable 
horror : 

“ Oh, my God ! She — you ! It must never be/’ 

“ No. It must never be.” ^ 

His voice was calm ; but there was that in its chill tran- 
quillity which appalled her with a great terror ; shfe was bih 
mother, and she loved him. It was not for her voice to lift 
itself and say : “ Behold ! the guilt was yours, it is but just 
tliat its chastisement should overtake you, and be also yours ! 
It is but meet and due ! ’’ 

She was his mother, in his remorse she had succored 
him, in his retribution she j'-earned to him ; and her proud 
hands, trembling, fell upon his shoulder again, and bei 
white, stately head w^as bowed while her hot tears fell upon 
his breast ; 

“ Mv son ! my son ! You suffer *’ 

« I v> 

The word rang out in passionate bitterness, in loathing 
and pitiless condemnation of himself ; for Strathmore had 
in him the nature of those who. in monastic days in the 
austerity of remorse, gave up to pitiless torture their bodies 
for their sins : 

I ! What matter liow / sutler ; it will be but just. It 
is she — she, the guiltless ! ” 

His voice sank, the dark veins swelled upon his temples ; 
he moved fix)m her again, and sank down with his head 
bowed upon his arms. She had broken the deadly calm 
which in men of his blood and race she knew and d rea ded 
most; but where^she stood by him, she — ^the 'ageST^knd 
imperious womai^ w)io, iu all her years, had known no 
fear — trembled, and was sore afraid, foiv she had never 
iintil 'this hour beheld tne ))0iJtls oi* his pasbqjus loosened, 
or the cold pride of his strength beaten d*wn; and Rh« 
shuddered beneath the horror of this unforeseen retribution, 
which, striking the guilty, must attaint and destroy the 
innocent : 
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God help her ! ” she said, brokenly : She will suffer— 
the must suffer. But it could never be, Strathmore! It 

vere too horrible ! You— you ” 

An assassin ! Say out the word.” 

His voice rang out hollow and hoarse, bitter with his 
hatred of his own life, of his own soul ; and she did not 
know that the darkness, as of night, which was upon his 
face, was that of fresh guilt; that in the morning light he 
saw but the whirl of the giddy waters, and the white face 
upturned in the phosphor glare, and the amber hair float- 
ing out on the black waste and beaten down beneath tlie 
foam : 

“You have striven to atone — ^you have done all you 
could,” sItc murmured : “ Effort is man’s, Strathmore ; but 
tlie result is with God ” 

“ Atone ! Ay ! I have labored to atone, but the end of 
the atonement is accursed. I can destroy — that is tlie 
devil’s work ! — ^but I cannot expiate. My peace, my life, 
my soul, I would give them all for expiation ! and I cannot 
roach it. Cain bore his brand for ever ; so do 1.” 

The words were wild and hollow in their pain, their 
bitter, futile yearning ; the one cry wrung from the broken 
strength of a great lost soul. 

And his mother shuddered as she heard, and covered 
her face, trembling even as Eve before the guilt which 
wrecked the mighty sin-stained life which she had 
given, and which had once been nurtured guiltless in her 
bosom. 

For a long space there Avas silence between them, and 
ha seemed not to note nor remember her presence where he 
stood looking outward to the early day, with the darkness 
on his face, which had come there when his hand had 
unloosed and left the dying to her grave, and the holy 
lighi^^;.£acrifice offered, of expiation won, had died for ever 
from his eyes* • 

His mother lifted her head and looked at him, and in 
her haught^/gjfos, which tad rarely known such weakness, 
blinding gathered— tears for the strength and the 
weakness, ^Irc grandeur and the guilt, the sanctity of 
remorse and the brutality of hate, so strangely blent and 
woven in this nature, whose wfll had powef to conquer all 
save the passions which wTought their own curse. Sht 
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drew nearer to him, while her voice was dropped so low 
that its whisper scarcely stirred the air: 

Stratlimore — one word —you will not seek to expiate 
the past by what would be but added’ sin? Loye between 
you and his child could never, must never, be ! 

Love I” , 

He shuddered as he spoke, and the wild haggard weari- 
ness upon his face deepened, while his eyes were bloodshot 
and filled with pain. The wwd was horrible in his eai'; 
the name of that mad, sweet, delirious sorcery which he 
had loiown once, never to know again; which even now, m 
hours of memory, he longed for, as men yearn for thcil 
dead youth j which had been the well-spring of his criiru', 
the poison on his lips, the tempter in his soul, the beautiful, 
vile lie which liad betrayed him and driven him to his 
crime. 

“Love! — her! My God! if she knew me as I 
am! — she would ablior me — she would hold my v(3ry touch 
iwjcursed. Wed her to her fatlmr’s murderer! Ay! it 
would be but added sin. Mij life cannot— and yet— who 
would have cherished her as I V 

The last words his mother did not hear, they were stifled 
almost ere tiicy W(‘re spoken ; and with a gesture he signed 
to her to leave him, and let him be. His nature was too 
kindred witli lie]* own, she knew too well the haughty and 
silent souls of the men of her race and blood, to disobey 
his will, or rob liim of the sole solace which is left to sui- 
fering — solitude. Hlie st(iopod her })rond head, and her 
lips rested on his brow, and trembled there in the tender- 
ness which, in his childhood and Ids youth she had never 
given him, and wliicli throughout her life had been very 
rare in the high-soulcd, imperious woman. 

“ My son ! God comfort you: I cannot ! ” 

Then with that broken, murmured prayer, liis^japtlier 
left him; and Stra^thmore was alone. Alone to see ever 
before his eyes the white upturned face of the woman who 
had once been to him as God, ^ as world, conscience; 
thns hideously met, after the lengthened str&h of many 
years, in the darkness and tumult of the ni^U^ his temp- 
tress and destroyer still ! Alone to know the labor of 
his expi«^tion steicken from*- his hapds, the atonement he 
would We yielded up all sacrifice to attain, broken from 
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out his grasii) and rent in twain; the life he would have 
«,nven his own to save, wrecked and oondenmed through 
him t 


CHAPTEK LVIII. 

SEVERED. 

IjRE long sleep, unbroken and restful, became the sun 
saviour of youth. Lucille was left more fragile, something 
fevered, with a certain startled fear in the dreamy deptlis 
of tlie eyes, a certain weariness in the drooped lids, but 
restored from the death-like exhaustion and the delirious 
I'ain which tum-by-tum bad succeeded to the terrors of 
the awful night which she had braved. 

The days passed slowly by, heav7, gloomy, early autumn 
days, with white mists on the yellow woodlands, and stormy 
sunsets in the dark western skies above the sea. The guests 
liad all left, and the gray hours wore lingeringly away at 
AVhite Ladies, while the spent strength and physical in- 
juries, consequent on his recent peril, with whose story the 
country rang, gave sufficient reason for Strathmore’s brief 
retirement and I’ost there. 

“ ‘ Heroism,’ ‘ Sacrifice,’ ‘ Nobility ! ’ God help me ! If 
Hmj knew rac as I am!” he muttered, when he stood in 
his private library, liis eyes falling on tlie newspaper which 
lay open before him, where were painted in vivid detail the 
terrors of the storm, in which alone and unaided one whose 
name was among the rulers of the land, and W'hose life was 
of value to the nation, had given himself to the madness of 
the waters and rescued six lives at peril of his own. The 
act was'frand and simple, and thrilled through to the heart 
of the people,* who had heard of him b«t as of a cold, in- 
flexible, patrician statesman. They gave him but that 
which was iff due ; yefr Strathmore turned fro® that 
national idiukry, sickened and abhorring himself; for this 
man judged nimself more riddly and cruelly than others 
would have judged him, and jn that inn|te truth which 
remained to him through so much that was evil, recoiled 
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from homage which worshipped that in him which he held 
solely ae atonement for his crime, and atonement wrecked 
and forfeited, at the last, beneath temptation. 

** They kneel to a false god ! ” he said, bitterly, as he 
flung the papers from him ; yet, perchance, his God judged 
him more mercifully than he judged himself, and did not 
wholly reject the trarail of ^expiation, thougli imperfect and 
darkened at its close. 

His head sank upon his arms, and in the still, yellow, 
autumn noon, in the heav}", gloomy solitude, his face was 
covered, and his chest heaved and fell with tearless grief. 

Then, after a while he rose, and paced up and down the 
long length of the chamber ; he litwl an office to perform, 
and he feared the durance of his strength, for he loved her. 
Not with that sweet, wild delirium of passion which had 
broken asunder all laws of duty and man, and been world, 
lieaven, conscience, c terniiy, to itself— comes but once 
in a lifetime — but more holily, more tenderly, far; and with 
the intensity which those natures alone know, which are, 
like his, cold to all the world save one. And— God help 
him ! — he longed to be enabled to believe his love hopeless 
and nnretumed, with more agonized passion thafi ever man 
payed to have bis love echoed in the heart he sought. 
Loneliness, pain, misery — ay, even the fate which should 
bid him give her with his own hand to her husband’s 
embrace, he knew he would have strength to bear in 
silence, without self-betrayal; these, in all their agony, 
would have been mercy to that love which would curse 
her through himself, wliiie on Ips soul lay the guilt which 
forbade him to shelter, and shield, and mingle with his 
own the young life which was guiltless ! 

For one long hour his step unceasingly paced the solitary 
chamber, then his steps turned towards hers. It was the 
tirst day that she had risen— the first hour that they had 
met, and he feared that ordeal as.he had never f(^3*ed tl}6 
death with which h*e had stood face to face. 

Her couch stood near one of the windups, and she lay 
resting" her head on her hand,^ and lookinl^'^ outward to 
whence the deer swept beneath the golden ^niage ; thert 
was a fitful hectic on her cheek, a weary droojping of the 
eyelids, a certwn look of pain and fever on her which 
i^mote hint with sharp agony, ffn was that touch which 



SMVEJRMD, 


48 1 

he had bidden' be accursed, by which her childhood and 
her peace had for ever been scared from their rest ! Yet 
be must live as though blind to it, speak as though he had 
no knowledge of, no tenderness for it, as though he were 
cold and dead to the innocent fondness, the holy worship of 
the sole living thing for which §he cared I 

Jiucille knew nothing of the delirious words by which 
she had betrayed that the only love her heart would ever 
receive was that which she bore to him. She had been 
vaguely conscious of his hands holding hers, of /his eyes 
gazing on her, till the sense of his presence soothed W 
pain and fear, and lulled her into happy rest. She had 
been sensible of no more ; and it was with no fuller con- 
iciousness of her ora heart than that which instinctively 
awoke with the first touch of love in a lofty, delicate, and 
but too sensitive nature, that she saw him now. It could, 
have no alarm, it could have little stranpness for her, this 
love which was still the love of her childhood, only deep- 
ened and taught to know that no other could ever reign 
beside it ; to love Strathmore was as much the religion of 
her life as to love God. Her head turned swiftly as he 
entered, a glorious light beamed upon her face. With a 
low cry that thrilled his heart witli anguish, she rose and 
sprang towards him, all forgotten save that awful peiil 
whence he had returned to her, the god-like heroism with 
which he had ottered up his life for others through the 
liideouB ordeal of the sform ; the words died in her tfiroat, 
her eyes looked upward to him once, tlien she fell forward, 
sinking at his feet, as she had fallen on the sands of the shore 
when, througli the tempest glare, he had read in that one 
glance that Lucille loved him. 

They were alone, and the life for which he would have 
given his own lay unconscious at his feet ; Strathmore 
stood silent, motionless, the pale bronze of his face 
whitened,»the veins standing out dark ijpon his temples ; 
4a could suffei' he had passed through enough to bo well 
used to that, ^ the ordeal that awaited him was one far 
deadlier, it behold W endure the fruits of hil own 

guilt — the sin|^ss, loving, sacred life ! — ^to know that witli 
one whisper,* one gesture that should bid her come to his 
heart and rest there, ne could make her happy, yet to have 
that single word, that single sign, forbidden him, and made 
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horrible er^ in his own sight by the foul crime of hu 
%mel past 1 « 

He stood there sileut, motionless, save for the deep 
drawn breathings that shook his frame ; then he raised 
her, and bore her to the couch within the oriel window, 
and laid her there, while yrith every beating of her heai'fc 
against his own, with every touch of her breath or of her 
loosened hair upon his hand, he shuddered as with a shai’p 
phyfiical pain. Power, riches, station, fame, the woiid^s 
homage, and the dignities of men, ho would have given 
them aU to have stood guiltless before that one unsullied 

mi 

Vhe air blowing from the opened casement startled her 
to consciousness; her eyes unclosed, and with that glory 
of joy upon her face which pierced him to the soul, she 
drew his hands in hers, and kid her soft lips on them in 
reverent worship, and looked up in his face with broken 
worfs of love and honor, and tears beyond all eloquence, 
beyond all gladness ; he was so godJiko great to her, he 
was a thousand-fold beloved and reverenced, come from 
out the conflict where storm and death had been braved, 
with martyr sacrifice, for the pure sake of one grand, 
simple, human duty. And he stood beside her, chained 
back by the bonds of an assassin’s crime from all com 
munion with the only thing he loved, while on his 
hand her sinless lips gave their kiss of sweet religious 
worship, as to the hand which had saved the sanctity of 
life I 

All utterance of her love had been so natural with lier 
to him from her childhood that her heart even yet could 
not wholly awake to the knowledge that this was that 
love which others begged firom her ; a desert child whom 
no breath of the world had ever touched, and to whom no 
lips of man had ever whispered, could not have been more 
diyinely unconscious of all profanities of pasSion than 
Lucille. Yet, at the look that was in his eyes as they 
met hers then, the broken, lovmg words of homage paused 
on h%r lips, a' light shyer, sweeter, than\§d been ever 
tibm, came upon all her face, with a flu^i sudden, and 
warn, and fitful, bright as the blush of the wild-rose ; she 
loosed his haudB, and herchead sank. , It was so lovely— 
that iap^aulous, half-conscious dawn of love 1 One wW 
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Bhodd hare had no lore for her in answer, Idoking on her 
Ihen, would have known but one instinct and one response, 
o raise her in his arms, to gather her to his heart, and 
Did her rest there, to soothe with fond caress the loreli* 
ness startled into new beauty with the new pulse that 
stirred it. And he, who woujd have given his life ftar 
hers, stood beside her, silent, responseless, forbidden from 
her by every law of nature, which forbids the guilty to seek 
the innocent, the unholy to mate with the pure. Silence 
fell between them — terrible, and filled with the misery 
which remorse alone knows, to him ; long and strange, 
filJed half with sweetness, half with min, to her. 

In that brief hour Strathmore suifercd deadlier chastise- 
ment for his buried crime than pursues guilt in the scaffold 
and the grave ; he suffered as those suffer who behold what 
they love and cherish slain through them. Yet still, that 
moment of silence given him, he was master of himself ; Jie 
addressed her with his accustomed gentleness ; he rebuked 
her tenderly for the {Xiril she had braved for his sake ; he 
let her note no change in him, only — ^his voice unconsciously 
grew cold in the strain which kept it calm, and he never 
sought or gave that familiar caress which at meeting or at 
parting Lucille had used to receive from him, as she would 
have received her fatljer’s kiss. 

That was for ever ended : the peaceful guardianship of 
the life bequeathed to him could never again be as it had 
^ecn.; her love sundered her farther from him than her 
loss to another could have ever done ; his very hand was 
not fitting to touch hers now, stained with the fresh guilt of 
an added crime. 

He moved suddenly from her side. He had a duty, 
bound by honor, to perform to an absent man, and Strath- 
more had no thought to be false to that — ^not even to spare 
her — not even to spare himself. He had an iron streag& 
to endurd’, aii<^ his code of truth was lof^ and severe. His 
face was somewhat turned from her, but his words were 
calm as he spojse : . 

‘‘ Lucille-r/TOU wad the letter I left with you sonfe da^ 
inoe ? ” J 

Yes ! ” *Her voice was very low ; a heavy misety began 
tq weigh upon her young fair life, still vajguc? still nameless, 
the same which in delirium had found its plaintive shape 

» I X a 
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aad Mu cd8 : ** he does not love me, or he would not bid me 
go to Mhers ! ” 

His eyes were still turned from her ; his voice was still 
tranquil and sustained. Such honor to the one absent, 
who had trusted him, as he could still keep, he kept most 
faithfully : # 

“ Lucille, I owe it to you and to him, both, that you 
fihould know I wrote no word there that was more than 
barren justice to Valdor and to — to the love he bears you. 
In a few days I shall be in Paris for the Conference ; there 
he will come to me for liis reply. He believed that your 

heart was his — I believed so also 

^^Tour 

The one word stayed those upon his lips ; the accent 
quivered to his soul in its wondering piteous reproach. He 
could not plead another’s cause whilst he knew that every 
fibre of her life clung to himself ; he could not bid her go 
wed where she had no love, and live in the abhorred pollu- 
tion of a joyless union, whilst to himself alone was given 
the first pure, virginal tenderness of her heart ! 

He was silent many moments ; when he spoke, his voice 
was hoarse and forced : 

It was not BO ? ” 

Her eyes looked upward with the gaze that had been in 
them when they had met his own in the light of the storm ; 
then her head drooped upon her hands, while a flusli of 
pain and of shame stole to her face : 

“ Oh, no, no ! — never ! ” 

He heard the words, low and tremulous, barely above her 
breath though they were, and he knew what was uttered in 
them; that love home for himself begotten of gratitude, of 
reverence, of every hallowed and endearing memoiy, which 
closed her heart to all which might else have wakened there 
in glad and restful peace. He had no need to question now 
what had been th^t new alarm, that strange^ divofee, which 
had risen between and parted them on the night when, in 
that yhich was her love for him, he had*^J}elieved he saw 
her love for the one who weoed her. He kn^ now but too 
well. 

It was I who misled him, then,” he said, slowly, letting 
no sign appeaf of the efforti his words cost, save that whvjk 
made them sound cold in all their gentleness : ‘‘ I told him 
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but what I honestly believed, Gk)d knows, and to you 1 have 
done him no more than honourable justice. He lovee you 
well — it had been better if 

The phrase died unfinished; his lips could not end it; 
her face turned to him one moment with an unspoken 
reproach more plaintive than all words, and the mournfiil 
beauty of her eyes, deepened to wistful pain, mutely ques- 
tioned him why was the fostering tenderness of his guar- 
dianship abandoned and forgot, that he should send her 
to another’s home, and bid her be an exile to’ another’s 
love? Before that look his forced tranquillity, his strained 
composure broke down. Master of himself and of his own 
suifering still, for sake of her, the chained misery of his 
life, which saw his solitary power of expiation rent and 
shattered from his hands, broke out into one involuntan 
utterance as he bent to her with an instinctive gesture of 
tenderness, repressed ere it became a caress : 

“Oh, Lucille — Lucille! why is your childhood over,^ I 
could guard you ilmnl ” 

8he answered him nothing; but her head sank lower and 
lower, and deep, quick sobs quivered through her frame- 
such tears as he had seen that night beneath the shadow of 
the palms — tears wliich come but from one well-spring. 

To Lucille he had said, without words, that they could 
never be again as tliey had been, and all the loneliness and 
bitterness of abandonment weighed on her with the loss of 
that lifelong and slicltering guardianship which had never 
let her know one touch of pain or breath of chillness, one 
wish ungiven or one desire unforestalled, which could lend 
Aeauty and gladness to her shadow) ess years. She felt as 
he felt, though she knew not why, as he laiew, that the bond 
which had bound them was severed, and could not be re- 
placed by another fonder, holier, and dearer still. Of a 
nearer tie to him Lucille had never thought ; her love was 
too puret too^liigh, too wholly bom qf an ethereal and 
reverent worship, to take grosser form and definite shape ; 
she only knew^e had nev love for any save for higj, and 
that tlie teni^ess which he had lavished on her was for 
ever chilled lost, and that he had bade her trust herself 
to other car6 and go to other heart. He was the world to 
nor, and henceforth she was as ifbthing to hSn. 

He heard her sobs upon the silence ; he saw the pea^'e he 
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had swotn to gave at any cost desolate and broken through 
him ; he knew that he had but to lift her to his hearty and 
bid her lose her guardian’s in her husband’s l6Te, to make 
his own for ever the life which had no law but his will, no 

J oy but from his hand, and see beneath his roof, within his 
Lome, before his sight by dt-y, and hushed on his heart by 
night, the beauty of those young years, in which were gar- 
nered his sole atonement to the dead. And the guilt that 
was on his soul divorced them ^the knowledge of his own 
sin bade him stand aloof, barred out from the innocent life 
that suffered for him and suffered through him. 

That his crime might be veiled from her, he must let her 
deem him cold, dead, insensible to the beautiful faith and 
love she bore him ! — ^he must leave her alone in her desola- 
tion, powerless to solace or to save the life bound in him 
and wrecked for him! 

He was strong to endure himself, but he had no strength 
to behold her suffer, as men have borne the torture without 
a moan, tearing their own sinews and rending their own 
limbs, but have cried aloud in agony when they were chained 
down to witness the ordeal wrenching the delicate form of 
the woman whom they loved. 

For one moment more he knew he could still be master 
of himself ; he stooped and laid his hand gently on her 
bowed head : 

‘‘ You are still weak, my child. Rest now ; I will see you 
later on.” 

Then he left her. A little longer and his calm would 
have been wrenched down, his strength would have failed 
him ; she would have seen betrayed the darkness of a buried 
crime, the despair of a sleepless remorse on the face of him 
whom she held great and sinless, and second only in her 
reverence and worship to the Ood in whom ghe believed not 
mote koUly and utterly than she believad in him. , 
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CHAPTEK UK. 

THE CHOICE THAT WAS LEFT. 

Houbs afterwards, as he crossed before the opca door 
of the great library, he saw Lionel Cary 11; the young man 
leaned against the embrasure of one of the oriel casements, 
his forehead bowed upon his arm, his whole attitude full of 
a decj) restrained dejection, his face very pale as ihe light 
streamed through the colored panes upon nis bright, tawny 
hair. 

On a sudden impulse Strathmore entered and approached 
him; the youth started and looked up, the warm blood 
flushing liis face. 

‘‘ I absolve you from your promise. You may urge your 
love to-day — this hour — when you will.” 

They W'ere brief words, and uttered coldly, but to the 
young lover they spoke of lieaven; yet even as the first 
b'uij’tled, breathless gratitude flushed over his face in its 
wondering happiness, he was chilled and awed by the look 
upon Strathmore’s. He could not translate it, but in some 
vague sense he felt that the proud, silent man beside him 
sullered. 

Strathmore stood where his own face was unseen by the 
youth : 

“You ai'e honest, loyal, and without guile. You love 
purely ; her liie will be safe with you. If you can win her 
of her own will, ^rithout pressure, do so. Keep her years 
happy, innocent, sheltered — you whom she loves as a brother, 
and you shall ask nothing from me that I will refuse. Go 1 
and speak as your heart bids you.” 

He tiOTed abruptly away, with a sign silencing all reply ; 
for one Irioment he heard the rush of breathless, broken 
words with wBich the young man strove to thank him, and 
saw the flushed, tremulous^ecstacy of joy which beamed on 
his face as ii? only beams upon the face of youth; wftli the 
next he had ^ft the library, and the door of his own study 
had closed An his solitude. 

, Hours might have gone by of only minutes, ho knew not 
which, when the door unclosed, and before him stood the 
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boy, whom he had sent from him a brief space before in all 
the wild, sweet hope, the rich undonbting happiness of youth. 
Words were not needed to tell his story ; one glance and 
Strathmore knew the issue of his errand, and the sudden 
rush of a hot, swift joy which swept through his veins felt 
to him like guilt ; for in al} sincerity he would have given 
up his life to torture to know that her peace was safe where 
his own could never attaint it with regret, or shadow, or the 
dark curse of the evil past. 

He rose and laid his hand again, with an unwonted gentle* 
ness of pity, on his nephew’s shoulder : 

“ Poor boy ! I only sent you to more pawn ! ” 

Lionel Cary 11 shrank from his touch, and his face was 
turned away, while his voice shook : 

“ I only dealt h&r more ! She loves me as a brother ! I 
was mad to think it could be otherwise. I have but wounded, 
startled, grieved her — her for whom I would ” 

His words died, his head sank, and in the desolation of 
his gi‘ief he forgot all pride, and strength, and shrinking 
shame of his young manhood, and, throwing himself down, 
sobbed like a child. 

Strathmore stood and looked on him ; he had no scorn 
for those tears — they were for her — but he had weary envy 
of them! and a smile of unutterable sadness came on his 
lips. What was this boy’s first gniiiless grief beside that 
with which Life brims over for those who suffer and give to 
the world no sign ? 

His hand fell once more on the young man’s shoulder, 
and his voice, deep and softened, had a solemnity and a 
compassion in it which had never before been in its 
^one. 

‘‘ Lionel Carjll ! your grief is hitter to bear, yet be grate- 
ful that yon can gTjevc — there is suffering which cannot ! 
Live so that yon never know it ; keep your life as it is now, 
without remorse, and it will be j)eace beside tliat htill, how^- 
ever you suffer ! ” 

The youth lifted his head, startled and»^wed ; then it 
sank ftgain, and his stifled sobs were heard iljjon the still- 
ness, vainly striven Avith for love of manhood while Strath- 
morels hand fell ftom his shoulder, and he paced to and fro 
the chamber, with his head bowed, forgetful of Caryll’s 
presence. iJome moments passed, then the young man 
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nrose slowly and wearily, and the change was piteous which 
had come upon his frank, bright, careless face ; all the sun- 
light was dashed from it, and a pale, drawn misery left there 
■p its stead. He stood before Strathmore, and something 
proud and noble came on him as he spoke — vainly seeking 
io make his voice steady and calm : 

My lord, I dreamed a foors dream, and it has been 
broken by — God shield her ! — ^the gentlest heart that ever 
pitied pain. I can be nothing to Lucille ; less, now that I 
have lost my title of ‘ brother,’ than I have ever been. 1 
have no power to make her life, as you bade me/‘ happy, 
innocent, sheltered.’ That power lies in your hands, for — 
it is you whom she loves.” 

Where they stood together he saw Strathmore shudder, 
and his cheek grow whiter ; watching him keenly, the youth 
that it was not with wonder, but with a revulsion almost 
()1‘ terror that he heard him — the look which he had seen 
unce before break down the icy pride and tranquil reserve 
nf the man whom he feared in the summer-night at Silver- 
rest. And even in the blind pain of his sharp sorrow, Nello 
noted and marvelled nt that look ; whence could be its 
spring ? 

“ You think this ?— and why ? ” 

The tone was haughtily calm, but there was forced tran- 
quillity in it ; Strathmore ceased to stand before him, and 
paced again the long length of the library. 

I feared it long ; I know it now. She may not dream 
it. herself— I cannot toll — but I read it in the veiy words 
with which she put back my love, in the very pain with which 
she shrank when I told her you had sent me, free to plead 
with her as I would for — for ^ 

The joy could never be his ! 

His voice failed him ; and Strathmore paced with swift 
and I'estless step the silent chamber, his head was sunk upon 
liis breastf and in his heart was a bitter cry : 

‘‘ I deal he/ pain ! Oh ! my God, ^hich sin must I 
choose I — the ^ that spares her, or the sin that smites 
her?” . 

“ Oh ! Lor(L Cecil, have you so much tenderness for her, 
and yet havef no love ? ” cried the young man, brokenly, for 
Lionel Oaryll’s demotion to the yaung life he kad worshipped 
from childhood was generous and holy, and untouched with 
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the eelfishnees of that passioH which would slaj what it caii'^ 
not atisin. 

“ No love ! — I /*’ 

The words were stified where he paced the length of the 
gloomy chamber— the young man did not hear them, and 
pursued his generous, imse^fish prayer : 

“ My lord I my lord I You must know that she loves you I 
Will you, who are so tender a guardian to her, close your 
heart to a fonder tie ? She cannot love in vain ! Men call 
you — ^you have seemed so to me — stern and heartless ; but 
a cold nature had never been gentle to her as you ai’e, a 
merciless one had never perilled life for suffering souls as 
you imperilled yours. Will you not have pity upon her ? 
Can you give her in her youth to misery, to hopelessness, 
to the anguish which must be hers when she has learnt hei- 
own secret— for Lucille will never love twice 

“ Boy, boy ! hush ! You do not know wliat you tempt.” 

Strathmore had Runk into a chair, his head was bowed, 
his face covered by his hands. 

The young man stood before him, awed, marvelling, 
strangely touched at the power his word had to break down 
the icy calm and the haughty pride of the nature which for 
one moment he saw rent asunder. 

Forgive me,” he faltered, brokenly, while his unselfish 
devotion to Lucille conquered every thought of self, and 
impelled him to plead for her as he would havti pleaded for 
himself, prefeiTing her peace at loss of his ; “ Bub — but — 
oh, Lord Cecil !— I spoke for her. It cannot be that you 
have no love for her ? Can you refuse her a nearer place in 
your heart, in your home ? I have learned the bitterness 
and the desolation of a hopeless love. I would give my life 
that she should never know them ; they would be her death- 
blow ! ” 

“ Peace ! for God’s sake I” 

His voice was hoarse with a terrible anguish, iad barely 
above his breath his head still was bowed, his face still 
covered. Each word which the boy 6poke,4p guileless 
and ifnselfish prayer quivered lite a knife in his soul. Awe- 
stricken, and arrested with a terror to which^he could hav# 
given no name, Lionel Caiyll stood mute ; tlie great tean 
slowly coursing down his < cheeks, his bright and graciqus 
youth sorely shattered and stricken ; yet even in all the 
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bilfcomeafi of hw own despair, yagnely conscious that he was 
iu the presence of some grief beside which his own was 
dwarfed. For a moment there was a dead silence ; then, m 
that moment, the proud man gathered back his stren^h, 
the statesman resumed the armour of ice which he wore 
with friend and foe. Strathmore rose ; he dreaded lest 
he had betrayed his secret; but his face, though bag« 
gard and dark with the traces of a deadly conflict, was 
calm : 

“ There are reasons in my past, why the thought of mar- 
riage is painful, almost impossible,” ho said slowly, and with 
forced effort : “ And — and why should you urge this upon 
me ? You have confessed you love her ? ” 

The young man raised his heavy eyes : 

“ It is because I love her that 1 would know her peace 
secured, though its security left me only the more deso- 
late.” 

The answer was proud and touching in its sad simplicity ; 
it went to the heart of him who heard it ; Strathmore leaned 
his hand heavily upon his shoulder ; 

Lionel Carjdl, you are nobler than I ever was I 
The youth’s lips quivered, and he moved with a quick 
shudder ; he had pleaded against every selfish dictate of 
])as8ion for Lucille’s sake, but he shrank from the touch of 
ihe band she loved. 

“ My lord, you will forgive me if I leave your roof to- 
night. I could not stay now that — ^that ” 

His voice failed him, and he turned his head with a quick, 
pi’oud gesture that Strathmore might not see the tears which 
choked his utterance ; but Strathmore’s hand was not shaken 
from its hold, and his words were gentle — strangely gentle 
for him : 

“ As you will. But, ere you go, remember, for your 
tenderness to her, yon shall still ask of me what you choose, 
and there Shall ^e nothing that I will refuse. Think of mo 
as your friend ; your future shall be my c&re.” 

The young gjan gave hmi one swift, heart-broken look : 
the future I to him it looked beggared for all time, fThen 
his hand clos^ on the one held to him in a convulsive 
pressure, the ’dull echo of the closing door vibrated through 
the silence, and Strathmore was once more alone, 

In solitude, beside which the suffering of his nephew’s 
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fresh gailtlees grief, eyen in all the sharpneBs of its poig* 
nancy, the utterness of its desolation, were peace and mercy. 
He had but one choice before him ; to wreck and lay waste, 
and leave to the hopelessness, which would wither and con- 
sume her youth, the existence in whose peace h*s sole atone- 
ment lay ; or, to blend tliq life of the innocent with the life 
of the guilty, and bid her rest her young head in its sinless 
, sleep on the bosom of her father’s murderer. He must of his 
own hand deal to her the deadliest blow that smites a 
woman’s life ; or he must seek her as a husband, hiding for 
ever the death-stain upon the heart on which she would be 
cherished ! 

The words that the youth had uttered, the lovely light 
which he had beheld on her face as he drew near — those 
were his tempters, his tortm'crs. He could have bidden 
his own life suffer and be silent to his grave ; but hers ! 
Too well he knew tlie truth, that never would that pure, 
delicate, lofty nature “ love twice ; ” that never for another 
would dawn and smile that beautiful gladness wdiich, 
through him, must be changed to a curse. He knew it — he 
knew it. As he had destroyed her mother’s life in the morn- 
ing of its youth, in the sweetness of its joy, so he must now 
destroy hers. 

It stretched before him — that terrible, lonely, loveless 
course of years through which she — the soft and fragile 
child steeped in sunlight and sheltered in tenderness — would 
6e condemned to pass. Could he send her to them ? Could 
he leave her to believe tj3at she was barred from out his 
heart ? Could he bid her be taught, that he, who liad 
sheltered her with more than a father’s care, was cold and 
brutal, and dead to the holy love he had fostered ? His 
head sank upon his bosom — great sobs heaved his breast, 
shaking all his frame ; he had no strength for this. Yet 
—breathe in her ear the whis{)crs of love, seek her lips with 
a bridal caress, gather her to a husband’s heart ift her soft 
dreaming sleep l—he could not, he who finew liimsrlf a 
murderer. . 
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CHAPTER LX. 

THE W0BD8 OF BETEOTHAU 

The gloom deepened in Strathmore’s solitary chamber ; 
the autumn twilight stole over wood and moorland; the 
slaadows grew more sombre; still he sat there, his head 
sunk, his strength broken. Of what avail were pride, will, 
iron force, and haughty dominance Tisre ? They o6uld not 
shield her from the curse that fell upon her from his crime ; 
they could not compel the expiation wJiich he had vowed 
the dead ; they could not assoil his life and render it purified 
and free to seek the sinless. 

Hours had passed; he had not raised his head, nor 
moved, save for the deep-labored sobs which at intervals 
shook his frame from head to foot, when suddenly — he 
knew not what it was — there stole over him, with a chill, 
sickening shudder, a sense as of a presence felt but un- 
seen, which froze his blood and made him start, and lift 
his head and look outward to the heavy twilight. And 
his eyes fastened there with a blank, distended gaze, a 
great horror came upon his face ; for in the sickly autumn 
mist, in the black shroud of the leaves without, he saw 
the features which he had seen ghastly and livid in the 
phosphor glare, swept downwards to death beneath the 
waters. 

Had the sea given up its dead ? The blood was ice in 
his veins ; on his brow the dew gathered thick and cold ; 
a frozen terror like a hand of steel gripped his heart, still- 
ing its beating life ; while up from the darkness, through 
the white cerecloths of mists, rose the form of the Temp- 
tress, of the Destroyer ; and he saw her face with its gray, 
blanched hue of haunting pain, and its amber hair driven 
by the autumn*winds, and the eyes with •their remorseless, 
cruel, thirsting hate, claiming him still her 'her own 
by right of theif companion^guilt; her own by title of^their 
evil past. 

He gazed etft into the falling night, his limbs i>owerle8g* 
his voice paralyzed, his lips cloven, till the spectral face 6! 
tb6 sorcei’eAg grew whiter and whiter, clearer wd clearer, 
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in the stormy air, and he beheld her as he had done ivhen 
his hand had unclosed and left her to perish, bidding hei 
die the death that she had giren. 

And they looked on one another thus, under the shadow 
of White Ladies ; then the phantom faded, lost in the dull 
gloom, while the sough of the leaves swept alone through 
the silence — ^he trembled in every limb, and quivered as 
after a blow that had felled him to the earth. The ioe grip 
loosened from his heart, the awe of an unearthly horror 
unfroze its hideous hold; hot and blinding tears swam 
before his eyes ; and he bowed down as one released from 
doom, and led back to life by a gentle and compassionate 
hand. 

For he knew that; the sea had given up not the dead but 
the living, and that he was freed from the guilt which had 
risen from the depths of the ocean, and tempted him. Nay, 
not wholly freed, for crime lies in and is not washed 
away because a merciful late baffles its committal and its 
commission. Yet, freed in much and humbled in far more; 
the fresh and ghastly sin hidden from the sight of men and 
buried in the fathomless darkness of the sea, was not upon 
his soul to bar him from the touch, the tenderness, the 
presence of the youth that was pure and without soil. And, 
for the guilt that lay in the dead years gone, had not atone- 
ment been striven for and wrought, which might avail 
wash out tlmt^ without the mortyiTlom and sacrifice of the 
life which was innocent and unconscious of that dread and 
brutal past ? 

The fjice that he had seen in the yellow weird gloom was 
before him sl-ill ; still he felt as though it stole nigh, and 
breathed around him the presence of the temptress, the 
traitress, the assassinatress. Once more he had beheld her, 
and the shapes of the Past arose, and thronged the chambers 
of the brain, and drove ont with their scourge all other 
inemory. Fierce and deadly evil hatred, burning passionsi 
had leejit swift as 'flame into life, when in thb tumult of the 
storm, the floating hair had swept his lips, and he had been 
face to face for the first time since he ha3hbidd€n her go 
mp the whirlwind she had sown, with the woman who had 
been his destroyer, and who had been driveit out to misery 
and shame by^the flail of «his vengeance. But now, in the 
sudden release from a great crime, in the chastened awe of 
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ihe stricken pride, freed from a fresh sin through the wild 
ind wayward mercy of the waves, these were not on him. 
In the knowledge of his own guilt, these for once were 
drowned and stilled. Truly had she said to him, in the 
years gone by ; If / sinned, were ym guiltless ? ” And, 
stningely, as all things are strange in human life, with the 
sight of the woman who had betrayed him, there came upon 
him again the agony of that sweet, delirious love, the im- 
potent regret for all tliat lay buried in his youth, never to 
be known again — ^never to have resurrection or successor. 
It was dead — dead for ever; and the great tear^ forced 
slowly from his eyes, and liis head sunk lower and lower on 
his arms. If that love had been guiltless, if that beautiful 
lie had been worthy the worship, in what living warmth 
and light would have been bathed the life of the man whose 
god was Power, and whose tyrant was Remorse ! 

Through long hours he lay there with his head on his 
arms, as in the sleep of a profound exhaustion ; it wa% the 
sleep of the soul, though not of the body, worn out with 
crime, with conflict, and lulled to rest through sheer weari- 
ness of misery. Then, after awhile, he rose, and half the 
length of the autumn night his steps paced his chamber, 
as though he trod down with his heel the memories that 
thronged around him, ihe passions that uncoiled from the 
evil j)ast and claimed him for their own, the warring duties, 
tlie severed thoughts of the dead and of the living, that 
tore him asunder as the wild horses tore the quivering 
limbs of the condemned. Exhausted, he threw himself on 
liis bed as the dawn broke; for the first time since that 
night in which he had seen the face of his temptress, he 
slept, dreamlessly, restful ly — sleep bringing him oblivion 
and peace. He awakened with the light of the sun, warm 
and clear on his sight — with the memory of a hideous guilt 
lifted at least in part from his life ; and as he rose and left 
his room,"* on his face there was a melancholy deeper than 
had ever been’ there, but in his eyes tMbre was a look of 
relief, of serenfe, and on his brow something of the old, 
proud power Sad gathered, the power which defieS and 
conquered fate. His resolve was made; his choice was 
chosen. ’ 

^With his head bowed, and hfe arms fold^ he took his 
way to where he heard that Imcille was. 
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The noon was warm and soft a^^ain, one of those days of 
Indian summer which break here and there the gloom of 
the early autumn. The hares fled away under pui^le heather 
and amber ferns at his step, in free and happy life ; the sea 
lay stretched in flickering light as the sun shone out full, or 
was hidden for the moment by the swift sweep of fleecy 
clouds ; the yellow mists of the past day were gone, and the 
strewn leaves were scattered in a bright shower of gold, as 
the deer fled over them across the park. The world looked 
fairer to him, something of peace and tranquillity seemed 
returned with the silence of the autumn morning ; though 
his steps were slow, and the shade of a deep sadness was 
on his face — he went to seek an innocent life, and tlie dark* 
ness of his own past left him no fitness for its pure pre- 
sence. 

"Where the foliage was still green by the sheltered south, 
and the grey stones of the Abbey Church were covered with 
the luxuriance of ivy, and through the flickering leaves, she 
could look down upon the waves below, Lucille had been 
left alone for awhile by her own wish ! She was lying under 
an archway made by broken columns and the massive stems 
and dark foliage of ivy, in the same attitude in which he 
had seen her two months before among the lilies of the 
valley at Silver-rest; yet, as surely as its very grace had 
spoken then of the careless peace and breaming joy of 
childhood, as surely it spoke novj of the shrinking fear and 
waking knowledge of dawning womanhood. The hair was 
flung backward from her brow, as though its silken weight 
were burdensome, her eyes were heavy and drooped wearily, 
while over all her face ti’embled still that look of haunting, 
startled, scarce conscious pain which had first come there 
when he had spoken to her of another’s love. 

As his step crushed the trailing ivy, she raised her head ; 
again the light, which would never dawn there save for him, 
chased the shadow from her eyes ; the color deep^ied in her 
face, giving it all ‘che warmth of the morniAg, She stood 
before him with the wild, shy, delicate terro^of the deer ; in 
that ihoment, in all the innocence of her lingering childhood, 
she was so exquisitely fair I Doom to the weariness of grief, 
leave to the cruelty of solitude that fragile ana fairy child in 
,tbe dawn of earliest .youth ? it would have been ps 
brutal as to stifle the young bird in the first music of its 



m£ IV0£I>S OP betrothal. 497 

iicaven-bom song, to slay with a blow the trustful fawn as 
it looked upward with earnest, lustrous eyes and caressed the 
hand it loved ! 

He stooped, and drew her gently to him, while on his 
face came a strange softness that had never been there in the 
days of his youth : • 

Lucille, you have refused all other love. Will you give 
yourself to mim 1 ” 

Her lips grew white, he felt her start and tremble in his 
liold, she quivered like a delicate animal beneath a blow, 
and her eyes looked upward with a swift appealing glance, 
in which all the fond reverence of her child-like affection 
blent with the deep and dreamy sweetness of the heart 
freshly startled to its own knowledge. 

He drew her closer to liis bosom, while his head was 
bowed over her ; 

My love you have ever had, but another love^ Lucille ; 
the love of a husband for the life that is dearest to him on 
earth.” 

His voice, mellow and broken, spoke more of tenderness 
than wordr. can ever utter, and, as she heard it, over her 
laco came a hot, changing flush, a soft, tremulous light ; her 
lips parted with a quick, deep drawn breath, a glory touched 
hei' life that awe(|, her at its sweet, sudden wonder, and the 
^t*olden world of sea and sunlight reeled before her sight ; 
/I or eyes sought his in one fleeting upward look, and as 
lie bent his head, his lips met hers in the kiss Avhich they 
had never given, often as they had rested there— the kiss of 
Love. 

And there, at their feet, beneath the tangled gi’asses and 
the ivy-coils, lay one forgotten grave, with the leaves cover- 
ing the solitary word of record : 

lucille. 

Even wfiile the warm gladness of morning glanced on the 
serene and sunlit seas through the tracery of the boughs, 
and on his own^ips trembled the first soft, caress which 
he had sought for with a lover’s words, a sudden dread and 
chillness swept4ce-cold through his veins, and he drew her, 
with pasaiondte gesture, closer to his heart— farther frow 
that place. The words of their betrothal ha<? been spoken 
by her mother’s gi‘ave. 


A 1C 
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CHAPTEE LXI. 

THE SHADOW Of THE PAST* 

With his calm and measured step, Stratluriore, later oe, 
drosBcd the great length of the withdi*a\ving-room, and 
approached the place where his mother sat ; she looked up, 
and as the light fell upon lus face, she saw a change on it, a 
wondrous softness mingled with its deep melancholy and its 
haughty defiance of resolve. 

Her thoughts were weary ; the heart-broken farewell ol 
her young grandson had filled thorn with his grief ; but in 
the presence of her son she ceased to remember the sorrow, 
bitter but innocent, of youth, and a sudden lear fell on her ; 
that look upon his face told her much. 

Strathmore stood before her, and his words were very 
brief : 

“ Mother, let the past be buried for ever. Lucille will be 
my wife.” 

“ Your wife r 

Ay ! Wliy not ? Why not ? ” 

His voice was defiant, almost fierce, as though challeng- 
ing the power which should dispute his will and sever them 
asunder. 

“ T^y ? You ask that ? ” 

She had risen, and reared to the fulness of her stature, 
fronted him ; in her eyes the proud pitilessness which !;o 
had inlierited with her blood, on her face the haughty coW- 
ness which in her earlier years had been uuchastened and 
unsoftened. 

The words struck Strathmore keenly as a knife ; his head 
bowed, his lips quivered — unyielding as iron, intolerant, 
implacable, this man yet bent silent and withfiut defence 
before the sternest and most unsparing cruelty of words 
whicjh rebuked him with his siq. ^ 

“ Have pity I— for her sake ! ” 

His Yoioe trembled in its humbled pifiyer j and the 
heart of his mother smote her for the stripes \<ith which shs 
had soourgedr the soul already riven with remorse, ^d 
stnick him where he was defenceless. She laid her hand 



THB SHADOW OP THE PAST. 


m 

Boftly on his shoulder, and her face lost all of sternness 
tliouj^h it was blanched with a shrinking revulsion : 

“ Forgive me, i'oi’give me! But, oh, my son, it cannot 

be, it ffiiisc not be ” 

“ It sM/ be.” 

She knew tlie tone of old ; the*cold, inflexible will of the 
Strathmores of Wliite Ladies, than which iron were easier to 
bend, fire were easier to cross. She was silent, and her hand 
drojjped from his shoulder and she sank down, her face 
ccnHM'ed with lier hands, her frame trembling. This mar- 
riage ! she shuddei'ed from it as from some great sin, from 
some inevitable evil ; yet — she had no power to avert it, no 
])ower to arrest it, she could not turn traitress to her son, 
she could not unfold to the }'ouiJg, innocent life which was 
(‘ciitrod in his, the ghastly history which would be its surest 
deatli-blow I 

“ It shall be ! — who shall prevent it ? ” said Strathmore, 
and his voice rose sliglitly louder, in haughty and passionate 
resolve: “My own peace I would sacrifice, my own life I 
W(Uil(l give up — what 1 had suffered would have mattered 
nothing — hut hers J will never sm’render. That course is 
right which m(»st shields her. J swore to keep her years 
from every grief ; I will redeem my oath. Shall / strike 
her ? shall J curse her ? Where would be tlie atonement I 
vowed to the dead ? Would he bid me destroy her young 
life ? Would he see expiation to himself in the act which 
consigned her to misery through the very love which he bade 
me foster ? To whom, had he now been living, would ho 
have given her gladly as to me ? ” 

The swift, imperious, resolved passion in his voice ceased 
suddenly, his lips quivei'ed again ; he thought with what 
gladness and what faith Lucille, drawing closer the bond of 
her brotherhood, would have been trusted to his keeping as 
lo the frieiy^ best known and best beloved, by the maaa whom 
he had slain, had he been living now I * 

His mother looked at him ; and her courage failed her to 
pierce’by one added sting the wound laid open so de^lj and 
biired without defence. She knew that his will, onc^ 
declared, was iifloxible ; she could not dispute it, ot per- 
suade it, anS. there was truth in what he said, that to 
consign to sorrow and hcmeleSsness and hitt^ess the 
young and joyous years of Lucille, were to cancel all that 

• . K 2 ' 
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had been done as expiation to the de^, and leave worse 
than unfulfilled the office bequeathed him. Yet— his wife ! 
his wife ! 

She shuddered and her hands locked close upon his arm : 

Sirathmore ! Strathmore ! — ^wait. If she should ever 
know 

His face grew whiter for the moment ; the thought froze 
his veiy heart : 

** Know ! She cannot No living soul could find a trace 
of her birth.” 

Her hand leant heavier on his arm, and her voice was 
sunk to a tremulous whisper : 

“ But is crime ever buried ? It sleeps, but it is never 
dead ; and oh, my son, my son ! its prey is so often the 
innocent 1” 

He laughed— a wild and hopeless laugh, bitterly, bitterly 
sad: 

What ! even you, my mother, deny that my guilt can 
reach atonement ! Then remorse is a fool^s ti-avail and the 
sinner must live for ever in the hell he has made to himself! 
It is a harsh law — still not harsher than I merit !” 

The misery in his voice quivered back in her own heart, 
and her haughty eyes filled with tears, the slow, salt tears of 
age; 

Cecil ! my son, my son ! would I condemn you ? 
Itemorse is holy to God, sacred in man. The prayer of 
ray life is that yours may be blessed. But — but — I con- 
fess it, for you to wed 

“ Peace ! ” broke in Strathmore with passionate fora* 

We have said enough. My resolve is taken ; my hand 
is pledged: Lucille will be my wife. Let us never speak 
again of what we have spoken to-night. Seek her, the 
innocent child ! rejoice with her, give her tenderness, give 
her love. Henceforth yon must show her that is more 
to wu than she h^ s ever been.” « 

With these brief words of command, rather than of 
entr^ty, he bowed low vrith his distant '^nd punctilious 
courtesy, and left her presence ; and his mother knew that 
what he had chosen was irrevocable, i ^ 

“ You love him so well, my darling ? ” she said softly 
that night, while Lucille Ifnelt at her feet ; and as Lucille’s 
head was raised for one swift moment, and her face uplifted 
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in i(.s flweefc, shy joy, with its beautiful light and flush, the 
n,c;e(l and world-worn woman who looked on her, and 
pressed her own lips upon her brow with whispered words 
of fervent blessing, ceased to marvel that he bade the 
dead past lie sealed within its grave, and sought to shield 
for ever in his own bosom the dawning life which had 
never known aught but cloudless*Bunlight of childhood till 
jt wakened to the richer, deeper lustre of its future. 

Tet— as she looked on Lucille, the shadow of that past 
was heavy on her own soul, and she feared — she feared — 
for tliat love too pure for earth, for that joy totx angel- 
bright for human life. Not that his mother doubted nis 
finci'ed guardianship, his loving tenderness^ his unremitting 
care for her to whom he would bear a husband's title — 
never for one moment's thought; she knew that Strath- 
more would have lain down his life to spare one pang to 
the charge bequeathed him by the man whom he had loved 
and slain. And yet — the shadow of the past was on her, 
and she feared, she feared ! 


CHAPTER LXH. 

« AND UNFORGIVING, UNFORGIVT3N.” 

It was twilight, as Strathmore, having left his carriage 
at the entrance, paced slowly up and down one of the 
deserted allees of the Bois de Boulogne, while the fallen 
leaves were strewn beneath his feet and the shades of the 
night drew on : he waited for Raoul de Valdor. 

The fiery Henri Cinquiste, rarely given to prudence, had 
now a value and a sweetness in his life too great to let him 
risk it rashly ; and he was proscrit in Paris, and could only 
venture when evening fell; therefore his meeting haa 
been appointedthere with one as conspicjious a.nd as noted 
as the; Bnglisli statesman. And Strathmore waited for him, 
pacing the long* aisle under <the red-brown boughs, haiiging 
stirlesB in the heavy air — ^the same all6e where, in the years 
that were gone^ in the amber sunlight he had watched the 
Speeding of nis vengeance as the Discrowned had passed 
through her long pilgrimage of insult and of Outrage, 
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It wtis not Ion I? that he waited; in the twilifrht a man's 
form came swiftly towards him, and he saw in the eager 
rapidity of the step and the look, which by the still linger- 
ing light he could read upon his face, with what joyous and 
fearless hope Valdor came to the meeting. And he felt tlm 
deepest and most regi'etfnl pity which he had ever known ; 
for once Stratliraore gi*ieved sincerely and unselfishly for 
the grief of another man. The tenderness of his own lore 
for Lucille had softened the hardness and coldness of ])is 
heart; it had made him humane— it had made liim com- 
passionate. He was in nowise blamable towards Valdor; 
on the contrary, he had fulfilled his word, and acted with 
the strictest justice and generosity in his dealing with the 
cause of his absent rival, and yet be felt something of self- 
reproach for the hope, which, in honorable, though erroneous 
belief, he had been the one to confirm, and which he must 
now be also the one to destroy. 

With glad eagerness Valdor came uy> to him, and Strath- 
more held out his hand with the generous cordiality of his 
earlier years; but, as he mot his eyes, the coldness of a 
sudden and unlooked-for dread came over the French 
Noble; he saw in them a look wliolly new there — the 
look oi pity, 

“ Tell me the worst at once, Strathmore,” he said quicltly. 
** I cannot bear suspense. Is it ” 

Strathmore, in the simple impulse of a genuine sympathy, 
turned from him as he answered, and his voice was gentle 
and mellow : 

It is 1 who am to blame, though, God knows, I believed 
honestly what I told you. Forgive me ; I misled you, you 
misled j^ourself, Valdor.” 

He did not look upon the face of the man to whom he 
was compelled to deal so deadly a wound, but he heard the 
quick, sharp catch of the breath, and felt that Valdor 
staggered sUghtly, as if struck a physical blow. ^ 

My God ! — is'there no hope ? ” * 

His voice was husky and inarticulate; that 'Whieli 
ansT^T%d hiin was tender and eSmpassionat^ 

None. I grieve that I ever deceived you.” 

They stood together under the yellow autbvin trees, and, 
looking on hifa now, Strathmore saw how keen and morial 
was hk pain, Valdor had forgotten all in that moment, 
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Bare the bitter, sudden desolation wliicli struck down ah 
tlie Lender and vivid hope that he had cherished, until it 
had become well-nigh as sweet to him and as sure as 
certainty. 

He turned, and walked swiftly up and down the allee 
with his head bent for some seconds; he could not bear 
that another man should look on what he felt. His belief 
had been so strong that his love was retimied ! — and the 
hot ardour of a Southern’s passion was blended with the 
holy Qnd chivalrous tenderness in which he held her, till 
the thought of Lucille had become the core and the soul 
of his life. 

He paused suddenly before Strathmore, and in the gloom 
his cheek was ashen pale, and his lips worked painfully 
under his moustaches, while in his eyes and his air there 
was a hot and liaughty defiance. 

“ She loves another ? ” 

Strathmore looked steadily at him, and in his gaze there 
was a deep compassion still; he grieved honestly and 
(‘•onerously for the pain before him. 

“ She does.** 

“ Who is he ? ” 

There was a wild menace in Valdor’s answering glance: 
his own sudden sharpness of anguish made him unjust, 
and his liery anger rose in revolt against his unknown 
rival. 

Strathmore looked at him, and spoke with a rare and 
singular sympathy in the gentleness of his voice; the 
young love of Lucille lay warm in his lieart, and made 
him more merciful to all men, especially so to those who 
liad sought her in vain : 

Valdor, hear me first. What I said tiO you T honestly 
oelieved, or I had never spoken it. I thought that 
Lucille loved you. I told her word for word what you 
desired nte. I did your cause every justice — you know 
me, and you Kiow that I should do srf. I give you my 
word 'of honor^ that I dreamt as little as yourseu that I 

should have now to tell you what ” * 

Who is loved by her ? ** 

The quesWAi broke fiercely and swiftly in upon his 
words; suspicion flashed in on kim, for the^'ealous glance 
of her rejected lover saw, what no other eyes had per- 
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chance noted, the altered look which had come upon 
Strathmore’s face since the night when they had parted 
beneath the palms, a look of light, of rest, of relieti of 
something that was almost happiness. 

‘*I am” 

They faced each other' in the twilight, and their eyes 
met. Stratliraore’s face was calm, filled still with much 
of compassion, and free to all scrutiny, for to Valdor’s 
cause he had done his duty honorably and fully, and he 
deserved no reproach at his hands. Valdor’s was deeply 
flushed with the wild blood of the South; there was 
danger in it, and the tumult of a jealous passion. 

You ! God in heaven, then you lied to me ! ” 

Strathmore’s face grew dark and stem; the lightning 
leapt to liis eyes for a second — only for that — he could 
make extenuation and have patience here, and there was 
nothing harsher than a proud and just dignity in his look 
and in his words : 

“ In a calmer moment you will see you do me injustice. 
It would not be possible for any man who knows m}' 
name to accuse me of cowardice or dishonor. I kept my 
word to you strictly ; it was an after-hazard which re- 
vealed to me what when we parted T dreamt as little as 
you.” 

“ She loves you I — /” 

There was something almost of terror and incredulity, 
mingled with the misery, with which he stood before Stratii- 
more in the heavy gloom of the early night. Strathmore^ 
bent his head ; something of passion was rising in him, and 
he would not allow it rein ; with the soft touch of Lucilh^’s 
lips in their first kiss of lo\% gentleness had stolen into his 
heart, and awakened compassion in him towards those win) 
suffered. 

“ And you — you return it ? you allow it ? yem will wed 
her ? ” I. • 

A haughty anger passed over Strathmore’s face : 

“ Assuredly. She will be my* wife.” ' 

As he spoke the words, the winds, slowly rising, swept up 
with a hollow and melancholy moan throligh the dying 
.eaves of the autumn trees., 

Yaldor loofied at him, the blood staining his face, his 
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breath thick and laboured, his words, startled and bewildered, 
stifled in his throat : 

Ymr wife! Oh, my God! never, if I livel you 
have betrayed me, and you shall renounce all tlmaght of 
her !” 

Strathmore’s teeth clenched^ but he strove to hold down 
his wrath, and he succeeded ; it was with a melancholy 
and proud forbearance, the more touching and the more 
worthy that it was so alien to his nature, that he answered 
now : 

“ Those are strange words, but you have a riglit to feel 
bitterly, and I must wait till with reflection and time yon 
rlo mo more justice. I can but give you my word that J 
acted in honor and honesty to }’ou, while I had no thought 
that her love ” 

“ Her love, hers / I swear to Heaven you shall renounce 
such an unhallowed, unnatural, forbidden union,” cried 
Valdor, wildly and blindly, with imperious command. 

Strathmore ! listen to me. 1 may never wed her, but 
neither shall you. I forbid such a marriage, I an^est it ; you 
shall renounce it to-night and for ever ! ” 

“ You ? Are you a madman ? ” 

He spoke calmly yet, but the forbearance was passing 
fi’om his soul and the pitying tranquillity from his face, 
though the meaning of the words he heard did not as yet 
dawn on him, for he deemed the secret too safely buried to be 
ever brought to light ; no living being knew Lucille as 
Erroll’s child. 

Valdor drew nearer still to him, his hot iSoutbem^ blood 
up, his eyes lit with dangerous menace, his pain blinding 
liim to all memory, save that the man before him was his 
j ival, who liad robbed him of what he loved ; 

“ I arrest it, I forbid it ! By the God above us you shall 
never be tlie husband of Lucille.” 

Stratlihiore’s arms were folded with his habitual attitude 
across his chdfet, and his eyes looked stefidily into the face of 
Valdor, in the deepening gloom of the night. 

‘‘ You forbid it ? — and now ? • 

“ I shall tell her that you were the murderer of her 
father.” » * 

The words broke, abrupt md hideous, fu the silence— 
Strathmore started, Ms face grew white in the gray gloom, 
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and into his eyes came a terrible, hnnted agony ; was he 
ever to strive toward expiation and ever to have it shattered 
from his gi-asp ? He lost the strength, the memory, the 
calm which might still, at cost of truth, have baffled his 
accuser ; and any who had looked on him then would have 
pitied to their heart’s core tjhe man whose haughtiest pride, 
whose humblest remorse, were alike powerless to wash out 
and to atone for a repented past — any, save one who loved 
where he loved I 

“ You — you — ” he gasped ; then his voice died, his 
dread, his anguish were less for himself than they were; 
for her whose death-blow would be the knowledge of his 
crime. 

Valdor looked on him without pity, for the evil spirit of a 
jealous passion possessed him, and while it reigned darkened 
his heart, and drove thence all compassion, all mercy, all 
generous chivaliy to his rival : 

“ Ay I Here, where you slew him, I swear to God that 
she shall know the hand which she would caress as her 
husband’s took the life which gave her own. Will she 
wed you then t Ask yourself ! ” 

“ Wed me I My God ! you would be her death !” 

His voice i^’as tilled with a foarlul agony, for it was her 
life which hung in the balance, and not his alone. He had 
no thought to mislead the man M’ho thus accused him, 
though he knew not whence his knowledge had been gleaned ; 
for his strength had broken down before the sudden danger, 
vnd the nature of Strathmore, when the world had not 
warped it, was instinctively truth — truth, be temptation or 
cost what they might. 

“ Her death ! Better that than marriage with her father’s 
assassin ! ” broke in Valdor, bitterly, for his soul was at riot 
with many passions, and in his des])air he grew cruel and 
leckless : “ If you would spare her, renounce that ; swear to 
me that never, whether I live or die, shall Lucille* be your 
wife, or I arrest your union at any cost, by letting her know 
you as^you are. She is the daughter of Er^^oll ; she shall 
hear hW he fell by the hand of the friend he trusted more 
than a brother 

Strathmore — ^he whose heart was of bronze a&d nerve of 
steel — quivered t like a woman who is stmek a brutal blow , 
that look of hunted, appealing pain still gathered in his 
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eyes, and a tenible anguish was upon his face ; he was 
struck where his strength was paralyzed, he was wounded 
where he had no shield ; in the reality of this man’s re- 
morse, he, the proud and the inflexible, held the vilest words 
wliich could scourge his sin but his due chastisement, to 
be taken in silence and submission, and here he had no 
force, no defiance, no power, for she. was menaced ! And 
for her he stooped as for himself he would have never 
(lone. 

lie stood before Valdor, his head drooped, his face livid, 
his hands outstretched in the first prayer of supplication to 
which Htrathmore had ever bent to any living man : 

Your words are hitler, but I merit them ; were they a 
thousand-fold harder 1 sliould have no title to resent them. 
], ‘ a murderer ! ’ I am at your mercy, so is she ; I would 
not ask it for myself, but for her — for her.” 

His Amice drojijied inarticulate, with strong effort he com- 
manded it, and s])oke again, lifting his head with the proud 
dignity natural to him, touchingly mingled with the self- 
humiliation so alien to his nature : 

“ You have my secret ; measure my thirst for expiation 
by the vileness of my crime— it is as great — greater it could 
not be ! She was his trust to me ; in her peace, her life, lie 
my sole power of atonement to him. For the love of Qod 
spare me that! By your power, be generous! By your 
tenderness to her, do not deal her her death-blow ? She is 
innocent, would yon strike her ? — destroy her ? — curse her 
soul with that deadly tale of vilest guilt ? Not as rival to 
rival, but as man to man I implore you. Have mercy — ^not 
to me, not to im — but to her V* 

Not in the proudest hours of his powerful oratory had his 
eloquence been so true as now, when it lay but in the 
broken, hollow words of a great agony ! — his haughty 
nature l^nt and stricken, his guilt confessed, his soul laid 
bare I ^ . . 

Alas, he who else had been swiftest to be touched and 
won by the prayer of a life laid subject, here was 

blind, and steeled, and without pity in that hour, %r— he 
loved ! ^ 

“ Eenoiftice your mairiage, and she shall not know her 
father’s blood is on your hand^” . ^ 

In the gloom of "the night the words fell from the lips of 
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the man who had his secret ; and Strathmore learned the 
bitterness that lies in mercy denied to extremity : 

" Eenounce ? I cannot f Mj/ peace I would . surrender, 
my life you should have to torture as you would, I have no 
claim to pity, no right to joy ! but I cannot give up hers, 1 
cannot leave her forsaken, insulted, her youtli embittered, 
her life more than widowed ! My God I it is her happiness 
that is my solitary atonement to her father. Wreck that ! 
by my own hand, my own consent ! Are you brute, not man, 
that you ask it ? Would you be nearer her love because she 
were divorced by me ? ” 

The blood stained Valdor’s face, and on it came no pity, 
“Eenounce her!” he said, fiercely, “or she shall know 
you as you are ! ” 

“ You are resolved ? ” 

“ Yes, by the God above ns ! ” 

“ So be it— do your worst !” 

Then Strathmore lifted his head and stood erect ; he 
pleaded no more, and on his face, calm now, the look of iron 
pride, of chill tranquillity — the look which was evil — had 
returned. It was the special and unhappy fate of this 
strange nature that whenever it strove — strove earnestly— 
towards better things and gentler tlioughts, there circum- 
stance arose and turned it backward into darkness, and 
denied its rise into the holier light. In the night which 
had now wholly descended they fronted one another ; the 
fiery menace of his foe met by a cold and fathomless defiance, 
and in Strathmore’s eyes, altiiough the memory of him whom 
he had slain yonder in the poisonous gloom beside the old 
doer-water, still lay like a sacred chain binding down hk. 
passions, there was a glance dangerous to the man who had 
driven him to extremity. Then, without word or sign, he 
turned away from him and went slowly through the gloom, 
with his arms folded on his breast, while Valdor, with 
swift uneven steps, swept onward, whither he obred not 
and knew not, int(/ the dark sear woodland 6f the deserted 

place. ^ t I ' 

Feat- need have followed him close as his shadow ! be 
had wronged, and denied, and stung to extremity, when 
it was abased, and unveiled, and suppliant^ a^'natore whicl 
never fi)rgave. ^ 
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BVIL DOKB THAT GOOD MAY COMB. 

• 

Thb knowledj?e that Valdor held the secret which, once 
told, must part for ever Lucille’s life from his, left Strath- 
more stunned like a man felled by an unseen blow on the 
brain. He had believed that no living soul ODuld find 
trace of her birth, and the stroke fell suddenly and with- 
out warning, paralyzing the hand which had deemed its 
strength strong to all control of circumstance* He was^ 
wound beyond escape in the folds of fate, as the Laocodn 
in the serpent coils. And the sickening sense otpowm'UHS- 
ness — ^the most terrible torture, I think, which this world 
holds, certainly the most terrible to one whose will is 
forcible, and whose habit is to rule— tightened about him, 
and stifled his very life. He lost all sense, save that of 
an impotent despair, in which he tore at his bonds and 
writhed beneath the retribution of his past; a maddened, 
feverish agony, imder whose goad all the evil of his nature 
rose, a giant in its desperation. His own life he would 
have flung down a prey to any fate that could have seized 
it; but hers! — there was no sin, no guilt, that Strathmore 
would have shrunk from to ward off from her fair and holy 
innocence the dark curse of his buried crime* 

It left him no more than the sheer, wild instinct of self- 
preservation, sucli as that on which men and brutes act in 
a moment of supreme and hideous peril. His calm had 
been shattered, his reason had reeled ; for the moment he 
had lost that keen acumen which in statecraft placed him 
beyond rival — that cool, clear wisdom which led him, uii« 
erring, to men’s every weakness and every impulse. Else, 
had he jlidged more truly of his foe ; else, had he known 
that— his Bwfft Southern passion oncc*bated — justice and 
merfty would have revivetj in Valdor, and his hand^uld 
have withheldT the blow which could not have avenged him, 
save by striking at the one whom he loved most gently and 
most chivalfdlisly. It was not in the natm*e of the B^rench 
Noble to be cruel; a generous fepentance fallowed swift on 
*’7cry thought! or act of passion — it did so now* Bitterness 
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of its sweetest hope, had been denied and daslied to earth, 
had goaded him for the hour into hatred and resolution 
inexorable as those of the man they menaced. He saw in 
Strathmore but the rival who had robbed him ; he wonged 
him, in the hot haste of a bitter disappointment, by the 
belief that he had betrayed the embassy entrusted to liim ; 
be grasped, in the desperation of his love, at the revenge 
which would sunder her for ever from the man who stood 
before him. And for the hour Valdor was blind with that 
passion which makes men devils; and was without pity for 
him who had been pitiless. 

But, as the gray morning dawned, and the day rolled 
on, tlirough whose dreary Icngtli he was chained to hii 
chamber tor tlie sake of the cause which he served, lost 
his presence should be known in Paris, the evil spirit left 
him. The bitterness relaxed, with which he had beem 
drunk as with raki, till humanity was deadened by it, and 
no thought was left liim but revenge; justice come back 
to him, and all the softer thoughts of a love which was 
essentially pure and true arose, and made him shrink from 
a vengeance which must strike at her. II is heart smote 
him for the mercilessness with which he had been steeled 
to the prayer of the proud nature which had stooped to 
plead, and to the remorse which had been laid bare before 
him in its anguish for expiation. He saw that, as great 
aa had been the crime of this man, so was his repentance 
sacred ; his conscience recoiled from destroying the innocent 
with the sin of the guilty. 

He knew how Lucille loved Strathmore, lor he had 
studied that love, and feared it, till a false hope had blinded 
him with its traitor-sweetness. He knew now how the 
haughty and pitiless soul of the man, whom the world 
called heartless and conscienceless, had been scourged by 
the flail of remorse, and had centred its sole Tpower of 
restitution in one ybung, frail life. And the' nobler nature 
wrestled in him with that which was more evil, and over- 
threw the baser: ‘‘His rejnorse is holy — it is not for me 
to touch it. Had she loved me I should have reverenced 
his seesret ; because her love is his, shall 1 tum traitor ? 
This was the ‘^rue instinct of the knightly heai‘t of the 
noble; £md as the long, brown autumn day ended 
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mi night stole near, he rose, armed with such strength as 
manhood may best bring to meet the bitterness of cheated 
liope and joy dashed down for ever, and went out into the 
falling twilight to say this, and this only, to him whom 
liucille loved. 

And as he felt the first cool rush of. the evening wind, 
and left the solitude of his chamber for the chilly yellow 
night, a shadow that he saw not stole towards him, and 
he was arrested — a State Prisoner. 

In the stillness of that night Strathmore stood beside 
the tomb where, deep in the stainless marble, was carved 
the record of his crime. The white autumn mists were 
heavy on the air, the winds sighed among the long griut 
that blew above Erroll’s grave, and the gold-leaved boughs 
of the dying trees swayed over the stone where he was laid 
in the dark, dank earth — forgot by all save one. 

Strathmore stood there, in the chilly, moonless night, 
beside the resting-] )lac;e of the man whom he had slain in 
fill the noon and gloiy of his manhood; and his heart was 
sick with the deadly pain of the past and with the burden 
of the future. For evil had seized both. And the sin- 
taint from that which was gone, breathed over, and reached, 
and poisoned the fair years ungrasped. 

He knew that the ghastly story of his sin would be as 
surely death to her as the touch of poison or the breath 
of pestilence ; he knew that Lucille, living but in his love, 
would be smitten more gently by the fellest disease that 
ever seized the loveliness of youth, than by tlic words 
which should bid her see in him who sought her with a 
husband’s tcndeniess the assassin of those who gave her 
birth. It was not his own passion, his own peace, his own 
love; n.ot the shelter of his crime, or the joars of his 
ftitnre, or the desire of his soul wliich was at the stake 
and in the balance — these he would have given up, a prey 
to any fate, ^ meet sacrifice to any vengeance that befell 
him ; what was in jeopardy was his tinst from the dead, 
whom he had,loved as David loved the son of Saul,^whom 
lie had slain as Cain slew the son of Eve. 

She must spai'ed. This was the sole thought, the 
sole sense that was left him. He had been denied mercy. 
And, swift as naphtha to flamfj, under the^torture, all the 
evil in him leapt to life. With that denial his resolve was 
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taken, blind and knowing neither how nor when its waj 
would be pioneered, but fixed and inflexible— the resolve 
to isihmce at any cost, at any peril, the man whose know- 
ledge of his secret menaced the life of Lucille. Strath- 
more had not yet learned that it is not given to man to 
mould the shape and way ,of fate at will, md that to do 
evil that good may come is but to add sin to sin, sepulchre 
to sepulch^. 

When he left his foe in the still autumn night his will 
was set, forged to iron in the fires of an agonized and 
imminent terror. Crime itself looked holy in his sight if 
for her, and all that could save her was justified to him. 

Yet it had been truly said of him : A bad man some- 
times, a dangerous man always, but a false man — ^never.” 
And his soul recoiled from the sole means of preservation 
which rose within his grasp, as it w^ould have recoiled from 
some dastard poison with which he had been tempted to 
still the life which held his secret. Strathmore, guilty in 
much and cruel where his will was crossed, had no taint 
of the traitor in him. Great crimes might stain him, but 
baseness or perfidy had no lodging in his nature. His 
creed of honor was lofty, knightly, unsullied — the creed 
of the Norman nobles whose blood was in his veins— and 
an act that even drew nigh the vileness of betrayal was 
loathsome, and had ever been impossible to him. 

Yet here, in the blindness of a great and horrible dread, 
in which he saw Lucille menaced, and knew that he must 
silence the lips which could breathe his secret, or see her 
jife destroyed — here there rose but one means of salvation 
for her, and to shield her he giasped it. All looked just 
to him which should be done to save the innocent; all, 
that for himself he would have withstood, grew resistless 
when it stood out before him as the sole I’orce by which 
he could ward from her the hideous knowledge of the guilt 
that stained the hand she loved — ^the hand pledged to her 
as her husband’s. ' ^ 

The ordeal was fearful to him. His soul i*ecoiled froin 
evfl, ^nd, the hart pantett for the water-springs,” 
thirsted for place — ^peaoe of heart, peace of conscience. 
And it escaped him— ever, ever. He was cGii^en on and 
:ui unceasingly^, forced to «n that the innocent might 
aved, forced to do evil that good might come* 
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His hand was not seen in his work; none knew that 
his mind had conceived it ; silently, wisely, with a master’s 
finesses, with an unerring skill, the web had been woven, 
the mine was sprung, by means the subtlest yet simplest ; 
a word, a hint— nay! scarce so much — and the State 
hounds were set on the slot of Henri Cinq’s Eoyals. He 
Jiad known the secrets of that too frank and too chivalrous 
party ; a thread dropped which could not be traced to him, 
a suggestion lent which could not involve its speaker, a 
counsel given which was but the well-advised wailing ol 
a foreign minister to a friendly court ; and he who had teen 
so rash in the bitterness of cheated love as to menace one who 
never spared friend in his path, and never aimed save to strike 
home, was flung into a State prison, where the loyal heart 
would consume in silence, and tlie knightly spirit would 
break in solitude, till the cell was changed for the galley 
bench of the Bagne or the malarious swamp of Cayenne. 

Strathmore Ijad wrought the ruin of the man who had 
braved him, with the subtle, merciless, unfaltering will 
with which his Race destroyed whatever was bold enough 
and mad enough to cross their road and oppose their power. 
But in it he had endured for Lucille what for no other 
stake he would have suffered. He would have refused to 
save himself by such a cost ; he paid it to save her. He, 
whose Iionor his foullest enemies could not impeach, knew 
himself false to the man who had placed faith in him ; the 
cowardice of betrayal tainted, in his own sight and his 
own knowledge, the act by which his rival and his foe had 
been given up to a doom not less inexorable, scarce less 
cruel, than the grave ; for the single time in a long life 
whicli, unscrupulous, pitiless, stained with guilt, had yet 
never been soilo»l with one unknightly taint, he knew him- 
self a traitor to his trust, a traitor to his creed. 

And be stood there beside the tomb of the dead man for 
ivliose sakahe had done this thing, 

“Tiaitor! twaitor!” said Strathmore, •in his teeth, and 
in hie eyes was a terrible, wistfiil misery as they gazed 
down on the black grass that grew thick above Ettoira 
gi’ave : I only needed to be tliat ! God help me ! I said 
her life shouJM^e before my own. So has it been, so shall 
it bo. It is done for your sak^ in y&ur triMt, Oh God I 
surely for you, though not for me— — ’• ' 
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In hiB throAt rose one deep, tearless sob tiiat bi^oke jthe 
silence of the night. Not for himself— never fbr hiniBelf— 
but for the dead whom he loved, and the guiltless life that 
he guarded, surely the work of his expiation would hbt M 
at the last ? 

At Ihe last f 


CHAPTER ^VJ. 

•‘tHOSE WHOM GOD HATH JOINED TOGETHEK LET NO MAN 
PUT ASUNDER.’' 

Evil done that good may come." Rash and unhallowed 
work which tampers with the Unseen, and sows the poison 
seeds that the golden fruit may bloom ; at tlie core of tlie 
fruit will not the poison ever be found ? 

Yet if the cause of any earthly life could have justified 
that touching of unfolded destiny, hers would have been that 
one ; hers which he deemed he had done justly to spare at 
my cost, as he looked on her in her loveliness, and met the 
sweet, shy, half-veiled joy of her fair eyes. 

His approaching marriage had been made public, and the 
world had seen nothing save that wliich was most natural 
in it. There was, true, some wide disparity of years between 
them, but then he had altered so little in person from what 
he had been at thirty, and had an eminence of so brilliant a 
fame, that the world felt no wonder that in his maturity of 
prime and of power the cold Statesman should have fasci- 
nated, and been fascinated by, the beautiful youth of his 
orphaned ward. Once resolved on, he hastened his mar- 
riage with the least delay that was possible — ^hastened it 
with a restless, fevered impatience that shared ftr more in 
the disquiet of dread than in the softer anxidty of passion. 

The knowledge that one lived who know his secret* filled 
him with a ceaseless and bitter fear ever Rawing at his 
peace; fte was silenced, from the grip that held him, Valdor 
Would never again be free to come forth a&d lift np the 
veil that hun? before thatt.ghastly past; yet that Ms secret 
was in the j^wer of one living man, hoWeVer that man 
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were * stricken powerleiss, filled with the deadly unrest o1 
an eyer-oonscious, nover-banished dread, the soul ^hidi 
through a long life had nerer learned before what it was 
to fiar. In her presence this was lulled, in her abserlce 
it fastenfed on liim resistlessly with a haunting, nameless 
terror. Danger had risen once j never more could he feel 
secure it would not rise again, not agai)i to be thus grap- 
pled with and hurled down ere its touch could reach her. 
It was this which made him hasten his marriage to its 
earliest; he felt that her life was insecure until' placed 
beyond the power of majj to sever from him, until guarded 
by him with the title ana the power of a liiisband. 

It was still but autumn, not a month from the day when 
lie had first spoken to her of love, when he stood with her 
tlio night before their marriage-day, looking on that life 
with whicli his own love was well-nigh to him as much 
profanity and desecration as had seemed the love of other 
men. There are lives in their beautiful first youth, ere 
childhood is wholly left, ere womanhood is one-half 
learned, which look too ethereal and too heaven-lent Ibi 
the passion-breath of any love, even the purest and the 
best. Lucille’s was one. The flower was too fair for earth. 

Without, that night, the seas ran high, and the dark 
waves were flung against the granite headlands, and the 
winds were wild among the tossing gorse : but where they 
stood in solitude, there were warm-scented air, and lam- 
bent light, and delicate bright hues, and flowers in all their 
summer blossom, and Lucille neither saw nor knew the 
darkness of the night. His kiss was on her lips, his voice 
was in her ear. 

“And you are happy?” Strathmore murmured as he 
bent over her. How restlessly and how wistfully the cold, 
proud, strong man asked this of one whose young years 
took all their joy from him — the question whose answer he 
knew BO wsll ! But of that answer he vras never tveaiy — 
never weaiy to* see, as he did now, the^ich love-light in 
her face, the gladness in her smile, while she nestled closei 
in his breast as*to her best-loved, best-trusted shelter; fialf- 
shy, half-ashamed still in the awe and beauty of her neir 
and wondering^oy, 

Lucille was happy— happy through Strathmor# 

asked no more of God dr man than this, and asked ndl 

• Ii L 2 
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this for his own sahe* For, in his remorse, and in hii 
expi^ion, the haughty arrogance of his nature was smitten 
down, humbled to the lowest depths ; and where he stood, 
on that marriage eye, with her lips against his cheek, and 
her life sheltered on his heart, he bowed his head over her 
with an unspoken prayer 

** For her sake — in his trust— oh, God I give me power to 
keep her thus for ever 1 ” 

And in his heart a voice spoke — ^that voice of God which 
men call conscience : “ Why was evil done that ggod might 
come ? Sin added yet again to sin, is but barrier piled on 
barrier, betwixt a soul and its atonement.” 

It was noon on the day of the solemnization of his mar- 
riage, and Strathmore stood among some of the proudest of 
his order, speaking on the trifles of the hour with his habitual 
soft, low, slight laugh. The accustomed serenity was on 
his face, the courtly smile upon his lips, the languor in the 
sold, harmonious music of his voice ; they saw in him but 
one of themselves, a chill, subtle, haughty statesman, a con- 
summate courtier, an indomitable leader, ruler of a lofty 
power, reaper of a ripe ambition ; they saw no change in 
him. But in his heart was the restless fever of a passionate 
disquiet, the gnawing consciousness of traitorous evil wrought 
that good might be its offspring ; Oblivion cannot be 
hired,” 

^*6od is my witness, no impulse of passion, no vileness 
of self piety, no thought of my own peace actuated me — it 
was for her, for her alone,” he told himself perpetually, and 
said aright ; for passion he would have trampled out, self- 
pity was a weakness that was unknown to him, and his 
longing to fiilfil the trust of Erroll was holy, sincere, and 
without taint, though its fruit and its action were error. 
Yet a terrible unrest was on him; a sickening dread pos- 
sessed him — he who had feared the laws of neittfer God nor 
man. Was the darkness of his own life fit to blend with 
the pure dawn of hers ? Was a hidden sin such shield as 
shothd have guarded her? "Was the knoWedge of guilt 
meet guest for the heart on which hers would rest ? 

He thrust thought from him, and it woifid* return. He 
hade the pai^ be buried end it rose again. He strove to 
but fairness of the friture, and the dead years 
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gwarmed around and mocked him. He was master of all 
men save of himself! — and as he stood there, in hia chill 
and courtly calm, on him were a deadly bitterness of fore- 
boding, a fevered and nameless fear. 

Then — as Lucille came into his presence, these were 
forgotten, and as he looked on Mbr, he remembered nothing 
but the love that was his own. They who were gathered 
there weje world-worn, languid, cold to much, indifferent 
to all; men and women who wore “the purples^ of the 
patrician, and had long forgot the creeds, even where they 
still kept the years of youth. Yet there were none among 
them who, beholding Lucille on that, her bridal morning, 
were not touched to something of mourniul and unbidden 
tenderness at sight of that fair life, with the innocence of 
the childhood which had been so lately left, and the awe 
of the deep love which had been so newly taught, sacred 
upon its beauty. They knew not why they felt thus, they 
did not seek to know; thus, long ago, perchance, they 
might have felt, looking on the beautiful dawn of an early 
tremulous, shadowless day, rising in summer light, con- 
scious themselves how soon that day must die, scorched 
by noon heats, and sunk in shadows of the night. 

The low, sad lulling of the seas, beating on the sands 
without, sounded audibly through the stillness in the 
reception-rooms of Silver-rest. Without, the autumn day 
was wild and fitful and tempestuous, while the gi’ay curlews 
flew with startled cries over the surf, and the yellow leaves 
of the scattered gorse were whirled upon the wind. But 
within, the stately chambers were filled with delicate color- 
ing, with fair women, with the gleam of diamonds and 
sapphires, with the scent of myriad exotics ; and the light 
fell warm, and soft, and mellow about Lucille, and on ner 
young head, with its wdiite coronal of virginal and bridal 
flowers. As he bowed before her, and leading her out, took 
his place beside her, the courtier^s grac% and dignity of his 
habitual manner, softened and tinged by the infinite tender- 
ness that was in him for Her, no memory was on hin> then 
save of her beautiful youth, as her eyes drooi)ed, full of shy, 
dreamy lustrof and her face flushed in her sweet -shame. 
The child heart of Lucille was tremulous at the weight of 
its own joy. What had she done, she thdiight, that she 
shouldi share his life as no other had ever done ; that she 
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alone, of all the world, should be thus loved and blessed <rf 
heaven and of him. 

The words of the marriage sacrammit commenced, while 
the ocean without filled the stillness with the plaint of its 
mournful melody: 

** I EEQUIUE AND CHAUOlfi YOU BOTH, AS YE WILL ANSWEB 
AT THE DREADFUL DAY OP JUDOHENT, WHEN THE SECRETS 
OP ALL HEARTS SHALL BE DISCLOSED ” 

The Byllahles fell slowly and solemnly on the hushed air, 
charging tlie confession of all sin or knowledge which could 
sever the lives that would be bound in one ; and he who 
heard them, while on his soul was the secret which uttered 
vould part their lives for ever, stood silent ; and the words 
rolled onward, echoed by the melancholy burden of the seas 
where they broke, wave upon wave, on the distant shore. 

He was silent; and what other lips could tell the crime 
of his buried past ? None there. He had said, Let the 
dead past bury its dead,’’ and the dead speak not. Once 
only his face lost its enforced look of calm and grave tran- 
quillity ; it was when her hand touched and lay within his 
— his that was branded with the sin of Cain. 

Then the ritual which was uttered was lost on his 
memory; the scene that was around him grew sickly and 
unreal ; the surging of the seas beat and throl)bed through 
his brain ; his eyes shrank from the young loveliness beside 
him, and his voice, as it pledged her a husband’s vows, 
sounded hollow in his cai. What he saw was the upward 
look of the dying man whom he had slaughtered, what ho 
heard were the Siint, broken words which, even in death, 
had forgiven hirrii and for one instant on his face came 
that look of agony, hunted, terrible, guilt-stricken, which 
bad come there when in the mists of the sunrise in the 
yCArs long gone, he had read the message of the dead thp 
message of a divine pardon, which had written him out 
for ever in his sight a murderer. In that hour it was not 
Limille pf whom he thought, it was not Lucille wbcim he 
eaw, it was the friend whom he had loved and slam. 

lake moment passed ; Strathmore was master of himself* 
His hand closed upon hers, bis voice fell serene and un- 
t»*oken on the silence, he bowed his head beside her, and 
unaep^sted ths? marriage wSrds rolled on through the guiet 
imtot a»d was only filled with the dreamy lulling or the 
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seas. His love was pledged her as her husband's, tbo 
love which had been Marion Vavasour's. His hand lay 
within hers as the guardian of her life, the hand which 
was stained with her father’s blood. 

“ TnosE WHOM God hath joined togethbe let no man 

rUT ASUNDER.” * 

On the deep stillness the words were uttered which 
bound their lives in one, irrevocably, eternally, in the 
bond which the world could not sever, nor death annul. 

And with her face flushed, as with the wondrous glory of 
her future, and luminous with the angel-light that Dante 
saw upon the face he loved in the Vision of the Paradiset^ 
Lucille looked upward in his eyes— his Wife. 


CHAPTER LXV. 

THE ROSES OP THE SPRINO. 

It was the early springtide of the year. Tlie broiwi^ 
sunny waters down by the Sheen lay cool and tranquil hi 
The light ; the woodland was in its first glad freshness ; the 
glades and gardens sweeping to the edge, and the whi^ 
glistening walls of villas through the trees, were warm in 
the noon briglitness ; and it was restful and lovely here^ 
in a bend of the stream, beechen-sheltered, and with 
islands breaking the wide river, and drooping their wilpw$ 
lazily into the waves. Down the stream floated a t)pat 
shaped like the Greek feluccas, a graceful water-t^, 
sails like the silver sea-guirs winj^s, and gold ar^oeiMuiaB 
glistening on its white, carved sides, and azitre cueqlj^ 
piled in fairy luxury on its couch—the nautilu^borec ^ 
a Jlereid fl^ere not more daintily fair. And on the ^or^ 
under the shellering trees, a woman saf wearily watdtai)g 
its eburse, ha^ in apathy, half in fascination. 8h^ VlW 
tired, travel-worn, haggard, heart-sick, where she satf rest- 
ing drearily there, looking out with sunken, sun-blind eypa 
blankly oven Iflie stretch of the waters ; and she gazed as 
though bound by a spell at the ipyous sween of thp ^reek 
felucca; they were in contrast so strange — the, the bitteri 
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hopeless, beggared woman, crouching in the shadow, and 
that bird-like boat winging its way through the light, with 
the sun on its snow-white sails! 

And she thought of her Past, when her course through 
life had been proud, and patrician, and cloudless, and in 
Oie light of a noontide sun, like the course of that boat 
through the waters ! 

Nearer and nearer glided the river felucca, while on its 
cushions lay a young girl in the first dawn of her youth, 
the awnings of azure silk above her head, a pile of hothouse 
roses lying in her lap, the sunlight falling on the fairness 
of her face, bright with a softer glory still — the gloiy of a 
life without a Siadow, of a joy without a wish. She wlio 
sat on the shore looked and noted her with envying, evil 
gaze ; she knew her not, but yontli, joy, peace, the purples 
of the aristocratic order, the gladlinoss of a loveliness 
gracious and beloved, these were accursed and abhorrent 
in the sight of the Outcast — they had once been her own, 
though now there waited for her but the sepulchre of Age, 
the grave of Beggary. 

Nearer yet floated the fairy felucca, as though bearing a 
Water-Fay to her river home, to her golden throne reared 
in the snowy bell of the lotus-flower — floated till it was 
moored at a landing-stair close to where the solitary 
wanderer sat, who never moved, but gazed still, with the 
stupor of weariness at the toy-barge and its freight, as its 
young queen rose from her azure nest, and passed over the 
carpets her attendants threw down before her feet, with a 
group of girl-patricians like herself, sunny as the morning. 

Her white and delicate skirts almost swept the dust- 
stained dress of the lonely woman where she sat ; and she 
looked down on her compassionately, pausing with that 
generous and loving pi^ for all who sorrowed and were 
m need, that was the divine instinct of a naturg which, in 
the fnluess of its, own gladness, would fam have decreed 
that none should suffer. 

“You are ill ?” she asked gently, while the odor of the 
roses that filled her hands was wafted to the travel-tired 
wanderer. 

I am very weary 1 ” 

The words /had a hearfr-sick depth of misery, and the 
voice which uttered them was strangely contrasted with 
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the want and desolation of her lonclinegs — sweet, rich, and 
lull of music still. 

The contrast struck upon the young girl’s ear, and she 

f )aused, while her fair eyes, in whose depths the sunlight 
ay, gazed down on the hollow, sunken, haggard face at 
whose look she shuddered, ev^n while it touched her to 
yet deeper pity, for there were in it something of fearful 
beauty, of wild grace, that nothing could destroy save 
death itself. 

“ Let me aid you,” she said, stooping, while she dropped 
some gold into the wanderer’s lap, the sweet and gracious 
compassion of the words robbing the alms of all bitterness 
that might lie to poverty in the charity of wealth : “ This 
in but little ; but if you come up to the house, we may be 
able to relieve you more.” 

The woman looked upon her, still with a blank RtU])or 
and an evil envy blended in her gaze ; and the sun shone 
on them — together; the wanderer, with the darkness of 
desolation and the shame of evil years upon her, and the 
young girl, with the sun bright on her fair and fragile 
loveliness, on the fragrant burden of flowers that she bore, 
on the light gold of her perfumed hair, and the beautiful 
smile of innocence soilless, of love fearloss, less on her lips 
than in her eyes, as thongli the soul were best told in them. 

She moved to pass onward from the Pariah who crouched 
there in the beechen shadow; but as she moved she saw 
the eyes, which had flashed with something of proud, 
shrinking pain as the gold had fallen into her lap, fasten 
on and follow, with wistlul, thirsty look, the blossom and 
the fragrance of the roses — such a look as an exile gives 
on a foreign soil to flowers he remembers in Ins native land, 
whither he can never again return. With an impulse of 
divine compassion, with a gesture of beautiful grace, she 
gave the rich clusters to the lonely and travel-^wom 
wanderef: 

“ You love'flowers ? Take them, th^^ will comfort you.” 
While the ^oftness of tjie pitying words still lingered oa 
the air, in charity more angel-like than the grudging 
charities of earth, she went onward with her fair, bnght 
group of gklf?ih, aristocratic youth, soon lost to sight in the 
foliage of the villa woodlandsi; and Marion Vavasour sat 
in the gloom beside the reedy waters, witirthe wses lying 
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in her lap, and their dreamy fragrance rising heavy with 
the perfume of the Past. 

They were the flowers of her sovereignty, the flowers 
of her symbol, she had loved them with the poetic and 
artistic fancy which so strangely mingled with her panther 
cruelty, her murderous wantonness ; a thousand buried 
hours lay coiled for her in the shut leaves of the moss- 
laden buds, a thousand memories uprose for her with the 
rich sweetness of their odorous dews, her youth, her love- 
liness, her power, all the golden glories that were for ever 
dead were sepulchred for her in the closed core of those 
scarlet roses. 

Beggared by the arrest which had spared her liberty, but 
had confiscated all that she possessed and had banished her 
from the city ; beggared more utterly yet by the wreck of 
the vessel in which she had been bound for the New World; 
she, who had been more brutal and more pitiless in the days 
of her triumph, than was ever beast of the desert goaded 
and ravening for prey, had sunk to the lowest dejiths of 
desolation, of misery, of keen and bitter want, of wild and 
impotent despair ; and, still denying God, believed at last 
in Retribution. 

And she sat there looking blankly and blindly down on 
the fresh fragrant roses that the compassion of a soilless 
life had laid upon those hands crime-stained as the mur- 
derer's palm ; and she drank in, as with desert-thirst, the 
fragrance that bore to her the perfume of her youth, the 
fragrance of the emblems of her Past. A step roused her : 
she looked up, wearily, from her stupor : 

“Who was it gave me these ? ” 

He who was passing, an old ferry-boatman, paused: 

“ An angel on earth a’most, God keep her ! The great 
minister’s young bride. He’s cold as ice to look at* but 
they do say he just worship her ” 

“ Who is she?” ^ ^ 

There was a terrible, hunying eagerness in*" the quiver of 
her Tojee. c ^ 

“His lordship’s wife, I tell ye, the Lady Cecil Strath- 
more.^ 

“ Strathmore 1 ” a 

The boatma^ had passed* onward, and he did not leaf 
the echoed name, in whose dry, thirsty, stifled cry ran the 
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intensity of hate. From where she sat in the heart-sickness 
of fatigue and of privation, she sprang up as a panther 
springs from its lair at scent of its foe and its prey, her 
limbs once more instinct with eager life, her form quivering 
with passion. She dashed the roses down on the wet sward 
and trod them beneath her feet, 1^11 their beauty was ruined, 
and trampled from all likeness of itself, even as was her 
own. She flung out into the river depths, with loathing 
gesture, the gold that had been given by that tender and 
gentle pity ; in want and weariness, in poverty and desp^^r* 
footsore, and with none to give her bread, a wanderer, and 
knowing not when night should fall where she shogld lay 
her Ijead, she cast out to the waters’ waste the alms that 
w(M‘e ol Ms Avealth! The insanity of a blind, reckless, 
cruel hate possessed her; the hate, long-chained, baffled, 
])owcrle.ss to find its vengeance ; the hate which was athirst 
to coil itself with deadly poison-folds about the life that was 
omnipotent and honored amidst men, and hiss back in his 
ear the words by which he once had doomed her : “ Such 
mercy as you gave, I give to you — no other ! ” 

At last, at last, she had learned where to siTike; and 
though her hands wore empty now, some weapon that 
would deal the death-blow to his life through what he 
loved would not be long unfound. 

To that reckless and tigress lust, what were the gmutle- 
ness of the beautiful youth which had paused to pity the 
suffering, the divine compassion which had succored thp 
stranger and the desolate? — to the soul that was sc^a^red 
with evil and envy, and the deep guilt of murderous pap- 
sions, they were, alas, but as oil to the buiming, bat c." fuel 
to fleime. 
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CHAPTEK LXVI. 

THE SNAKIkIN THE SHAIK)W. 

Vheh the night fell over the river-maisonnette, which 
had been one of the countless bridal gifts of the Cabinet 
Minister to his young love (and where they came at the 
close of most weeks, that in the brilliance and fever of the 
world she had now entered she should not wholly lose the 
fi^eshness and the solitude in which she had dwelt from 
infancy, and which had made the waters, and the wood- 
lands, and the sweep of free forest winds the life of 
Lucille’s life), Marion Vavasour, unseen, made her way 
through the aisles of the gardens, stealing with noiseless 
football, as the panther through the jungles* Her youth 
for ever dead, her loveliness for ever lost, no end left for her 
but beggai’ed misery and wretched age, and the death-bed 
of the homeless and the outcast, she had but one goal, one 
passion, one future— revenge ; and like the panther she 
could crouch waiting with untired patience for the hour 
when her spring could never miss. Love she had never 
known, save for her own beauty, her own guilty power; 
but hate, the cruel, cowardly, wanton, vengeful nature of 
Marion Vavasour — a woman in her wickedness as in her 
weakness, in her crimes as in her cowardice — knew ip its 
deadliest and most ruthless desire. Not with philtre or 
with steel had she any thought to destroy what she hated ; 
her hand would have shaken tkere^ for her heart would 
have shrunk from the physical peril that would have 
recoiled on herself ; true to her sex, she thirsted for a more 
cruel and a more craven vengeance ; she longed to destroy 
by some subtler torture — ^to say to him, as he Ifad said to 
her, You shall life to suffer ! ” 

She made her way, shunning detection, thpugh th€ stilli 
cool Wenu^ and ^dens, where the starhght was trem- 
bling in the white spray of fountains, and the linden leaves 
were filling the night with their odor. She no purpose, 
no object, save to watch as« the snake watches what it dares 
not attack ; save to feed, by looking on its goal, the hate 
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which fastened full as brutally on the young life which had 
been filled with merciful compassion for her loneliness and 
poverty as on his which had bade her perish in the darkness 
of the waters and left her to sink downward to her grave. 

Her eyes gazed round as she moved onward; the scent 
of the air, the gleam of the statues among the foliage, the 
voices of the nightingales thrilling through the silence— 
they belonged to her Past ! — and the soul of this woman, 
hungering for her lost life, knew no passion but to destroy 
those who now dwelt in the paradise from whose ^tes the 
flaming sword of a pitiless vengeance* had driven her forth 
to fee desert. She stole on, shrouded by the fitful moon- 
light, till she found her way to a marble terrace, where 
some of the windows still stood open to the night; and, 
sheltered by the ilex foliage, Marion Vavasour crept nearer 
and nearer, and gazed into Lucille’s bridal-home. Kneel- 
ing there, she could see the long vista of the lighted 
chambers, which had a few moments past been filled by 
the guests of the great Statesman, a small, choice gather- 
ing, the roll of whose carriages still echoed through the 
still night that was stealing into the Sabbath dawn. The 
dank dews fell chill upon her brow, her limbs were stiff 
and weary, she was abmigered and roofless, and had no 
clanship save with the great outcast multitudes, whose 
name is legion and whose portion wretchedness; and she 
gazed upon the light and luxury and beauty, the rich color- 
ing and delicate hues, and gleaming marbles veiled in the 
warm clusters of countless blossoms, where what Strathmore 
loved, lived in his honor and his shelter, in the grace of 
earliest youth and in the purples of grandest power ! 

A sickly and deadly envy shivered through her veins, 
and she stretched nearer and nearer, as the reared snake 
darts from out the shadow its hooded head and poisoned 
barb. 

She, kfieeling there without, saw Strathmore in the white^ 
warm light wfthin ; and where he stood ^lis bead was bowed, 
white on the coldness of hjs face was that deep and softened 
tenderness which never came there save for one, TbSy were 
alone, and Lucille leaned against him : her arms were wound 
about his neclll, and while his hand caressed fee light wealth 
of her hair, her eyes looked upward into his with that love 
which was the holiest and fairest thing which had entered 
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ill with the embitions, and the passions, and the temorse, 
of a great and evil life. 

They were so near, that she who Watched withoni^ could 
see the loot with which the eyes that had spoken theii* 
iritite, ihercilesB doom to her when he had loosed her to the 
ftury of the seas, gazed down on the young loveliness gathered 
to his bosom ; so near, that she could hear the voice which 
had bade her perish in the devouring waters, soften to more 
than woman’s tenderness, in answer to the fond words whose 
happy murmur filled the silence : 

“ Ah ! if it were not to ^vish you less honored and less 
great, I should wish we were always alone, and that Lucille 
never lost you to the world ! ” 

“ Lucille never loses me to the world, for never is she one 
hour from my thoughts, though the world claims my time 
and my presence ! ” 

And as those answeiing words echoed on the stillness of 
the midnight to the ear of the hidden watcher without, she 
saw at last the single place in his armor of proof where, if 
one poisoned arrovr crer pierced, the mailed and kingly life 
must reel and fall ; and a hideous whisper hissed from hci* 
own blanched, fevered lips : “ He loves her — ^tic loves her I” 
Through the stillness there trembled the low sigh of that 
perfect joy which, like the Imsh of noon, is silenced by its 
own intensity, as Lucille looked upward to his face which, 
cold and changeless for all others, to her ever wore that 
gentleness which, so long hers from her guardian, was an 
hundred-fold hers from her husband. 

Ah ! how beautiful it is to live ! ” she murmured ; and 
the words of happiness whicli had never known even a 
dream of pain, of love which lent its own divinity to all 
existence, stole to the strained ear and thirsty hate of the 
woman with whom to live had been to sin, and who had 
but one seared and cruel passion left — the passion to 
desttby. , 

He stbdped and kissed the lips raised to him with theii* 
hiitj^.words ; * 

Tmnk God it is so for you, my darling ! ^ 

" For r’ ^ 

i for US ! ’ — ^jres. For ine while for yoii.” 

She nestled to his Vieart, while her vbicb Was still 
hushed in its dreamy sweetness ; 
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I wish there was no suffering for any. I cannot bear 
to think that there is so much pain on earth. Can you ? 
I saw a woman in want to-day ; I wish you had been with 
me. Her face has haunted me ever since ; it looked so 
so full of evil, yet so full of weariness. Why is it that some 
faces look like that ? *’ . 

“ Do not seek to know, my child ; you could never even 
dream.” 

‘‘ She grieved me, too,” nursued Lucille, while the light 
from above fell white and soft upon her where shfi leaned 
against him, her head resting on his breast, the pearls 
woven in her shining hair, the costly laces of her delicate 
dress trailing on the floor, with tlie bright flowers filing 
here and there upon them : She sat so haggard and so 
desolate by the river all alone. It must be so teri'ible to 
be uloml I thought the very poorest had some one to 
love them ? ” 

“ But she was left less desolate when you had seen her, 
Lucille.” 

He knew that her loving and compassionate nature had 
no pleasure greater than in giving rest and succor to all 
who were in need, and he let her spend his wealth as widely 
as she would in charity; eveiy lair and gracious mercy 
traced to her, every blessing that fell on her from the lives 
she aided, rejoiced him : 

“I am afraid nothing could help her very much,” she 
answered him, musingly, in the voice which had become 
to him the sweetest music that earth held, it was so full 
of joy : ‘‘ She looked so longingly at my roses ; they might 
have been the faces of familiar friends! I gave them to 
her. I thought they might comfort her if she loved them 
as I do.” 

Over his face passed a shadow of startled fear, of dis- 
quietude, heavy though nameless ; he knew not why not 
Avhat he dfcaded ; 

“ Your rose? I It was strange that 9 beggar carted tor 
themj Lucille ? ” ^ 

“Why? I^rhaps they recalled to her some W|>pier 
past.” 

He shudd§rffd, and drew her to his bosom with a gesture 
of passionate tenderness : • 

“Do not speak to strange people, my ifcve,” he 8aid» 
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rapidly and imeasily: “You are too young to diseem 
ivhom it is fitting you should notice. Let none, save those 
[ sanction, ever have access to you.’' 

She raised her face, illumined with her tender and 
beautiful smile ; 

“ Ah ! I love to have anything to promise you and to 
obey you in. I wish you* gave me more, then you would 
know how Lucille loves you,” 

He bowed his head, and kissed the lips which had so 
sweet an eloquence for him, and drew her with fond care 
from the breath of the night-breeze as it swept through 
the opened casements ; his frame, firm knit as steel, and 
braced by desert heats and ocean stonns, felt even the 
slight chillness in the summer wind, since it might have 
danger for the early, fragile life lie cherished. 

And she who watched without, with burning, jealous 
eyes, while the darkness brooded over her hiding-place, 
where she crouched as a serpent coils beneath the leaves, 
saw him lead Lucille through the long vista of light and 
warmth, of deep renaissance hues, and snow-white marbles, 
and rich tropic foliage, until their forms passed from her 
sight, and she heard the distant closing of a door falling 
behind them. Yet she knelt there still, sheltered by the 
leaves, and with her face looking out into the starlight, 
haggard and lit with a tcnible, baffled, passionate desire, 
ravening lor its prey ; knelt there until the light died out 
from the windows, and no sound stirred tl\e silence bub the 
gentle lulling of the rivei, and all was still in the hush of 
sleep. 

The night was serene, the winding waters murmured in 
tranquil measure on their wav, the stars shone down in 
holy, solemn peace ; and as the poisonous snake steals, dark 
and noiseless, through the gentle night where none behold 
its pestilential trail, Marion Yavasour stole through the 
dark shelter of the leaves, looking backward, aver back- 
ward, to whore wqjre sleep, and rest, and soft dreams only 
stirred by as soft a caress, while, like the death hiss af tlie 
snaku gliding to destroy, the whisper hissed from her 
lios ; “ Heloves her I he loves ♦her ! *' 
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CHAPTEB LXVn. 

mm THB AiiOx’B Hiahe oohes iobth meRAircii asd 

BITTEBNBBB. 

Tbb warm light of an odorons fire, made of wood of 
aloes bronght from the East, and filling the air with its 
incQise<like perfume, shed its flickering brightness nver a 
rooip brilliant and Inxnrious as any palace chamber in the 
Arabian Nights. Hangings of azure silk, arabesques at 
gold, rich hned Guido hews, and delicate wUte earrings, 
art trifles of rarest beauty, and flowers scattmed in pto^ 
fiision eretywhere, bright in hothouse blossom, were lit 
by the fire gleam into such a mingled mass of coloring as 
artists would ^ave worshipped in its chiaro’senro. Not 
less would they hare lored the face on which the fire shed 
its glow ; the soft, fair, thoughtful brow, the deep, ^iritual 
eyes, the lips on which was a dreamy smile of joy sweeter 
than lies in words. There was a light upon her free ^at 
had nerer been there, there was a perfection in her loreli- 
ness that it had nerer before reached, as Lucille leant back 
in a low chair, gazing into the bright wood embers, while a 
large greyhound lay stretched at her feet, and the warm 
glow played upon her gold-flecked hair, in the twilight of 
the spring day which hw grown chilly in the great square 
of patrician West London, six months after her marriage. 

She was alone, but her rererie was sweeter than the 
companionship of any save of one, and her thoughts were 
fairer dreamland than any poet’s song or romancist’s story 
could hare told her. Joyous, and without even passing 
shade, as her caressed and guarded youth had been from 
the days of her earliest memoiy, it seemed to Lndlle that 
she had nffrer known happiness until now— now that dm 
was his own, of Us name, in his home, uifteTered from hfai, 
and dear to ^ as no living thing had ever been. 

It was gixmlg very dnsli^ bat the half light, traser* 
tain lustre crosi^ and deepened by the wadows^ suited 
her imaginati^and meditative nature. Had her own li|b 
known a ton<m of twilight, she would have learnt to find 
the twilight hour unendurable $ her days wer? full of mm* 
, a a 
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light, said she loved the weird, poetic patuse between the 
day and night. 

Suddenly the greyhound rose with a deep bay, shaking 
his silver chain. Lncille liHed her head in eager, listening 
gladne^ s a ete|^ they both knew echoed without, the door 
opened at the far end of the shamber, the portiere was 
flung back, and Strathmore entered. In an instant she 
had crossed the vast length of the apartment, and had 
thrown herself into his outetretdied arms ; her fece flushed 
with delight, her eyes gazing into his as thon^ they had 
been parted, not for hours, but years. • 

“ My dtffMng 1 my darling ! ” murmured StrathmsM*, as 
be bent over her; and in nis eyes, as they looked down 
upon her, it might be read that, in that moment at least, 
he was happy; it might be seen how deeply this man 
conid love, who, by a fatal error, bad believed himself as 
cold as he was, of a truth, inexorable. Healed her forward 
to where the fragrant aloes’ flame flung out its ruddy heat 
upon the h.jarth, and as he sank into a couch beside the 
fire, she tinew herself down at his feet, resting her bright 
head against him, while his arm was still about her. For 
the first time in his life bis home was sacred and welcome 
to Strathmore; before, hie home had been to him but a 
residence in which to sleep, to dine rarely, Save when he 
mtiertained the world, to keep tl» state an^l pomp requisite 
to his public position, and to give his ministerial banquets 
and rec^)tiofls; now it was dear to him, for it was alsc 
hers. 

“ What, you were all alone, my child, and in the twilight, 
too ? ” he said, fondly, as his hand caressed the MghtneSE 
of her hair. 

She looked up, while the firelight shone in her eyes and 
en the radiance of her fhee : 

“ I would adways rather be rione when yott are not with 
m®. It is solitude without you wherever ^I a&, and if 1 
m qmk alone tl®re is nothing to break my tbon^ts ol 
you.” c , * 

juy dailfeg 1 you should iret love tnie «o wefl.” 

flbe loE^ked Ufcill with « mile which spot® b(^nd 
wiada. ^ . 

ts ! hare tty pat you iu. I ctumot tpre tw 

uawh,” ^ 
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" Pay ml lam the debtor."* 

She did &at know the meamng &oin which his aaiswer 
sprung, while her arms were wound about his neck, mi 
her kisses were on his cheek that was hollowed and worn 
with the wear and tear of ambition and the unceasing 
conflict of contested power. Her^caresses, her toidemess, 
her infinite and beautiful devotion to him were ever new, 
ever sweet to Strathmore; with any other he mi^t woba^ 
bly have been satiated and wearied before now, with Bucilla 
ho was never tired of gazing on the fairness of her face, and 
he could never hear too much of her fond and fervent words. 
He had loved her ere he had wedded her; he had loved her 
far more since. 

As I said the other night, if it were not to wish you less 
great, I could wish we were always alone,” she whispered 
him, while she lay at his feet, making a bright, artistic 
picture with the greyhound at her side on the soft, rich- 
hued skins and Anxetre rugs upon the hearth. 

“ I could wish, too, that I had never to leave you,^" he 
answered her, tenderly, his hand still wandering over the 
light gold of her hair : Well, we will be alone ^ a time j 
there is nothing that needs me imperatively now, a&d we 
need not go to the Queen’s ball till late. You shall have 
all those hours to yourself, Lucille.” 

Her face beamed with delight : 

“ Ah, I am so glad ! I feel how proud and glorious it 
is to bear your name when I am with you^in the world, 
but I love better still to be with you alone. Others are 
your companions as well there; but I am lie only one 
who shares your solitude.” 

He smiled ; the intensity of her affection for him, too 
great in its usurpation of all her life and thoughts, liever 
alarmed him, as it might well have done, for her ; he 
Baw ixi it Hke fulness of her happiness through him, tbf 
completeness with* which her happiness was merged ha 
and dependent on him, and thus also in it the ecmplete*' 
ness 0^ his atonament to her* father, cool ea^ 
nature of Strathmore, self-governed and self*^rel»iQt, was 
not one to fearsthe fatal adverriries of chance, or io 
member that tlhie veiy love which^now made all the gfcay 
of her life, might as utterly ma;ke ihs desolatiin if evil m 
death het of him. Aocident is chiefly dreaded 

• U M 9 
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by women ; by men rarely ; by Sk'athmore never. If tiie 
Bin tbat he had smned to Yaldor for^ her swept over him 
with a pang, he thmst it aside as swiftly ; he would have 
taken £ce^ guilt to hia soul to have spared Lucille one 
pairing touch of the knowledge of soirow; and in their 
marriage his happineBS^ though more broken and more 
ftvered than her innocent and perfect peace, was scarce 
less great than her own. 

Lucille leaned nearer against him, testing her clasped 
hands on his, while a warmer flush rose to her cheeks : ^ 

" There is something I want to ask you — may I ? ” 

“ May you ! ” he repeated, with a smile : “ My own 
darling ! have you need to ask that ? What is tWe I 
ever refuse you, Lucille ? ” 

“ Oh, no,' no ! Nothing tnat I could beg you to give or 
to do ; but that is different — something I want to ask you 
of yourself.” 

“ Of myself ? Say what you will, my love.” 

He thought she alluded to his political life, for Lucille's 
intelligeut and highly-cultured mind rendered her very fhr 
in advance of her actual years ; and all childlike, guileless, 
and poetic as her nature was, she embraced and entered 
into his career with a depth of comprehension and ol 
sympathy which made her no unfitting companion of a 
statesman’s life : 

“I have never asked you before; but I think yon will 
tell me now-rnow that I am your wife,” she said, softly, 
and half riiyly, while the color deepened in her face as she 
spoke the last words. Her reverence for her guardian^ 
had been so interwoven with her life, that it was still' 
inseparably mingled with the fuller, freer, and still fonder 
tenderness rfie bore him as her husband : “ I want you to 
tell me” — and her voice was sunk very low, while her arm 
stole round his neck — “tO' tell me of that rruel woman 
whom they say that you once loved ? " . 

Strathmore started violently, as if a snake had stung 
him ; a look of ieruor and of horror glanced into Ins ey^. 
firelight shone upon his faoe and hers thej were in< 
contrast ; the one suddenly blanched with a great 
ik/fa, and dark with all the memories of the past ^at 
flooded on ^im with that single question, the other bright 
and fair in all the loveliness of earliest youth, its delicate 
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coloring flushed, its beautiful eyes beaming, humid and 
eloquent, as her shining hair brushed his cheeks. 

“ Of her ?-^f her 2 My God ! l?^at do you know of 
her?*' ' 

In the passionate, agitated words, to which a ghastly 
dread gave the first sternness, tjie first harshness whii^ 
had ever tinged his words to Lucille, the cool wisdom of 
the statesman was forgotten, the truth betrayed; he had 
not remembered with what ease her question might have 
been eluded, her innocence blinded and misled. ,, 
Lucille looked at him ; her eyes startled and filled with 
wistfiil pain, her color blanched, her face full of self-re- 
proach and sorrow. She saw that he was wounded— and 
by her! — and she hoard in his voice the first accent of 
anger that had fallen on her ear. She did not know how 
far removed fi:om anger, how far worse than his worst 
anger could have been, were the memory and the dread 
which gave his words their first and momentary severity. 
She threw herself on his heart with loving, broken whispers 
of regret and grief; it was the first time pain had ever 
risen up between them — ^the first time she h^ ever known 
the miseiy of his displeasure : 

Forgive me! — do forgive me! I meant no harm; I 
did not know! Oh, for the world I would not grieve 
you ! " 

The tears that shone in her eyes, the tears that quivered 
in her voice, recalled him to himself ; he shuddered — ^ 
already must his accursed past fall on her! But he 
pressed her in his arms with passionate tenderness, with 
the gentlest caresses : ■ 

“ Lucille, my darling ! I have nothing to forgive. You 
have done no harm — y(m have not grieved me. You 
have asked me nothing but what you have a right to 
ask. It is only — onl y— — For God's sake tell me 
what made'* you say that then — what made you speak of 
her?” • • . , 

Lucille lifted her eyes to his, in which he read every 
thought, mirrorfed as in a glass ; • 

“I only heard of her what Lady Chessville and Lady 
Castlemere saidj long ago, last year at White Ladies: 

and ” " • 

I know, I know,’' broke in Strathmore, hastily, for hi? 
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BM^eebadtcMhiraoftlkatooaTersfttioB; 
you ” 

Lbc^’b &ce flushed agi^ aud a lode stole over it, half 
ahy, uitb the reverence which etill, as I have said, chano- 
tetued all she fdt for him, but eloquent with that inteodty 
ih every foeling which was far beyond her years. 

“I could not tdl yw what made me think of her thos ; 
bd 1 oftm do, because— because I have long^ to ask yon 

it were true she was so dear to you, and if it k from any 
memory of her that yon cannot bear the roses and call 
them the flowers of ^ ? I longed to ask you if— if you 
re^iret her notOt and if you loved her better than you love 
Imdlle?* 

Her voice shook a little in the last words, and her head 
was bowed mot his breast as she whispered them ; of restless 
jealousy, of evil cmiosity she knew no taint nor shadow ; 
bnt BOW and then she heard a sharp, qniok sigh foom 
Kratimore; she saw a darkness come over bis face when 
ha ^ught her eyes were not upon him ; she was awakened 
ty zesdtess, mnnnored words in his broken sleep: and 
tmUlo, who lived but for him, had wondered, dreamily, ’ 
vaguely, as she had wondered when she had gazed out on 
the moonlit abbey-lands of White Ladies, whether the 
regret of that dead, nameless passion was still on him — 
hM wondered who she had been, this gnilty, cruel traitress 
who had deserted him, yet whom he had perhaps never 
fo^iotten or replaced. In her true and childlike instuu^ 
she had not kept the fear by her in silence to brood over 
its pain ; she had brought it at once to him. 

She felt him shudder from head to foot, and his hand 
trmble as hers closed upon it. To speak of Marion 
Yavasonr to her! and yet to the trustfol innocence of 
La<^le he could not He. 

His voice was hoarse as he answered her, with a harsh, 
hspetuouB passiem vibrating in it that she had rever heard 
there yet, which, (dike Ids violence on the ^ sea-shore when 
she was a young ehild, she knew instinctively was not 
vioUattoher: “ '' 

** For the mstej ol Ood, do Bot speak of her ! I loved 
hm— yes !-^with such love as yon cannot dmam. Heaves 
forbid mat yon should 1 Jjet my past be I— iny present is 
yoais. My name, say hewe, my heart ate yours; do not 
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tlim Mntli irtiati is aoesreed, triiih wlut is gafit Iw 
yoar Upa ! ” 

Lociiifi lifted her head, and lodked up in his eyes vith 
that gfuse with which <hi the sea-shore she had looked at 
hua in her in&acy ; ha eyes were wistful, startled, filled 
with tears, hut, beyond ail else, full of a deep and yearait^ 
teademess i<a hm. Her Ups dfiiveied, her eoior rose; his 
grief was hers, and his wrongs her own. She dnng to yu 
dosck, her heart beating thick and fast : 

“ Was she so faithless to yon, then— this wicked v«Btaa} 
Oh,*iny lore, my tor4 how could any one whom yoh Imwd 
betray you ? ” 

“For God’s sake, hush! Her name on your Upsl*^ 
The woids were muttaed in his te^, as he rose hurri^ly, 
putting Lcr frcun him, and paced the length of- the diamber, 
the twilight only- broken into darker shadow by the warm 
hashing gleams of the fire which shot across it, hiding his 
face fi'om her. It was agony to him, this torture of her 
innocent (questions, of her fond sympathy, of her tender 
grief at his wrongs ! His self-control was destroyed, his 
calmness and his strength shattered down, all the darkness 
of the tragedy hidden from her came back upon his memory, 
all the inexpiable brutality of his guilt towards hear father 
seised him as in the first, fresh hours when he had stood 
beside the bier where the dead man lay stretdied in the 
summer sunlight, with Lucille’s unconscioas words 1 He 
could not look upon her &ce while she spoke to him of the 
assassinatress of her father. Unwitting of the blow ^e 
dealt him, she, who only knew that she had griered him, 
and had called back to him some past that was bitter in its 
remembrance, sprang to him with the sc^, rapid flight ef a 
bird, and threw herself again upon his hemt^ her team 
falling fast, her voice broken: 

“ Forgive me ! fbrgive me ! I did not know that I 
should grjpve you — I, who would give my lilb to mam 
you pain ! I had no right to ask wha^you had not Wd 
me (^yourself. I was wrong, very wnm.” 

He pressed her closely to his bosom her gnil^tem, toving 
words of B^-rep'oach seemed to him u heap coal* el fire 
on his head, jf she knew what that past was ht ** had not 
told her ! ” • 

“ yothin^ but whac you had a/ight to aBk;,'' 
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he gold onee more, irfaile hie voice, like her own, mw 
broken: “Leave me a moment, my own darling — a nuh 
matt; 1 will Bpetkk to yon then.” 

Her tamed on him wistftiUj, braeedimgly, but not 
to obey him never aoased the thonghts of Lucille ; it wag 
the nnquestioning obedimce, never of fear, wholly of love, 
whit^ nte tendered him. She left him oa he bade her, and 
^ood in the light of the fire with her head bowed on the 
white carved marble. Her face waa r&ey pale, the team 
hong heavy on her laahes, her young heart waa touched 
with the firtt pang that she had known since the marriage- 
day which had given her to Strathmore. She thought how 
he must have loved this woman that her mere memoiy 
smote him thus, that for her sake alone he had shuddered 
at the mere aoent and sight of the scarlet rosea. 

His step ecdioed on the silence of the chamber; the 
twilight shadows hid his face os he walked up and down 
for some minutes; then he approached her, and his fca- 
tares, while they were yet worn and weary, had recovered 
their serenity, and he drew her to him with his accustomed 
tenderness as he stooped and kissed her. 

“ Hy pradons child, yon have bnt asked what it is surely 
your due to know," he said, gently and gravely, with thrt 
TOt&et self-command which never, save for a few moments, 
deserted him : “ Yon have a right to ask everything of 
me; 1 have a right to answer; and I rejoice at notmng 
more than that no thought even which passes through 
your mind should be concealed from ma Confide in 
me finely — never more so than when your doubts are of 
ma" 

Ludlle lifted her head in eagerness, her cheeks finshed 
again, her eyes fiiU of love : 

“ They were not doubts of you. How could I doubt you 
ever ?>— what could I doubt in yon ? It was only that 1 
doubted " « 

“ What ? " he sivjd gently, as she hesitated/’ 

“That— that,” whispered Lucille, softly and swiftly, 
** tiiat>you have never loved me at yon once loved Asr." 

A qni^ shudder ran through him ; but bis self-control, 
reconquered, was cot lost again. c 

“You thought truly, LucUle,” be said, gravely: “ In you, 
Ilolwiiuioceit^^ is there matter for 
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mifj fti.* yon, there, my goUeless c^cl, who oaimot erea 
dinem irhflt each guilt is ? ** 

Lucille’s &ce grew aired and vistfiil, while the tbpQghtr 
ftd shadow which was erer more or less upcm it de^eae^ 
but a beantiM light shone in her eyes : 

“ Ah, then— I am dearest to you ? ” 

*‘God is my witness, yes— a thousand'fold 1 And now, 
while 1 acknowledge your right to ask of me what yon will, 
I, too, would adr one thing of your lore. The past is dead ; 
when pu bid me look on it yon bid me look back upon 
years that are accursed in my memory.” His hand, as he 
spoke, trembled where it rested on her shoulder, but his 
voice was calm and sustained : “ The history of my madness 
for— for her of whom you speak, 1 could not km wiUront 
such suffering as the opening of old and deadly wounds 
brings with it. I ask of your love to spare me that If 
you bid me endure it, I will ; what you demand to know I 
will not refuse to answer; but you love me^ LaeiUe— 1 
think yon will not force me to dwell on a past that can 
have no rivalry with pn, a name that it would but pollute 
your innocence to learn. Am I wrong?" 

« Oh, no, no ! I will never ask you one word again I 1 
bid yon suffer ! Oh, nnr lord, my love, would Lucille be so 
little worthy of you ? I was wrong to say what I did. All 
I longed to know was that you loved me too well ever 
to regret another. I know it now — I want no other 
kncwtedge!” . ‘ 

Tears, so rare in Strathmore’s eyes, rose in them as he 
heard her words. He had judged aright her tender, gen- 
erous, and lofty nature ; he had known tbeldiord to strike 
to make her young heart vibrate and echo to bis will, but 
it touched him to the soul ; though ftom all love, ^pugh 
in all justness, he was still deceiving hw, and his eyes 
were softened to a deep and infinite gratitude, his proud, 
stern nature bent as before some divine and holy thu^, as 
he bowed histhead, and let his lips res^on hers. 

Thus that danger passed — passed, leaving op fi^^w on 
Ludlle’s Ufei When onee her fear was unf4de^ jt fled. 
She knew that she was alone in his heart ; thaib.l^wledge, 
as she had sud, was sufiicient for her. He had y^bed hu 
past nmuiTmd of; she banished even thonght of it from a 
mind which bei^loved to modld itself law, and 
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his wish. She was the moanaatioD pf ladiaat^ joyeUk 
shadowlesB youth, beautiful and ethere^ as the daw«, ip 
those hours wluck he had premised her they abonid spaitd 
ahm^ as die played, l&e the diild she was, with the gzey< 
hound on the hearth, and sang m music that echoed wwp 
the air like the glorious gladness of a foied bird, and threw 
hendf at Strathmere'a ^t In all the graee and ahai^ou of 
re||K»^ while the fragrant brilliaDee of the aloes’ flame 
gleamed en her &ce, and she told him of a hundred piMtio 
thongidsi and flury fraeies, and psire ambitkms, that lived 
in him and saw in him the glory of their dreams. The evil 
ctf tiis past had touched, but glanced harmless off her, leav- 
ing no memory and no trail behind it. If h^ life could but 
be kept thus! If I — ^vague disquiet, nameless dread had 
fretened on him since those innocent questions, which had 
sought unwitriugly to unveil the tragedy, whose truth, 
beheld by her, would be death, like the unveiled free of the 
Medusa, The past was on him, like a fixed and recurrent 
dream; and while Lucille slept in sleep as light, as soft, as 
sn^jfog in its dreams as the rest of infancy, his own thoughtij^ 
sleepless and wandering through the darhiiess of dead years^ 
wmit em: to one mmnoty alimo— the memory of Mmton 
Yafasonr. 


CHAPTER LXYin. 

IS THE BXeiSE OF TOULOS. 

A SOOBOHISH noon burnt the vast sandy plains around 
Marseilles, and the great pine forests beyond Gratelonp, 
and the blue, gUtteiing sea had no motion along the whole 
line of souths shore, from where the olire woods of 
iCoataoo sloped down to the waters in the eas^ /o where 
the chestnuts and tiha vineymds of the western Pyrenees 
wera withered 1^ the intrase and clondless sun. Tne 
hem) was iddiearabie, raite even for the Mid^ and it was 
moid stffiiag, most jdtileBB, most hatefhl, in its whiter 
blinding gl<^ and its burning, breathless oppression cm 
t^ dreary stone bastion^ the stcme-leokra harbor of 
Toulon, s^re ^ gslley-slaTes of the Bagne were toilin| 
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nadir their bnideai^ and vw^g in long fitos nndear ilie 
lAfib of their 

Hard, mei^ess labor, the toil of beasts of burden, direg> 
ging np th« sloping {danks the ponderous trucks of bnQding<- 
stones, or pantii^, like horses omkdffii, under the ehains 
by which tb^ were fastened to the timber, or the iton, or 
the loads of graved that they bren^t along the forti^tioiis 
in the parchuig desert'heat. ToU, terrible and bitter to to 
borne to the limbs isaiad by evmy hardship, and to t^ 
(dnewB, coarse and strong as oak fibres, of the Anva^nat, 
or the Nantais ; of the Gevennes ebarooal-baniev, or 
Paris felon, who bad burrowed from birth with the rats* in 
the catacombs, and bdd his fete in the vile saturnalia of ^ 
Quartier de PEnfer. 

Toil, by the sweat of the 1»ow, and to the ntt^most limii 
of stren^h to those^ b^otten in wretchedness, bom in 
misery, reared in sta^ation, and braced to hunger m>d to 
thirst, to outrage and to crime ; but tortures that were Uke 
the protracted throes of one long, living death to the hands 
that ware soft as women’s, to the limbs that were innervate 

luxury, to the lives that were accustomed to every deli- 
cate indulgence, to the pdde that had never stooped to any 
living man, and now wore the fetters of the galley-chain as 
haughtily as it had worn the orders of a noble, of those whq 
were thrown with common felons, their only sin that thqy 
had chosen the losing side, and had been Patriots instead w 
Placemen, or in lien of prudent and purchasable creeds, 
wbidh could have dteced with the wind, had chosen, in an 
inheroic age, the chivalrous code of a knightly and a hope- 
less loyalty. The coat of serge, the coarse food they would 
in other days have seen their dogs turn from in disgust, the 
irdns that eat into their flesh, the nights of misery on their 
horrible bedi^ the ton weights under which the hssrdiest 
cattle would have broken down, the deadly labor under the 
long, burning days— 411 these they shared with the common 
criminals of the laud, wbidh they had nnly loved too well ; 
and* even these were mercy beside the horror oS fifll 
oompanionshtp laAied them side-by-Bide with the’ 

hideous pollutions of great cities, with the brato greed 
whicdi W token life for a copper coin, or a toss of Inrajndy, 
with toe vflest guilt and witl^the lowest vice that malsel 
manhood d^ormfly and the world a helh • 
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One of iheae— waiting, as he had been waiting wdl-nigh 
for a year, deportation to Gayane— manaoled to a gaunt 
Li^is, who had been amt to the galleya for arson, was 
dn^ng a load of sand, fresh dug from the excavations, 
the ropes that fastened him to lus burden cutting his flesh 
as his shafts cut a galled hor^e, the sun scorching to bUsteis 
hfs bared shoulders, the irons locked upon his ankles and 
his wrists, his taskmaster behind, him to reverse each lag- 
gard step, each pause when in the heat he sickened and 
reeled under the weight, with a sharp scourge of the lash 
as to a disobedient honud. 

TOund with criminals, and sunk lower than the dogs, 
stripped to the waist, and weighted with fetters, with his 
hair shorn away, and the sweat of an intolerable travail 
on his brow, the Aristocrat was still distinguishable from 
those with whom he was companioned; tlie hands which 
labored with the pickaxe and the spade no sons could 
brown; the neck round which the cord was passed that 
harnessed him to his truck no indignity could bow.* the 
proud silence which every outrage, jibe, and blow tried 
beyond human endurance, no insult and no torture could 
break. Namelessly, strangely, but with a chasm of dif- 
ference between them that no unity of sulTering, of labor, 
and of bondage could bridge over, the Noble stood out 
apart from the Criminals with whom he was condemned 
to herd ; never made like them, never made one of them, by 
any outrage, by auy misery. For all else than this, Eaoul 
de Valdor would have been unrecognized, and passed as 
a stranger, by those who had known and loved him best, 
as he toiled here, a political emdemne in the Bagne of 
Toulon. 

A yacht bad come into the Toulon harbor, driven there 
overnight by a tempest, and lay at anchor that glittering, 
sickening, tonid day ; while not a breath stirred the droop- 
ing sails, not a touch of coolness came over that<dake-like 
waste .c^ the Mediterranean ; not a cloud, (^er w slight, 
broke the painfiil stoel-blne glare of the hot skies. -The 
^aohthad been wintering about the Morea and the Levant, 
idly and purposelessly, for to tiie young man who owned 
it it mattered little whether he were under the skies of the 
East of the West, beneath, the shadow of Mount Ida, in 
the iEgeaa, or of the frowning pine-crowned crags lhat 
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orerlook the Danube; for the glory was gone from his 
life, and he was in those years which refuse to believe that 
although one sun has set to-day, another will rise wi^ the 
morrow* He cared little where he went or what he did; 
and he strolled listlessly now through the Bagne, hearing 
little what was said by those who showed him over it, 
though his heart was stirred to a keen, unselfish pain as 
he saw the crime and the wretchedness locked in, in the 
vast stone jaws of that merciless trap. He, with liberty, 
youth, ^ health, and all the world before him Where to 
choose,*’ felt that the grief which overshadowed his life 
because one desire of his heart had been forbidden him, 
was egotistic, rebellious, and unworthy of manhood or of 
gratitude, when he looked upon the hideous mass of crime, 
the intensity of human misery, and the lives, loaded with 
fetters and laboring like beasts of burden, which were 
about him in the bastions of Toulon, doomed beyond 
escape until death should come and loose them from their 
chains. 

‘‘ Good God ! is that creatnre a man ? ” he said, almost 
with an irrepressible slmdder, as he pointed out a Caliban 
with the frame of a giant, but with a lace so loathsome in 
its mastiff-like brutality and its low, dogged, sullen ferocity, 
that it well seemed to belong to those lower beings be- 
neath humanity ” which the Spaniards of Columbus, Ojeda* 
and Nicuesa expected to find in the Terra Nuova. 

“ A Nantais, who cut his father and mother’s throats for 
a little matter of gold the old people hid in a pitcher,” 
answered his conductor, carelessly : They found him 
guilty, with circonstances extmmntes'' 

^‘What in Heaven’s name could tliey be?” asked the 
young Englishman, as he moved hurriedly with an uncon- 
trollable horror from the place where the parricide was. 

The other shrugged his shoulders : 

“ UmfhroM depailh, monsieur t We do not love capital 
punishment. * The hourreau is your pertwross the C9iaaiiiel ; 
he is not so with us.” , ^ 

The youn| mad was silent, bis blue eyes ranging thought- 
ftilly over the droves of men chained together for such in- 
congruous p4hses, for such disproportioned crimes. Some- 
thing of that profound melancholy and despair which com^ 
over men of great minds when they reflect orfthe complexity, 
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> tiw taifoasB, find 4ii^ divfirsity of evil, and We iw yn^ indildb 
<(Sb& ^tt^jnstioe or alllj melt^ 'vtitii neoeBBaQp 

x^ior 'te wen 6ii his tiatnnally eairdtess, 

aameditfitive teiMeTamait. His gaze rested on &oii 
and form of l|he Parisian Noble, as be labored along the 
{dank sritb his track-load' of gravel. Lionel OarjU had 
ibunm him fell; scarce twelve months before they had 
spent fienths together at Silver-rest and at White Ladies, 
.hot hk eves looked on him without recognition, so nteerly 
Was Haom de Yaldor dead in the Galley mare of the Bagne. 
Yot that nameless air, that look of Blood which still lingered, 
attracted Garyll ; he gazed at him long and with compassion. 

“ Hi has Committed no crime 1 ” he said inyoluntarily. 

“ He has committed the worst, monsieur,” said his ^id^ 
laconically. 

** Impossible ! ” broke in the young man, with that frank 
impidBe natural to him : “ What is he aecnsed of that snch 
a man can be here, with common felons, with assassins, and 
with parricides ? ” 

.His conductor stroked his moustaches, and smiled 
amusedly ; he had seen many snch men there, seen them 
lire and die there : 

“ That one conspired against the government.” 

“ ■'^at 1 Good God 1 For a mere political difference of 
opinion ; for a ” 

“Chut, monsieur 1” said the polite but prudential fnne- 
lionaiy, with a smile, “ ns fwrUm» mnsi m France.” 

“ May I speak to him ? ” asked Nello, attracted by the 
pale, proud,»weaiy, yet unconqnered look of the eondamne. 

His companion hesitated : 

si, monsmr, si vows diwm” be said, after a 

panse. * 

It was out rule, but he was himself a considerable 
persem in the !mgne, who tsould accord such Hberijes with- 
out uafipicion or correction, and he knew th^t the young 
Englishman was highly connected with several houses of 
the Br^ish aristocracy. There could be qo danger, ana he 
celled the {ristmer to lum rohgiily and imperiously, as he 
wofdd have calied a dog. . 

“Don’t do that, I wifl go to irim,” said Hello quicMy, 
WQUBiied, half wiMi finger, bdif wiHi pedu, as be felt, almost 
wi^ a plgwnal koriifioation, the bandi ibout of the calloiu 



m THE »AmS OF rOVLON. , : 

ottstodka U> the Sana whose «rime had 1;eeh Ustifc 
patriotism whv^, deified by us as wcf read 
cht^c Msto^, is daumed by ns ia aor own diiy. If mii^ad 
in other form to tiiat in whidi we choose to hwald it foe 
ourselves. * . 

As he moved, Yaldor obeyed* the commsnil, Ihe Iiid^is 
fooeadiaiy, with whom he was coupled, follo'v^ him per- 
force; obeyed, as one too proud for a petty and | vain 
resistance, and of too kni^tly a nature to show that the 
miserable outrages of an inferior’s tyranny had pow&r tA' 
sting or gall him. But the blood IiM risen to his hoHoW 
cheek, and his head was lifted with a certain gTaodeur as 
he approached his taskmaster; the man was great in his 
Mien might, in his captive’s fetters, as he had never been 
in the days of his rank and brilliance. There is a majesty 
in Adversity, tliongh it is a king to whose purines the 
mocking multitudes wUl not bow down, for the wori4 
worships and censes only the sovereign which* it calls 
Success, even though oftentimes its crown is thisel, its 
path is infamy, and its treasuries are theft. 

As he drew neaier his eyes fell on Lionel CaryD, the 
color deepened in his face, and a look of terrible pain 
came into his eyes. Ihe last time he had seen the y^utfa 
had been the night when he had believed that Lucille 
loved him. 

Nello, with the chivalrous courtesy to misfintune of hi^ 
breeding and of a gentle natnre combined, lifted his hat, 
and bowed with a smile as enga^ng as he -wonM have giti^ 
to the proudest potentate in Europe, and whh a de^ 
respectftil pity spoken in his glance, vraile the Bagne offiem 
stood by smiling in his sleeve, and thinking, “'What eooeai* 
trie animals they always are, these Englii^ ! Sahur vn 
Forgot! Bah!” 

“ Monaeur,” he began, hesitatingly, “ parion me that I 
have takAi the liberty of asking to imtdc With ywt. I' 
am an Englisffinan, Lionel Oaiyll, md V I cooM h^ the 
honor to serve you in imy yay ” 

“iicmel Obyll I end you do not know me I** mum thn 
eonSamnij vrith a smile of such resigned nuhaii^<% thit 
it pierced to^tfle heart of the young nian. 

“ Show jW?” he echoed, wondsrhigly^ tryit his mw 
dwe% <mthe bi^gwd, umsted foalmree^ wtasyilm^^ 
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eyvB, md &e browned, gaunt iace, sbom of beard and haii; 
of the fbreat, before biro. And as he looked, slowly and 
inorodnlouuy, remembrance and recomitidn retniosd on 
biin, ho grew pde as death, and recoiled in hrotor. 

“ Valdor ! Oh.my Qod 1 ” 

''.•‘Evenll*’ 

There was an intense ^thos in the simple words in whidb 
tiro late brilliant and chivalric Koble acknowledged his 
i^tity with the prisoner of the Travanx Forces, in whom 
the fiiends of his lost life conld find no trace by which to 
know him ! 


“ Merciful God ! how came you here ? ” murmured Caiyll, 
while his voice shook with emotion, and the dank dew 
gathered on his forehead in the shock with which his youth* 
fol and fervid nature was struck at meeting the man whom 
he had known and feared as a dazzling courtier and a 
powerftd rival, now weighted with irons, and leashed with 
n criminal in the convict works of Toulon. 


« I suffered for my cause. Many better men than I have 
done as much, and more,” answered Valdor, briefly. 

If he knew that one whose hand was without mercy to 
strike, and whom in one mad hour he had threatened when 
tiie haughty soul of Strathmore was flung down before him 
in the hnmuity of supplicarion, bad been that which, unseen 
and indirectly, but none the less surely, had sent him to 
his doom, Valdor was not made of that nature which could 
have told this to Strathmore’s young kinsman. 

Nello gazed at him blankly, and with a paralyzed horror 
stfll ; it seemed but yesterday that he had envied this man 
^ his versatile fascinations, all his courtier’s ^aces, as 
they were together, where they gathered round Lucille in 
the lighted mawing-rooms, or shot over the deer*park, or 
rode through the forest-aisles of White Ladies. And now 
they met here in the white-blending glare and the stone- 
locke4 prisons of Sonthem France ! 

It was very twrible to the warm young h^sart of Lionel 
Chuyll, whose sympathies were all quick, and whose oom- 
pBSsi^ had not been worn away by the constant claims 
upon it which years bring with them. He conld have 
shed tears like a woman at roe sight of the mem before him, 
'While ell his Enj^ish bloo^ was np in hot revolt at the 
whith; bound the political ofiSmder in the same 
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brnt^ty of cliastisement as was inciOTed bv the vilest 
criminals — by the firatricide, the incendiary, the poisoner, 
and the assassin. 

« Merciful God ! ” he cried, passionately, can such things 
be ? What ! only because yon held to the creed of yom 
ancestors, and wished to win bacP||r your king his legiti- 
mate throne, the country that was once ruled by Henri 
Quatre flings you here with th^ vilest criminals upon 
earth ! ” 

Valdor gave him a swift glance, which counselled him 
to hold back his indignant protest, for the overseer of the 
Travaux Forces was looking suspiciously at the young 
man’s flushed face, and heard all the fiery words, as Nello 
spoke in French. 

“ Dm consiente^ ma non per siempre/^ he aniiwered, ill 
the Spanish proverb, with a mournful and restrained 
dignity, which perhaps, more than anything else, showed 
how captivity and degradation had worn away the hot 
impulsiveness and the brilliant insouciance of the French 
Noble, while at the same time they had brought out in 
him a grandeur which had not been there in the days of 
his fashion and his fortune. 

“ God’s vengeance should fiB^l ^hen 1 ” muttered 
Caryll, in his teeth, too ardent and too full of impulse him- 
self wholly to obey Valdor’s sign, though he bad seen and 
rapidly comprehended it : “ How long are yon sentenced to 
this iniquitous, accursed misery ?” 

“ For life. I am one of the deportee for Cayenne,” 

‘‘Cayenne! Why, it is death itself, they say, those 
pestilential swamps ! Is there no hope possible ? ” 

“ Hope does not enter here,” said Valdor, with a smile 
more unutterably sad than the most bitter lamentations 
could ever have been. 

The young man ground his heel into the hot sand on 
which they stopd with a mute passiona^ gesture ; he was 
by nature generous, sympathetic, and ready to do battle 
for any wrong, however foreign to liim, and the constant 
action of Lucille’s mind upon his own had lent him some 
of her tmselfisl^ and fervent pity for those who suffered. 

Valdor lodged at him, ana even on his sunburnt, haggard 
face the blood rose as he leaned forward for the moment, 
forgettjng that he was in chains. ^ 
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‘*Tell me,** he naicl, hurriedly; “Tidings of the world 
never resaeh here more than they reach the dead in their 
tombs ! What of Strathmore ? — of 

Nell6 knew the name before which he paused. With the 
rapid instinct of a lover, ho had seen tlmt Valdor nls: loved 
her, though of what had passed that night under the palms 
he had laiown nothing, llis heel ground the sand under it 
with a fiercer force than before, his eyes fell, he half turned 
away. 

“ My uncle has wedded Lucille,” he said, briefly ; and, 
while lie uttered the words, all the anguish which that 
marriage had cost him in its first liours tiglitened afresh 
about iiim ; he forgot the Bagnc of Toulon ; he forgot the 
men before him, and the stone walls around him; he only 
remembered the love of his youth. 

¥aldor answered nothing; he had known well enough 
what the answer would be, though perhaps, as with us 
all, until certainty fell like the axe of the headsman, he 
had, without knowing it, hoped against hope. He was 
silept ; he had learnt of late to endure ; but a gray pallor 
overspread the dark bronze of his face, and the heavy iron 
fetters that bound him to the Tii^\gois criminal shook against 
each other as though struck together by a sudden lilow. 

lU ont dispute pour um femme qvlun iroisibm a prisef 
thought the shrewd Toulon official, glancing from one to 
another. 

‘‘ Is she happy ? ” said Valdor, after a long silence, while 
his voice was very low, I’he thoughts which were passing 
ivithin him w^ere little dreamed by the young man beside 
him — thoughts of the dark tragedy which Lad ushered in 
and still overhung the life of Lubille. 

Hello’s face w^ still half turned away, and was flushed 
with the keen pain whicli the subject brought him. He 
answ'ered, however, with frank truth, as it was his nature 
to do, and moreover, since the night in which he had seen 
Strathmore’s coldnb'ss broken and his pride levelled by the 
ccmmyinity of suffering, he had felt to him a^he had never 
felt before: 

“Happy? Yes. At least, they tell mp so; I have 
nbt seen her since — since before her marriagfe^but I know 
how great her love was fot* my uncle, and that he would 
give fife life to^spare her a moment’s pain." 
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He is so deay to her ? ” asked Valdon The chains he 
bore, the misery he endured from one dawn to anoth^, 
the sentence which devoted his whole life to a fate beside 
which the Noble’s death upon the scaffold had been meifoy, 
were scarce so bitter to him as that question : 

Her life is centred in his,” answered the young man in 
his teeth, for he had not yet learned to speak calmly of 
what had struck him a blow that for a time had withered 
all the beauty of his youth : If harm befel him to-morrow, 
I believe it would be Lucille’s death.” 

Valdor was silent, his head drooped, his lips grew very 
white, where he stood, while the massive irons that linked 
him to the Liegois trembled as they hung from his wrists. 
Gazing down upon the yellow glare of the sand, he thought 
hoAV wide and i'carful a vengeance was in his Hands upon 
the man who had consigned him here if liberty alone weye 
his ! Liberty ! He shuddered as the word merely passed, 
mute and colorless, through his mind; its very memory 
was mockery, whilst around him were the white, inexorable 
walls, the galley-gangs, the fettered criminals of the Toulon 
Bagne. 

The overseer, tired of the conference, and afraid of allpw^ 
iug a foreign visitor longer intercourse with one of the 
dqiorUs^ broke in, turning to Caryll : 

“ Monsieur, it is out of rule for a stranger to speak with 
a format ; I can permit the interview to last no longer. ^ A%i 
travailj nwnero quaranU-cinql Alkz vous dmCy amniAl^ 
vile ! ” 

Passionate words of rebuke, remonstranco, and unavail- 
ing wrath rushed to Nello’a lips, while his blue eyes 
flashed with longing to seize the ollicial in the strong English 
grip of his right hand, and hurl him down into the midst 
of the excavations beside whicli he stood. But a meaning, 
warning glance from Valdor arrested him, as he whose 
whole individuality was lost in “numero quamnte-cinci ” 
bowed with bis old grace and with tliat majesty which 
calamity nobly borne ever confers . 

M. Caryll^ I thank you from my soul. The sigW of 
your face has been like water in a desert, to^ oae who is 
shut in a living^ grave, and to whom the world is dead.” 

Then, without resistance or i^ithout sign that h© Iwid 

even heard the bnital voice of bis taskmaster, he tooled 

* V v 2 
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away io tibe pla&k when his labor awaited him. Swift as 
thought, Kello followed him with words of piiy, 
empathy, and indignant grief; but a hundred lynx-eyes 
anere on them, and the glances of Yaldor mutely warned 
him, as he would serve him, to ftU back with those gene- 
rous but rash words unny«red, while ftom his own lips a 
ungle phrase was whispered so low that the young man 
could barely catch it: “ Dimemmt! — conciliez Lot- 
tom ! ” Lascases was the government employ^ who was 
conducting Nello over the Bagne. His senses, quickened 
by the keenness of sympathy, and by the desire which 
Yaldor had divined, to serve in some way, though he had 
no knowledge how, the man whom he hsn suddenly found 
in such terrible captivity, Nello caught the cue rapidly, 
though vaguely ; he fell back, letting Yaldor and the Lm- 
gois return to their toil, and turned to the official with as 
much carelessness and courtesy os he, no good hand at 
diplomacy and deception, could assume on the instant. 
He accounted to Lascases for having known the deports 
by his having met him at his uncle’s house. Strathmore’s 
name was too familiar in Prance not to be well known 
even to the Toulon officer, and was in a great measure a 
voucher to him that no harm could result from the young 
Englishman’s recognition of “Num^ro quarantc-cmq ; ” 
and Nello obeyed, as far as he could bring himself to do, 
Valdor’s whispered injunction : *• Concilm Lascases,” by 
entering with apparent interest into the official’s c:i^lana- 
tions 01 the working and the regulations of the Bagne, 
and by inviting him to the inspection of his yacht, and to 
luncheon there on board with him. Most surely Ncllo, 
with not a little of the pride of the Strathmores in him, 
with an honest hatred oi wrong and a heart sick at the 
tyranny to which he was witness, had never so stooped, 
but that a warm, eager, indefinite longing was already on 
him to loose by some means or other those auel fetters 
with which a man innocent of all crime, &ve a mistaken 
cause and a Quixotic loyalty, yras flung amongst thieves, 
bondsmmi and assaesins. * 

When he had quitted the Bagne, and sat at evening on 
his yacht-deck, seemg the sun go down ifi all its golden 
glory in the Mediterranwn waters, and musing on the 
mass of mismy and guilt where ihe galley-slaves, when 
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night closed in, would lie down manacled, Bide«by**side, 
in worse beds than kennelled dogs, the yonng man’s 
thoughts revolved incessantly round a thousand vague, 
wild, chivalrous, impossible plans for Valdor’s rescue. He 
could see no way to it that was feasible ; he could deviite 
no scheme, however rash and reckless, that it was possibie 
to obtain a chance to put in execution, but his nature was 
sanguine, his heart was generous, and he came of a bold 
race, who let nothing daunt or oppose them- Strathmore, 
in England, little dreamed the projects that floated^througb 
hia young nephew’s mind, till they settled into a matured 
and resolute will to liberate the political condofmS^ if 
daring or skill could find any means to do so, as he lean^ 
over the side of the vessel looking at the stone bastions 
of Toulon, where they glared red in the ruddy sunset- 
light. How, when, at what risk, and by what measures 
he could not tell; but to free the French Noble was as 
resolved in the youth’s heart as though the Eumenides of 
Greek fable had place and sovereignty in human life, and 
had appointed him the chosen instrument by which the 
evil which had been deliberately wrought should recoil on 
the life that had begotten it. 

When the sun had sunk and the stars had come out, he 
still leaned there, looking down on the phosphorescent 
water, musing on this thing ; while in the Bagne of Toulon 
^■he prisoner, lying in the cramped misery which makes 
^leep torture, and denies even the merciful oblivion of 
slumber, and the restoration of lost joys which dreams 
may bring with them, thought of Lucille gathered to her 
husband’s heart — thought of the vast and awful vengeance 
Which was his upon Strathmore, if — if he had but 
Libebty ! 

And the yacht stayed off Toulon* 
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CHAPTEE LXIX. 

tHB STUEOL OF THE DYINO FLOWBK. 

« 

BtTBIHEB in the heart of the great city ! Mockery of the 
nilne I — Summer I with the incessant roll of traffic, never 
ending from the dawn of one day to the dawn of another ; 
witii the loud beating of steam-presses throbbing and 
thundering through the nights; with the glory of the 
skies in azure warmth or starry stillness, shut out from 
sight by the great wilderness of roofs ; with the dense heat 
of the noon burning on arid pavement, on whirling dust, 
on gray, gritty, ban’en walls; with the brightness of the 
sun shining on toiling crowds, on panting horses, on 
thronged, narrow thoroughfares filled with noise, with 
stench, with reeking, heavy heat ; on dark, noisome courts, 
where, when its rays stole in through some broken chink 
or loosened shutter, they found men laboring and lusting 
for gold, with their eyes blind to the day and their souls 
lost to heaven. Summer ! with the only bird a prisoned 
lark in some garret window, that shook its dust-covered 
wings and strained its parched throat m song that was 
but a long quiver of agony, while it plunged its beak into 
the dry, sear spd as though in some wild mcmoiy of the 
fresh woodland grasses far away. Summer I with the only 
flower a sickly drooped plant, whose leaves hung lifeless, 
and whose blossoms were colorless with smoke; with the 
only living water the ink-black, poisonous river, forest- 
thick with masts ; with the only murmur through the day 
and night the toiling of the weary feet of crowds who had 
forgotten what green fields were like ! 

Summer 1 it is a tenible and ghastly thing in #fche pent 
alleys of a great city, and Marion Vavasour, when she 
stood leaning her arms on the sill of her narrow window, 
and goring down into the noxiofis street belfw, sickened 
and shuddered at it as under a physical torture. Beauty, 
coloring, poetry, luxury, they were the life of ^his woman’s 
life; her eyes longed, her heart thirsted for them as the 
larl^g for the woodland shadows, as the flower for the light 
of the sun and ?be sweetness of the morning dew. Years 
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of evil and of infamy could not trample this out of her 
nature; she had been born for all the richness of sove- 
reignty, all the luxuriance of power, all the delicate lustre 
of sight, and scent, and touch, and ever-changing scenep 
of beauty, which are the prerogatives of wealth ; she lived 
in them., without tliem she perished famine-stricken. The 
heat, the noise, the dusty glare, the barren, vulgar iddcous- 
ness of tlio life about her were bitter torture to her, tbe 
death to wiiicli she liad sunk in the whirling cluisin of the 
ocean had not been one tithe so t(‘,rrible, so accursed fo ber, 
as the living death in which she dwelt. Proud, she 
steeped to the lips in degradation ; a poetic voluptuary, her 
life was sheared barren of every memory of beauty ; once a 
])atrician and a ruler, she lived a pariah imprisoned in want 
arid raisciy. Vengeance could not have been more subtle 
and complete than his. 

Where she looked down into the hot, vile, unsiglitly 
street, with its crowded wretchedness, and its narrow strip 
of sunny sky left between the liigli pent roofs as though 
in mockery of all the glorious world beyond, laughing in 
loveliness and light, that was lost and unknown to those 
who were the dwellers here, l)cr thouglits wan(Je}‘cd to her 
dead and golden past. The hours oC triumpli, the homage 
of courts, the rich perfection of her peerless loveliness, 
the days of her glad and splendid sovereignty— they floated 
before her in memories tangled and lustrous like the glories 
of a dream. A thousand summer days, a thousand summer 
nights, the perfume of southern climes, and the fragrance of 
luminous seas, flashing in phosphor light, whilst the air was 
balmy with flowers, and filled with music from palace-stairs, 
gleaming marble-white through deep, odorous thickets of 
myrtle ; the murmur of love-words whispered low, and the 
radiance of her own resistless beauty, with the gold light on 
her bair, and the proud f'hallenge in her eyes, and the 
throngs <3f princes and of courtiers waiting on her steps, 
that swept him Cleopatra’s over rosctftfcrcwu paths — they 
drilfed past her, the ijhapioms of dead \e;i.rs, and a dull, 
sickly sense^ of unreality stole on her, looking dh that 
riorious sun-lighted, diamond-crowned vision of her youth. 
Had hers eyA* been this fair and sovereign life ? Was rfie 
what the world had known as Marion Vavasour ? The soft 
grace^ the rich lustre, the divine fragranceiof that bygone 
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life, w»e they all dead for erer ? Could the light never 
come back to her eyes, the laughter to her heart, the beauty 
— her loved, lost beauty ! — to her face, for which men hjad 
deemed the world well lost ? And the ceaseless ebb and 
flow of the black river-tide, and of the surging throng L 
the weary glare bdow, seemed to beat as answer on the 
stifling air, 

“ ew, never ! Never, for ever ! ** 

Yet among the living, as though condemned wraith-like to 
wander without rest among the world that knew her not, 
and in which she had no place, Marion Vavasour was dead ! 

She gazed down into the colorless, dnst-strewn street, 
while the hot air was filled with sickening, stifling odors 
irom which she shrank, and up from the river swept noxious, 
pestilential vapors in the arid noon, in which the pale leaves 
of the garret-flovver drooped, and the caged lark sat huddled 
and blind, with wings that hung nerveless, and a little life 
without song ; and as she gazed through the deadly weari- 
ness of her beggared years, one liuman passion rose, still 
sweet, still unexhausted, still the right and tlio lust of the 
outcast as of the monarch — ^the passion of revenge. The 
hatred which had destroyed her, was scarce so cruel and so 
pitiless as the hatred that she bore ; for men at their worst 
never reach the depths to which a woman sinks when once 
unsexed, and cast into the fathomless sea of unlicensed evil; 
the tigress is more cruel than her mate. Men strike at what 
they hate ; women, more subtle and more merciless, strike 
at what is best-beloved by the life they would destroy. It 
is the difference of the sexes ; one tramples out under an 
iron heel, the other poisons unseen and with a smile. 

Vague, shapeless, hopeless, her vengeance rose before her 
sight ; she laiew now where to strike — ^but how ? Sunk 
amongst the lowest, destitute, and banned from every house- 
hold, how could she sever two lives lifted far ab^ve her in 
the security of rank, and power, and peace? How could 
she learn the force to forge a bolt to reach and pierce the 
kingly mail of the patrician and ^he statesman ? She had 
seen where tlie single weakness lay in the steel-clad strength 
o^the man who had denied her mercy ; hut Irsr hands were 
empty, she had no weapon jith which to strikb. All that 
brutality could^have compassed, all that a serpent subtlety 



THE SYMBOL OP THE DYING PLOWdK. 


553 

and an insatiate thirst conld have schemed and been slaked 
in, she would have done; but her powei? was paralyzed, 
whilst her passion to destroy burned but the fiercer for its 
impotence. 

“ He loves her !— he loves her ! ** the words that had been 
hissed from her lips in the night stillness as she had looked 
on them, broke from tliem now, as though in them she felt 
the whole measure of her hate were gathered, as though in 
them lay the mystical incantation at whose summons ven- 
geance would rise incarnate, to be her minister aa^ slave. 
She hated Lucille’s young loveliness and life, as that which 
is evil ever hates that which is pure ; the divine compassion 
which had pitied her, the sweet graciousness with which the 
young girl had smiled on lier and offered her her roses, were 
but memories which made her savage greed the thirstier to 
destroy her. 

She knew nothing of her save what rumor, floating to her 
as rumor floats amongst the masses, of those above them, 
told ; that she was a young, high-born girl, whom he had 
married in her earliest years, and of whom many idle stories 
wandered downward through all the ranks of society, till 
even the lowest caught and retailed them, touching her 
gentleness to all who suffered or sought charity, and her 
husband's passionate devotion to her, Humor’s hundred 
tongues outlying one another in what they babbled of the 
beauty, the luxury, the brilliance with which it was his 
pleasure to surround her, and of the strange tenderness in 
which he was said to hold one whom he had wedded when 
the world had deemed him bound solely and for ever to the 
chillness of power and the solitude of ambition. 

This was all she knew; but it was more than enough to 
overfill the measure of a deadly hate, sole lingering passion 
of a mined and ruthless life, which, accursed and driven out 
itself from every fairer and every holier thing, loathed and 
panted td destroy all beauty that lived in another, all light 
that shone on other lives. 

Strathmore had been Jier slave; in his passion, in his 
crime, h^ad been his temptress, even as she hau been 
his destroyer : and a burning, poisonous jealousy consumed 
her, twisted m with the lust for her vengeance. She hated 
him with a hate unutterable f but a thrill of thirsty 
ran through her when ?»he knew that this young and grace- 
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ful loveliness was in his home, in his heart, in his life. If 
the vain and sensual nature of Marion Vavasour had ever 
loved, she had Ibved — for a brief while — the man whose mad 
devotion had been lavished on her in that imperious force 
which wakes the heart of women in their own dcs))ite ; the 
cruel tyi’ant had valued most the costliest toy she mos* 
utterly, most brutally destroyed ; the sweetest, riehest hours 
of her rich, sweet past had ])con those in whicli Strathmore 
had lain subject at her feet. She liad deemed that love 
was for eror dead in him, and she had deemed arigl)t ; that 
which he bore to Luciiie was too j)ure to briii^: the wild, 
delicious passion he had known once, and but once alone. 
But this sJm knew not ; she only knew that in another lay 
the sole joy of his life; that to another was pven his kiss, 
Ids thouf^dits, the woaltli of liis ricliea and of his tenderness. 
And the poison ox a fierce and brutal jealousy was in her — 
the jealousy of a woman who hates, and who has lost all 
that makes womanhood human. 

He loves her ! — he loves her ! The thirsty words 
were on licr lips as she leaned out, lookiiij^ on the heavy, 
noxious, sultry street; in them slie seemed to feel the 
projdiecy and surety of her venj^'cance. Yet how touch 
them who dwelt as far above her now as the skies were 
above the wretclied companions of her iniamy ? how, with 
the impotent hate of an outcast, reach and sever the lives 
surrounded with the mi^^ht and the purple of power ? 

The serpent is powcadcss as the dove to harm, unless it 
can wind its way in to wreathe around and breathe its 
venom on the life it would d(3stroy. She had the will, 
the thirst, the piission to strike, and to strike without 
pity ; but her hands were empty. It was hopeless. 

"Where she leaned, the flower on the pent, dark casement 
was blown by the wind against her lips; she shuddered 
jiTom its touch; she thought of the rose— rich, fragrant, 
dew-ladcn — that she had drawn from its lcafy(Pest^)f foliage 
on the terrace at If ernonceaux. As that scarlet, odorous 
rose been her life in thed^t — so tlj,at withered, 
prisoned flovv(3r in the closeness of the sunless, noxious 
garret was her life ia the Present 1 The poetry which still 
lingered in this woman’s nature made her feq^n over the 
yellow faded leaves drooping there in the sickening air, and 
Bee in them companions to tier fate, and touch them yith a 
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weary hand— the hand that once dealt life or death at 

E leasure, and was touched with as reverent a kiss of 
bmage as that which queens receive! Susceptible, im- 
pressionable still, a thrill of terrible joy ran through her, 
as at some symbol and metaphor of vengeance, sure, if 
slow, as she saw gnawing at its ?oots the ghastly, poisonous 
fungi — they were to lier an omen and an augury. 

“Ah!” she whispered to the flower, with the graceful, 
imaginative fancy which once had been her softest charm, 
now warped, usui-ped, and darkened, and made evil likd 
herscll^ “ they have shorn you of beauty, of fragrance, of 
glory, of life. No sun shines on you, and none think 
you fair. You are dead, and the ^vorld will give you no 
place — but you hold what will poison still ! ” 

“ Was any one ever so happy as you make me ? ” Lucille 
asked him, wistfully, with a soft, deep-drawn sigh of joy 
that could find no eloquence fitting for it, as she leaned 
against liiin, in the of tliat night, looking upw'ard 

at the stars, while silvcivd and hushed in the moonlight 
there, stretched belotv the caseni(‘iit, the winding waters 
and the dark Avoodlands of tlie home that had been her 
bridal gift. 8h(j did not know why, fur all answer, he 
pressed her closer to liis heart. 

“Thank God!” 

“ And you ! ” she murmured, while her eyes looked 
upward mto his, “ with all the glory and the greatness of 
your life, you never forgot Lueille ! ” 

“ When I forget Lucille, my life will liave ceased ! ” 

His head was bowed over her, and his voice was sunk 
to that deep tenderness which clianged so utterly the chill 
languor of its liabitual tone, and w^as never heard save by 
her. She was an exquisite child to him still, with all her 
soft caprices, her poetic earnestness, her fairy fimeies that 
were law fo hjjn, her unsullied innocence that was hallowed 
to him, and only became tenfold the**fairer, tenfold the 
fonder, to hiijM aht and his heart thiongh the clanged 
ties which made her young life one with his. 

The keenest roinorse siouj.is oflen and long, as the dead- 
liest serpent fies dulled and still in peace through mdSy 
hours; and in the happiness 6f Lucille almost he found 
his owji, for in her ho saw las atonement and? his expiation. 
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She lifted her head with a fond carese-^those soft kieses 
of Lucille’s lips seemed to purify his own ; remembering 
them, callous words had not seldom been checked — a piti- 
less sneer not seldom been foregone. He strove — as for as 
his nature could — to what she believed him. 

“ How beautiful the night is ! Tlie day smiles on us, but 
the night always seems fullest of God’s love and pity I ” she 
said, while her eyes gazed up to the still, starlit skies with 
that poetic and meditative love of nature which beheld “ God 
in all things,” and found poems in all, from the lowliest 
flower to the darkest storm. 

He smiled tenderly on her; to comprehend this was not 
possible to him ; in his youth he had never known it, in his 
mature years it was yel. farther from him, but in her it was 
sacred to him from disdain, safe even from a jest : 

“You see beaifiy iii all the world, Lucille! If these chill, 
lustreless nights of England arc so lovely to you, what will 
the Southern ones be— the nights of Bairn, of Sicily, of 
Greece ? ” 

Where they leaned against the balcony in the moonlight, 
his arm about her and her head resting on his breast, he 
spoke of all to which he would take her some leisure time, 
when the pressure of office should relax and leave him free ; 
of hours on the Mediterranean, where the lateen-boats were 
filled with fragrant freights of violets or olive-wood; of 
luminous waters, with the golden orange fruit and purple 
grapes hanging above the waves ; of nights in the Carnival 
time, when from some lofty casement she would look out 
on the Roman throng and on the dome of St. Peter's, 
studded and circled with light; of moonlight evenings, 
floating down the soft, gray Bosphorus, with each stroke 
of the oars leaving a trail of phosphor gold, and the snows 
of Mount Olympus towering in the lustrous radiance of 
the stars; of scenes and hours which he drew from the 
memories of a long life, the accomplished ploqdence and 
facile words of thd^brator supplying that sense of beauty 
which, so vivid in her, had never, even in vouth, existed 
in him, so that its absence could not strike colaly or harshly 
on her, as she listened to the mellow music of his voice, 
add the graphic painting of his words, and leE ber thoughts 
float over the golden glories *which steeped that dieam- 
land, her, futurd 
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And in such hours as this— letting memoiy drift irom 
him, and the fevered ambitions and bitter contests of his 
rfbrld be forgot, while his thoughts and his words took 
their color from hers, and in her upraised eyes and in her 
kiss upon his cheek he knew how great, how perfect were 
Lucille's love and happiness-i-Strathmore himself was 
almost happy. “ Almost " — for the great lost soul of the 
man could never wholly cast aside the burden of his sin; 
and the beauty of his life, that light which never was on 
land or sea," had died for ever for him when Marion Vava* 
sour had l^trayed him and the sun had gone do^ npon 
his wrath. 


CHAPTER LXX. ' 

QUiESTOEKS PAEICIDII, 

It was far past midnight in Westminster, and as the 
Minister whose foreign policy recalled the greatness of 
Oastlereagh, and wliose sweeping and polished eloquence 
withered like an ico-blast all it smote, passed out from the 
House, after a great field night, the approaches were 
hemmed in by a crowd breathless to see and eager to 
welcome him. Famous, but never popular; firm-rooted 
in the honor, but holding no place in the love of the nation; 
wondered at, but scarce understood, in a country which 
deifies the Common-place, and calls its best Man of fiusiness 
its best Statesman, the subtle, profound, and elocment intel- 
lect of Strathmore was little comprehended; nis genius 
was Statecraft, his aspiration absolute dominance; born 
to rule, to command, and hold an undisputed sceptre, he 
was as little capable of sympathy with the English nation 
as the English nation with him. Solely beneath his sway, 
they would have been ruled with aif*iron hand at home, 
but. they would have never been degraded and ridiculed 
abroad. The hand of the tyrant might have beSn iron, 
but it would have grasped a sword never to be bribed into 
its sheath, by an appeal to a trader’s instincts. Sftas 
England had little comprel^nsion of him, and as little 
love*; but the spirit of his Statesmanship was essentially 
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the spirit which ennobles the blood of a country, and gives 
her the fear of her foes and the faith of her allies; and 
although this is the spirit which of all others is most lack^ 
ing in the politics of the nation, and is deemed by her most 
costly and “ idealic,” there are hours, now and then, when 
the blood stagnant in her xpins is roused by it, as the war- 
horse which has long worn the girths of the huckster’s 
saddle, and borne the trader’s pack, still rouses to the 
trumpet-blast of the charge, and scents the battle afar off 
with eager, restless memories of glory gone. 

This night had been one of them, and for once the old, 
grand temper was awake in the country, and it recognized 
its leader in tlie man, who, if his hand were iron, would at 
least uphold with it the might of England, and not put it 
behind him for the gold of a shopkeeper’s bribe, to be 
slipped into the closed palm. 

As he passed out into the night the crowds pressed 
closer and closer, and cheered him to the echo ; that night 
in the autumn of the bygone year, when he had given his 
life to the peril of the seas for the sheer sake of those 
perishing in the storm, had brought his name home to the 
nearts of the people with a warm, human sympathy, which 
the patrician brilliance and the haughty fame of his career 
had banished, rather than won. It had made his name 
loved by thousands whose eyes had never rested on him, 
and whose arcs could render his no comprehension. It 
was in the hearts of the people now, and they were stirred 
as by one impulse ; their shciits of welcome echoed to the 
night, roused by something higher than the trading instinct, 
nobler than mere popular clamor; it was homage given, 
unbought and unbidden, to that which was loftiest, truest, 
grandest in Strathmore’s nature. For the moment he was 
moved to something holier than mere lust of power, to 
eomething warmer than the mailed pride of ambition, as 
he bent his head to the assembled multitudes;^ it vfas more 
than the patrician lAio acknowledged the acclamation of 
the populace, it was the man who recognized the sympathy 
of his btethren* 

He sank back in the solitude of his carriage, with a new 
and^oftened light within his eyes, and a we^ s^h of rest 
tfter conflict. c 

had done »evil, but be had done also good--^ood| 



QU^STORBS PARICIDIL 


SS9 

wide, lasting, wrought for his country and for tho sake of 
millions, who yet lay in the womb of the future* Might 
n#t this sufBce to wash out the blood-stain on his life ? 

Scattering the people clustered in the narrow ways, tho 
carriage moved forward in the clear light of the midnight 
moon. The cheers rost deafening on the air ; the masses 
swayed and surged in the fitful shadows ; the great stone 
piles pealed back in echo the name the multitudes hurled 
in honor to the starlit skies— “ Strathmork ! Stkato- 

MORE ! 

As the waves of a sea part and roll back, so the waves 
of human life swept aside with their mighty murmur, and, 
as it had risen from the sea-depths, witli all its lost and 
evil beauty, known througli’all the change of years and 
ravage* of a dishonoured life, so there rose to his sight, 
from the waving crowds and flickering shades of night, the 
face of Marion Vavasour. For a moment seen, and in a 
moment lost. Yet in that moment they had looked on 
one another, and an eternity could have told neither more. 
The new and holier light died out from Strathmore’s eyes ; 
a great anguish tightened about him; a sickening dread, 
such as had seized him wfien ho had seen her face in the 
yellow autumn mists of White Ladies, clenched upon his 
life, withering all hope, all peace, all future unborn years. 
^’he temi^trcsH and companion of his sm was that sin’s 
Nemesis and Eumonides. 

Atonement ! ” The lurid, cruel eyes of the woman for 
whose beauty he had steeped liis soul in guilt, mocked at 
it, and drove him out from rest, as the Furies drove Orestes, 
even when remorse had brought him weary, and worn, and 
sick unto death, to lie, if but for one brief hour, at the foot 
of the altars of God. 

It was long past midnight. 

His face was haggard, and his step had changed from its 
firm and •stately tread to one slow and weary, as he passed 
through the halls and corridors of his ifanisterial residenoe, 
throtlgh tho dow of whit^ light, rich hues, delicate marbles, 
and clusterii^ foliage. He had come from a proud trfumph, 
with which Europe would teem on the morrow ; he hadoioma 
from the hom%e of the people, rendered as by one 
him as the upholdver of the hontr of their nation ; yet it vm 
not as a victor that he returned, and had the world bebm 
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him aa he passed alone through the solitude of his chamber, 
it vonld not have found one memoiy of its honors, its might, 
and its triumph, remaining with the man who, but a few 
seconds before, had spoken in the name of England the gmd 
challenge which would uplift her ancient fame in the sight 
of a listening world, and who now came, as the guilty come 
into the presence of the innocent, with the knowledge of 
eril, and the burden of a dead sin alone with' him, and 
upon him. 

He passed through the silent chambers into Lucille’s, 
^ where the aromatic silvery lamplight was soft and shaded, 
burning low. 

Early in the evening he h^ returned with her from a 
state gathering, and had bidden her go to her rest; for, 
used to the chSdlike simplicity and even tenor of her years 
at Silver-rest, she* was too fra^e to be much in the restless 
vortex and the wearing whirl of that great world, of which 
her loveliness and his name had made her at once a queen 
— a queen as guileless and unconscious in her child- 
sovereignty now, as when her crown was of the woodland 
violets, and her wealth of the ocean shells, by the sea-shore 
at Silver-rest, 

She had obeyed him; she had no will save his, the 
gentlest guide, the surest guardian her life could ever have 
owned, for he had bent the iron of his nature like a reed, 
and changed his very character, until all its coldness, its 
haughty egotism, its ascetic indifference to all whicli weaker 
men hold dear, were lost and merged in one deep tenderness 
for her. She had obeyed him, and listening long for the 
echo of his step, had sunk to sleep, with the words of her 
prayer for him and of her gratitude to God the last upon 
her lips. He moved through the long space of the silent 
chamber, and stood beside her couch, looking on that soft 
and innocent rest to which the night brought no memories 
of guilt, and whose dreams were pure and joyous as the 
^eoans of infancy. 

Her^bright hair fell unloosed about her, a flush was on her 
chedm! fer the night was warm, her head rested on her arm 
in dl grace of profound repose, and that unconscious and 
dfuming loveliness smote him tenfold with thS hittemess of 
guilt «s he stood loddng down upon her in the shaded silvery 
Jught ; im his iheart one on which it should be hqshedi 
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were im lips those whose kiss should wake h^ from her 
rest ? ^ 

^Once more in. the shadows of the night the .^ea of im 
temptress and destroyer had looked on him, rising up 
the surge of the multitudes as she had risen from the surge 
of the wave^ lbrbid(hng him p^e, claiming him heas by 
I’ight of their dead sin, by right of their mutual guilt to his 
life which had been slaughtered by the lie of the traitrass, 
and by the hand of the assassin. What place had he b^do 
the holy rest of innocence ? It were juster that he were 
driven out to dwell with the lost, and the acciimJ» in the 
shame and the hatred of all things pure and sinless, of all 
lives loved of God. ^ 

As though even in sleep^conscions when he was near, 
Lucille stirred in her slumber and wakened with toe light 
in her fair eyes, and the smile upon heri face with which 
she had wakened from toe sleep of childhood in her dead 
mother’s bosom, and had looked upward to the gaze of him 
whose crime had made her desolate ero yet she knew her 
loss or felt her wrong. Her soft, low cry thrilled his heart 
with its waking welcome, the flush of a beautiful gladness 
deepened the warmth of her cheeks, her arms were thrown 
about his neck, while her lips breathlessly whispered sweet, 
eager questions for his honor, his triumphs, his greatness, 
all dear to her as the life to which in her sight they gave 
the sanctity of the Patriot and the grandeur of the Buler. 
The voice which answered her quivered slightly ; the lips 
which met her caress were cold ; the face wriich bent ov^n 
her was dark and worn with the memorieB which thronged 
about him in the hush of night. The flush died fipom Im 
cheek, the light was quenched in her eyes, the shadow of 
his own fate fell upon her : 

“You suffer? You are ill? What is it— what has 
grieved you? ” she asked him, in the rapid dread, the vague 
terror of any evil which menaced him. 

He drew heF closer to his heart, andi*the profound die* 
simulation, the iron self-control which were alike his nature 
and training, did not desert him now: * 

“ Nothing, my own love. I have been speaking two hours, 
and the debate^lias been a tempestuous and lenmened lyysr 
till for onjje I am wear^ and fa%aed; that is alL*^ 

She did not doubt him; that his lips won](l have spoken 
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other vorda save those of troth, she dreamed no mcffe tiuui 
^e dreamed of the blood-stain on his life; but the eyes 
vdiioh toolc all their light and all their joj from his ga;^ 
wiatfttUv ^ward to the face which, waking from her slumber, 
had seen for the first time darkened and careworn, with 
the resurseatioti of a giultyj>ast, the fritile yearning of a great 
imnerse 

' All? Ycm me sore it is all?” she asked him, wist- 
ihUyi ‘^Yott would not keep rniythii^ from me e?en in 
tew? You would not withhold even a thought? You 
would let Lucille share your pain as she shares your 
glory ? 

His heart sickened, his conscience shrank under the 
tmrder words ; his eyes, fathoi&less and unrevealing beneath 
every gaze and every torture, fell under the questioning 
appeal of those uplifted to him in their innocence, uncon- 
scions of the anguish that they dealt. 

Evil should not have been the salvation which had saved 
her ; guilt should not have been the secret of the heart on 
which here leaned ! A quio^ ^ndder ran throngh his frame ; 
he drew her to him with passionate force: 

“None wonld have loved you as I love? None oonld 
have been to you as I am, Lucille ? ” 

“ Ah ! no, no ! Why ask ? you know that so well ! ” 

And as she clung to him, her bright hair falling over his 
arms, her eyes full of such liquid light as painters give to 
the pure and happy eyes of angels, she heard but in his 
words the tenderness of her husband’s love, and had no 
knowledge in them of the sleepless dread of that remorse 
which strove to lull its sufibring, and to find peace where 
no peace was, with the knowledge of her guiltless li^ bless- 
rug and blessed by him. 
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chapter 14^. 

THIJ qUTOAST BY JHK GATES. 

JijGIpp and poloirinp, the coolness of water, the shade of 
leaty depths, the fragrance of flowers, the green belts of 
sloping lawns, and the sparkling spray of fountain colunms 
tossed aloft among the brilliancse of blossoni and th^ lofty 
heads pf trees, all the beauty she thirsted for was here, 
where Marion Vavasour stood looking through the iron 
tracery of gates, as the prisoner through his bars gajses at 
the world to which he can neyer go forth again. They were 
the iodge-gates to the grounds of the Thames villa of 8. A. 
it. le Due d’Etoiles, filled with the choicest gathering of 
England at a brilliant f^te that was simply called a garden 
party ; and where she stood, crouched down against the iron 
scroil-work, in the dust of the highway, she could see the 
velvet slopes of turf, the pyramids of bloom, the glimpse of 
white distant terraces through the breaks of stately avenues ; 
she could hear the swell of far-off music, even the low mur- 
mur of a laugh when a group swept near ; she could breathe 
in the rich fragrance of flowers and pf perfumes ; she could 
look, in one word, on the life of her Past. 

A few years since, and he who was host there bad led her 
through the salons of the Tuileries, bending to her word in 
homage, seeking no empire so precious as pnp smile ffom the 
Ups that poets hymned, and the eyes that recalled all the 
glory of Helen’s; a few years since, and she had been of 
tliem, with them, omnipotent by right of eveyy soverei^ 
grace — unrivalled, were it only by ih® of that angehco 
rm which played upon no pther bpauty as it played on hers. 
I{qw the JPrinep d’Etoiles would have passed her by nu- 
knownn pud she stood without his gates ^ong the outcasts 
of th« great highway, one with' the roofless, namelp^ beg^ 
gars, whp, in the whirling dust puuiper search/ erquphed 
among the tgimpling hoofs and crowded wheels to look with 
hungry, wolidejping eyes through the iron bars at <hese stm^a 
glimpses of the life so suliko that their epuja 
not grasp, nor their fancy realize it Her hand^ 
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clenched upon the bars, her brow was pressed on the cold 
iron ; she drank in the fragrance, the music, the beauty of 
the blent light and shadow, with the sun gleam on the 
lawns, and the gliihpses of blossom and of color that glanced 
betw^n' the trees ; she hungered for h^ life that was lost 
for ever; she stood an aUen and an exile looking on the 
things that knew her no more! 

The white wand of a lacquey struck her on the shoulder 
with a sharp reprimand ; the same action, the same words 
with which, in the years that were gone, the chasseur of 
the Marchioness of Vavasour and Vaiix had used to the 
Boliemian, Eedempta. There is a wild, wanton Nemesis 
at times in human life. She started at the blow and the 
indignity; for the moment she forgot that she had no 
longer the power to resent — most bitter loss of this world’s 
losses and tuAied with her old superb grace, with her old 
proud patrician rebuke. 

In the carriage, whose \^ay she stopped, its occupant 
leaned back among the cushions alone, bowing, something 
haflightil^ and distantly, as the throng, gathered about the 
gates, lifted their hats to salute him. As she raised her 
head, she met his eyes; he knew her; a quiver passed over 
his face; he shrank visibly, irrepressibly, as though a knife 
had struck him; and his carriage swept on through the 
ducal gates, leaving her without in the dust and the throng 
of the parched highway. 

A moment before, Ml of the projects, the contests, the 
purposes, and the successes of power, of the attitude of the 
session which had hitherto been in all its triumphs his own 
ariMem^ and of the far-stretching foresight and matured cal- 
culations of the ambition which had been from his youth, 
and would be to his death, his master-passion, Strathmore, 
at sight of her, forgot all save his past, its dead guilt leaving 
its weakness in the life in all else strong — its buried crime 
claiming him slave, who in all else was ruler, Leader and 
chief, master of mdo, and moulder of circumStances, he could 
not ^nurchase or enforce oblivion — he could not choose but 
bow, conscience-stricken and struck down, before the eyes of 
ah outcast in the throng ! He had loved her, he had sinned 
‘Hr her, taking the crime of Cain upon him fdr her sake : she 
w^as m his l^e for ever its burd^ its retribution, its fie- 
staroyer. • 
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All die darkness of his past came back with that one look 
60m the thirsty, sleepless eye of Marion Vavasonr* 

While he joined his own world, while he spoke the courtly 
nothings of the day, while he chatted with princes and with 
peers, and moved through the brUliant groups of the gardens, 
her memory was on him, and tne sickening sense of a re- 
membered crime, fresh as though born of yesterday, iipotj 
liis life. 

A few lengths of leafy avenue, a few stretches of sunn> 
sward, and he looked on the fairness of Lucille’s face, in its 
first and loveliest dawn of youth — ^youth without a shadow, 
without a fear, without a soil. The centre of a group whose 
polished homage she still heard with naif surprise, and still 
turned from with graceful carelessness, she stood on the 
broad, white steps of a terrace, deeply shekered in by cedai- 
boughs, and where the mingled wealth of a thousand blossoms 
enclosed her in their luxuriant colors, like a young Angel of 
the Flowers. Against her leant a young boy, a little heir 
of the house, who looked up at her with loving eyes, while 
she smiled down upon his beauty and wound a wreath of 
ricli, half-opened roses among his golden locks, as much a 
child as he, as joyous and as innocent. She was a picture, 
soft as a poet’s dream, and warm in the golden haze of 
earliest summer; yet he looked on it with a shudder; be 
saw it through the darkness of his past. A brief while, and 
she would smile thus upon the laughing eyes, and toy thus 
with the sunny hair of a child born to his race, and bearer 
of his name — and he from whom her child would take his 
life had been the destroyer of her father ! 

Thus ever his dead sin recoiled and struck him in his 
gentlest thoughts, his holiest hours. 

Strathmore, to whom fear was unknown, and in whom the 
common weaknesses of men had no j)lace, dreaded with a 
terrible boiror to see the eyes of Marion Vavasour fasten on 
the fair youtSi of Lucille; he felt as •though the very air 
must tell his secret whe^ she passed the woman whose lie 
had made kim slay the man whom he had loved. ^In his 
vengeance he had bidden the woman he pursued go forth to 
the fate that^iwaited her ; to live as they live who trf^|^ 
beauty, to ‘die as they die, caving a crust. His biooing 
had been obeyed, the vengeance to which he had sent her 
out had become hers to the uttermost bitterness of its/ 
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pitileBB Mottifi law ; and now— the Outcast wbi(di he had 
made, was in hia path, staronger than his strength, move 
poworfal in her abject Wretcibedness than he in his hahghty 
eminence, an At6 that dogged his steps, and rose) haunting 
and abhorred, between him^and the light of the summer sun, 
between him and the holin&s of innocence. Where he stood, 
with a calm smile on his lip, with serene and courtly words 
at his command, flattered, honored, sought, a courtier, a 
patrician, a statesman, no ambition beyond his grasp, no 
rank but what could be his at his will, his thoughts were 
filled with wild, restless, fugitive schemes to banish from 
hia sight, and thrust out of his world, that nameless be^^ar 
at the gates I A homeless wanderer was more powerful than 
he ; he had had his vengeance, whose sweetness could never 
escape him, but jts fruit was his also, and of whatever it 
brought forth must he eat. 

An hour later and his carriage swept with swift and 
silent roll over the turf, and under the pleasant shadow 
of the trees, in the warmth of the setting sun. Lucille 
lay back beside him, her bright, rapid words broken with 
sweet ripples of happy laughter, her face turned to him, 
radiant with the gay softness of her father’s smile, whilst 
she told him a thousand brilliant, airy trifles of the world 
that was so new to her, and of winch she saw but the 
sunny, golden side, ftdl of graceful beauty, and harmonious 
as music to her, the young queen of its courtliest pleasures. 
And he beard her while his thoughts were heavy with dark 
and deadly memories, ho looked on her fair, langhing eyes 
while his own restlessly sought the face of the woman to 
whom he was for ever bound by the indissoluble bondage of 
a mutual crime. He dreaded the gaze of Marion Tavasonr, 
as he had never dreaded the close presence of deatii when 
the waves beat him down, and the cold, curled mass of the 
reared waters buried him beneath them — ^he dmaded for 
it to &11 On tiie ihnocent loveliness beside iiim, as men 
dread the Ineath df a pestilence to pass over\^t *they 
love, f ' '■ 

' The cair&ge swept on throng the i^ebn avenues and the 
BB^ ^ t ftesboess of the park, along the side of glancing watsii; 
asowiUi the low» street glachmss of the young giiTs laughter 
op his ear. BudelehJy Lucille's voice dropped, her laugh was 
knshedt over hk &oe stole the earnest sadness of a'deqt 
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conipajssion; she leaned neater to him, l^d Htt h^hd stole 
ii^b hiid: 

Look there 1 That is the woman td whom I gave my 
roses. How weary, how wretched, hoW hsi she looks 1 
Cbnld We do nothing for her ? ” 

And he hedrd the soft and pitying words sl)oketi of her 
father^s murdetess ! — ^he saw her eyes fill with a diviiie ten- 
derness for the Womafa whom he had loved wltli a madman's 
pjission, and sent out to a vengeance great and pitiless ^ 
lier guilt and his own ! /' 

By a ghastly fascination his eyes followed hbrS' into the 
throng about* the gates through which they paused, Uhd 
he saw the gaze of Marion Vavasour fastened on Lucille^ 
face ; a look like the chained and baffled panther^S, thirst- 
ing for her prey ; a look that ran through i^l his veins wiih 
the icy Chill of a nameless horror. 

Lucille turned pale, and her large, soft eyes, which rented 
on the outcast with such mournful and tender pity, filled 
with a startled feat like the eyes of a young fawn, as she 
leant farther back in the barouche, and her hand nUcoU- 
Bciously closed nearer oh his: 

How strangely she looks ! She frightens me ! ** 

For his life, for her life, he could not have answered heir, 
while upon them was the gaze of Marion Vavasour quoting 
the past, claiming the future, by right of that mutual, un- 
expiated crime which had destroyed the guiltlesi ttis face 
gtew white, his eyes shrank from the unconscious eyes of 
Imeille, he shuddered beneath the clinging touch of iKJt 
hand^ and the woman who watched them saw that even 
now the first hour of her vengeance had come, that eVen 
now she had pierced through the single weakness of his 
mailed strength, and forced him to remember. 

A moment more, and the carriage swept on through the 
light andi shade, leaving the homeless wanderer iU the 
rtlirong; and he saw but his own meii\pry of the 
he ha4 worshipped, of the woman who had bettal^ AiUi 
with the diamonds crowning the gold vtrfealth hf nfemhUfiv, 
and the lustrous, languid light in her dIviUb eyes^ is 
had been in the glory of her youth, in the sov^gntyd 
her beauty, on the night when, at her tempting, he bpw53 
and fell, knowing nothing save the sweutne^ ofner kfii ! 
Lueillo looked upVrard at him with anxiotifi wlstfeliiess ; 
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Are you in pain ? Are you ill ? 

Life could not hare held im him a more bitter pang than 
lay in the gaze of her innocent eyes ! ♦ 

But he was long used to wear the impenetrable armor of 
an unmoved serenity, and live beside a guiltless life without 
a sign of self-betrayal. Bis voice had its accustomed calm 
as he answered her, and his eyes met hers with their old 
tenderness, if in them there was a deeper and more weary 
melancholy : 

my love, it is notluii"; — save the heat, perhaps, and 
I am somewhat tired. But, Lucille, do not look at those 
unhappy outcasts again ; you cannot help them ; the vastest 
wealth could not avail to succor all the wretchedness of a 
great city; it only agitates you, and is injurious for you, 
my darling, and, as such, pains me.” 

Those who had best known his past, could not have heard 
in his words or in his voice the betrayal of anything save a 
tender solicitude for her ; still less could she have done so. 

She looked upward at him with a smile that was earnest 
and almost mournful : 

I will not, if I can help it ; but when I see any who 
look so hopeless as that, I wonder why life is so beautiful 
for me and is so stricken for them I Why is there so much 
misery ? All would love God, and do good, I think, if they 
were happy ? ” 

‘‘ A beautiful ^nd simple code of ethics, my child ! — if 
you could give the world your innocence and your faith it 
might be true.” 

“ But is it not true ? ” pleaded Lucille, while her thoughts 
travelled wistfully over the mysteries of evil and of pain 
which were vagu(‘. and strange to her dawning life, which 
had been one long, sunny day, under one guardian love 
since her birth : “ Love is born of gentleness, and gentle- 
ness, I think, would win the harsliest and the most lost to 
Bomthing better. Perhaps if even that womp w*e saw just 
now had been shcihi mercy when she first suffered, she 
migh^ not be so utterly callous and evil as she boks ? now 
strangely her eyes fastened on me, did you see? Why was 
it?” 

HKow could she know that every one of^ljer innocent 
TOrds was worse than a dagger in his heart ? 

Wbji my love ?” repeated Strathmore, wearily ; ‘\Why? 
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Because those who are lost and evil hate all that is giiile- 
Iggs, and pure, and holy! Because her life is guilt, and 
yours is innocence !” 

As the night follows the day, Marion Vavasour followed 
the lives she hated. Having oflce seen that her sight and 
her presence had power to pierce him to the quick, she 
never released him from it; wherever an outcast of the 
people could follow a man of rank and eminence, she fol- 
lowed him ; secretly, so that no other noted her, but surely 
and constantly, until that vigil, veiled but unceasing, grew 
intolerable to him, with that torture which he had dealt 
out to her, when, before the stroke of his vengeance fell 
in the sight of assembled Paris, go where she would his 
cy(38 were upon her, seek escape as she^ might his silent 
presence was ever near, mutely quoting to lier the Past, 
mutely menacing the Future. When he left the Lower 
House, with the cheers which had hailed his measures, or 
his eloquence, still echoing on the hot air, he saw h^r in 
the gloom of the thronged, narrow streets; when he passed 
from State ceremonies he met her eyes, where she stood 
amidst the crowds which thronged the approaches of the 
palace, and were trodden by horses’ hoofs, and driven 
asunder by the whips of lacqueys. Leaving the fond 
words and innocent presence of Lucille in the briglitness 
of morning, there, near his gates, in the sun-light, would 
be the form of the woman whose sin had drawn him to 
his guilt, whom his vengeance had driven out among the 
lost, nameless, hopeless Multitude. Going from the great- 
ness of contests, from the struggle of parties, from the 
luestion of peace or war, weary with the heated pressure 
of lengthened debate, or the success of a hard-won victory, 
Ins pride was stricken, his victory was embittered, his 
strength^ beaten down, his greatness made miserable and 
worthless in^his sight, by the dead milt that was brought 
baok upon his memory as he saw the face of his temptress in 
the midnight gloom, or id the grayness of the breakir^ dawn. 

Her presence— almost rather than actually seen— 

grew intole^ble to him; the sight of that haggard, evil 
face, withdts thirsty eyes and its terrible wreck of w^iHfin- 
hood, its fearl’ul ixilics of gface and of beauty, lingering 
there as though in hideous mockery of what she once had 
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been, became feared by him to whom fear waa toknowm 
with a nerrous and uncoUqtierable dread. He etrove tj 
bury his past, to live it down, to wash it out with the 
holiness or atonement, to steep it to oblivion in the fair 
life that he cherished and ^i^ed, and in the- grandeur of 
a l^werfiil and ambitious^career,— and Marion Vavasour 
was ever before him, the haunting wraith of those dead 
years, the avenger, as she had been the temptress, of his 
crime! 

tte could not fi'ee himself from her; he was powerless 
heite. Wealth, station, command, were impotent to force 
out of his path the woman who dogged it ; eminence and 
authority were of no avail to put away from him the pur- 
suant presence of an outcast. Life was hers as it was his, 
and where she capie was common to the poorest as to the 

E ldest, the broad and crowded highway of the world. 

e, he could have given her into aiTest as a vagrant, but 
that he dared not do ; he knew the menace that spoke in 
her eyes, he knew that from her lips enough might be told 
of the past that bound them, and of that hour in the 
darkness of the sea-stonn, when his hand had loosed her 
to the grave, to crush and break for ever with its horroi 
Lucille’s love and life. She knew not the power of the 
vengeance which she held thus unconscious in her hands, 
but knew it; and it chained him paralyzed from every 
act which might have otherwise released him from the 
woman who, under the scourge and agony of his vengeance, 
had prophesied the hour when he should ask in vain of 
earth or heaven the mercy he denied. Now and again wild, 
dark, shapeless thoughts drifted through Strathmore’s mind, 
tor his nature hould not wholly change, and when need arose, 
he was unscrupulous and ruthless now as of old ; but they 
were each perforce abandoned, each fraught with too close 
danger of waking the very evil that he feared. TJhe sense 
of Weakness and of, dread tightened upon him, worst curse 
of all to the ihah to whom feebleness and fear were craven 
tbihksf tmfenowh and unpitied ; a Baffled, impotent hopelei^ 
nel^ negaU to ^aw into his life as it had done when he had 
tiji learned that Valdor had unearthed the^secret of his 
ej^iKion; a wild^ weary sense of despair grew on him; 
was a heart-sick fh&irity, atonement a madman’s 
Mnee guHt was deathless thus I 
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He dreaded, moreover, lest Lncille should note the eon- 
sjjant viril of the woman to whom she had given her rosbs % 
lest It should exercise over her the Same vague atid plinftll 
tertor With which she had shnink froih the gasse of Manon 
Vavasour when it had first fallen u^oti her ; lest she should 
questioii hith of it in het itihOc^Oie, whilst he, poWeifol in 
wealth, in rank, iii boininand, wbuld be powerless to drive 
out from her presence and wahl her from the evil gaze of 
the one in whom she saw but a beggared wanderOi* of the 
People ! When he was not with her, he feoUght with almost 
nervous solicitude that she should never be alone, that She 
should always be surrounded with some brilliant party, or 
some girlish group of her Own age and rank ; his own. days 
claimed and absorbed by public life, he provided that all 
her hours should be so filled with a succe^pion of pleasures, 
entertainments and companionship, that in his absence ho 
space should be left for her io spend in solitude, or for her 
to be ever so alone that she should observe how closely thb 
outcast to whom she had given her roses watched her vdien 
she drove from her own gates. 

For Marion Vavasour, in the strange caprice of a baffled, 
hopeless, paralyzed hatred, which grew the more bitter, 
bebause each day, aS it rolled by, brought her but a roOrci 
vivid sense of its own utter impotence for vengeance, never 
wearied in following thus the life of thb young girl whom, 
while all unconscious of her birth, she longed to destroy not 
less than to destroy him whose love she begrudged to her. 
and whose strength she saw could alone be reached aUd 
stricken through her. Day after day, night after night, she 
spent the long hours watching and waiting for one glimpse 
of Lucille. Under the park trees, where those more hoinfe- 
less and wretched than she, had slept through the sutniher 
nights, aUd lay in the dry, long grass in the sun,^ slari^ 
blankly ^ the delicate, glittering throng bf the life ivitn 
which thejr hsd iibthmg in commoU, seajctely their hnmaiiiiyM 
she saw her sweep by through the light, whilst men checked 
their hor^s,iand the croM without the rails stepped hhd 
tamed to gaze after a lovelftiess that strangely touched 
those who lo^ed on it fur a moment, and who bore it a^, 
rather in their hearts than in their thoughts, into the th#(^ 
of the world, as men Who hav8 looked on a fiaeO orTitto 
or a dream of Delatoche Wear its memory* aWay iiito tho 
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heat and noiae of the busy streets and the ayarice and 
straggles of their narrow liyes, and are the better for it, 
tbou^ they scarce know why. In the stillness of a Babbatti 
noon, she would steal down and hide amongst the hanging 
foliage and proftise blossom of the river vill^ where she had 
been given alms from Strathmore’s wealth, and wafcch her 
ftom the distance where the young girl wandered among the 
aisles of her rose-gardens or through the tropic wealth of 
the conservatories; or leaned against him where he sat, as 
they believed in nnseen solitude, under the deep shadow of 
cedars or acacias, whilst his hand strayed over her sunlit 
hair, and ho bowed his head and listened to her words with 
gentle tenderness, and the smile upon his lips that was— for 
Sie moment, at least — a smile of rest and happiness. In 
the heat of a summer day, while the pavement was white 
with the dusty gl&re, and her temples throbbed with a blind, 
dizzy pain imder the incessant roar of the street traffic, she 
heard the long shout roll dovdi the ranks “for the Lady 
Cecil Strathmore’s carriage ! ” and saw her passing from 
conSert, or d^jcfiner, or drawing-room, in her delicate, 
glittering, costly dress, as her outriders made way for the 
stately equipage, while the woman to whom power, and 
luxury, and homage had been the very core of her life, 
envied these, the outward symbols and privileges of rank 
and wealth, more bitterly than holier and fairer things. In 
the depth of midnight or in the breaking dawn, one amongst 
the ever-toiling crowds, whose feet know no rest, and whose 
ebb and flow are like the unceasing roar and murmur of a 
sea, she saw her, beside Strathmore, passing from some 
palace-dinner or court-ball, the bearer of his name, the 
sharer of his honors, while she stood there, in the darkness 
and the hurrying throng, alone in the vast, inhospitable 
dty, with no life waiting W, no companionship, no shelter, 
but those she shrank &om and abhorred, since the haughty 
patrician, the proud aristocrat, the delicate, yefin%d, poetic 
epicurean, still livefl in Marion Vavasour, and could not 
perisl^ until death itself. Thus-«day after da;j, night after 
night— a deadly, poisonous hate grew up and strengthened 
in her for the young life that was made one with his, 
rt!tti®igthened the more because chained an^ powerless U 
injure f UJid he knew it, yet •he could not thrust her from 
his paih-*-he mnld not force her from the earth in jehici 
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she had common right to dwell. The tide of human life 
was beyond his control, and had swept them together even 
Whilst furthest sundered by every social barrier. Marion 
Vavasour lived, and in her lived also his buried crime; 
here the proud Statesman had no power, the negligent man 
of the world no sneer, the polished Courtier no armor, the 
“iron hand under the. silken glove” no weapon; he Imew 
his sin, and lived in feverish, broken, shapeless dread lest 
its retribution should rise, and pass over Mm to smite the 
guiltless life that was sheltered in his bosom. 

see that woman so often — that woman to whom I 
gave my roses!” said Lucille, wonderingly, once, while 
with a gesture that was almost fear she shrank closer to 
him as their carriage drove from the French Embassy 
thi’ough the midnight streets : 

“ You gave her alms, my love ; it is ftifficient to make 
her follow you. Notice her no more.” 

He kept his voice calm and negligent, and the reply was 
given without hesitancy, seemingly without effort; but 
instinctively, unconsciously, where she leaned against liim 
in the darkness of the night, he drew her closer to his 
heart, as though she Avere* menaced by some near and 
physical peril. 

As his eyes had met those of Marion Vavasour, in the 
flickering light of the lamps, wMle his carriage had flashed 
})UBt the place where she stood, and her gaze had travelled 
from him to rest on the face of Lucille, to the memory of 
both had returned the words that Eedempta the Zingara 
had spoken, long years before, when they, fore-doomed to 
be each other’s curse, had first met under the summer stars, 
by the Bohemian waters: 

"“There shall be love; and of the love, sin; and of the 
sin, crime ; and of the crime, a curse ; and the curse shall 
pursue and destroy the innocent.” 

The ctfrse dready had destroyed lives that were guiltless 
— w|^ yet another still demanded? 
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OHAPTEB LXXII. 

THATaBfilBl OTAUBBIRl 
* 

It was on the dose of a bnming day in the hot Midi $ 
a day of intolerable glare, of sickening drought, qf parched, 
stifling, cholera-laden noxiousness under those brazen skies, 
within those relentless walls of the Toulon Bagne. The 
horrible heat had made even the gardes-chiournm hqavy 
and listless, and they had suffered a few of the forgats, un- 
ohidden, to drop down, gasping and powerless, like panting 
hounds ; nature wears itself out, and humanity is remem- 
bered now and then, even in a convict prison. At one part 
of the fortifioatiohs a brace of galley-slaves was working, a 
little asunder from the rest, on a sandy level facing the sea, 
with a single overseer near them ; brandy and the ghastly 
heat, and the horrible sand glitter, made the garde sleepy 
and* inattentive; heavy bribes from a young Englishman, 
who had of late been much about the Bagne, had something, 
yet more than the sultry pestilential air and the fumes of the 
peiits verres to do with his unusual lack of vigilance and the 
separate post of labor he had given to the political deportes 
on that stretch of sand excavations lying in front of the 
sfeirless summer sea. They were kept late at labor there, for 
the new stone curtain and redoubts that were to be erected 
at that point were pressing, and the government had directed 
that no time should be lost, but that separate parties of the 
gaUrims should be told off, to continue the works night and 
day until they were completed. The forgats were of less 
value than the brutes whose toil they bote, and to whose 
labor they were harnessed ,* it mattered nothing how many 
hundred of them might out, drop down, and perisn' 
in that giant travail — ^if they died by woves so Inuch the 
better, there were less expenses for the exchequer* 

Thq hot day faded, the twilight fell lightly, rapidly, 
without stars, for the skies were black and stormy. The 
lit his lantern, the prisons toiled on with'' 
and pickaxe deep down in the s^d and mvel, with 
their backs bowed and their ^imbs w^lited with irons, and 
d&eir breath like blown and wonx^ut horses in that pnna- 
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titr^ ynd hercukan toil to which their lives had no habit, 
thw limbs had no use ; while scattered all aloog ths sand 
kvel were the chmne of oonTicts, with the crack of fhe 
ovetseem’ whips sounding on the silence, and the glit^ of 
the lanterns uiining down the line in the gray descehc^g 
twilight that would soon be night. And boyop^ on the 
water, the jaoht lay at anchor, with a blue light that she 
had hung out for many nights past burning at the mwstf 
head, to prevent, as it was understood, her being run down 
in the darkness by the chasm-mar iis and other ve^ls tlh^t 
came to or past the port of Toulon, trading from ]mly an^ 
the Bast. The gards-chiowim, with grumbling imprecations, 
turned to relight his lantern that W gone out, setting it 
down on a block of granite while he adjusted its Wteh, 
growling coarse Bas-Bhin oaths at his prisoners kr not 
doing their work quicker ; it was a signal* tliough no word 
had ever passed between him and tiicm ; a slight lish made 
worth his while to bear by Lionel Oaryll’s roideaux of gold 
pieces, with which he could purchase his escape from his 
hatefiil post, and buy the little strip pf land in Alsace, which 
ever since his boyhood ho had vainijr coveted. His back was 
turned j with a wrench the ^j)orles tore asunder the irons 
which had been all but filed through, and only hung to- 
gether by a link, sprang up out of the pit in which they 
worked, and fled, fleet as hill-doer, over the sandy surface in 
the gray of the falling night, their fqolfall noiseless ou-the 
loose and yielding earth. Busy with his lantern, he did not, 
or seemed not to, hear their stealthy and sudden flight. 
When he turned the full blaze of his light on the gravel-pit, 
and looking down, found the yawning hole untenantejl, and 
raised tlie hue-and-cry, the coimamnis had had three miputes’ 
start — a priceless treasure in that race for liberty apd life. 

The alarm was given. Force, brutal and ommpotept, w®? 
■hut like a sleuthbound after those who so^ht that mst 
T)egrudged and costly thing on earth— -their IVeedom. Tho 
bastions swanaedwitb soldimy; the garim-9hkurmes poured 
out with hell-hound ftpy,jpetty tyrants who hpd Ipst their 
slavra; the diots rang on the still night, all Tot^fps 
astir t ^ /orfott had escaped, two men put of wpom pi) 
sense apd Sign of th<d; daring vice of Ibiberty should 
been crashed ahd dii|g^ in the,mranite walls and under the 
mm diains of ihe lik that had lowmed thec} to beasts, and 
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robbed them even of their Names. The Bagne was in 
hideous tumult, the hell-hounds tore out on the search over 
the wide sand-level stretching to the sea, the bullets hisseij 
through the air, the gendarmes hurled themselves, armed to 
the teeth, on the track of the fugitives. Inside the Bagne 
they would have been recaptured at once; outside the walls 
there vras one chance, for that one chance was the Sea. The 
Sea] incarnate liberty itself, that held out freedom to the 
bondsmen. The shots seethed past them and fell round 
them, scattering the sand in their eyes and ploughing the 
ground at their feet, their ankles plunged into the loose soil, 
the yells, and shouts, and curses of the alarm were borne to 
their ears on the wind, their limbs were dragged down by 
links of the hanging chains, their strength was impoverished 
by toil and misery, a fate worse than death was close on 
tliem, with every^second that brought their pursuers nearer 
and nearer ere they could reach the gray line of the gleam- 
ing water, longed for, panted for, so near and yet so far ! 
Across the line of sand, yellow and level in the fitful 
shahows, with the severed fetters clanging like the trailing 
irons of escaping slaves, with the press of the close pursuit 
hunting them down, witli the sound of the seas and the 
roar of the following multitude, the crash of the gendarmes’ 
tread, and the hiss of the plunging shot deafening their ear 
and giddying their brain, with life and liberty beyond, an^ 
behind a doom more dread than death, they fled on through 
the heavy, breathless night. 

They reached the water-edge ; the loose, fresh-raised sand 
cmbanWient overhung the sea by some eight feet, the waves 
surging and churning below under the lash of the rising 
mistral. With that might, which desperation alone can 
lend, they cleared it with a bound of agony, and fell with a 
low, sullen splash and plunge into the dark waters. A 
volley, fired by those in pursuit, thundered down the shore; 
the Wls hissed and shrieked as they cut the water, while 
the oaths of gardes^and gendarmes yelled futdous upon the 
air. ^One, as he rose to the surface, was shot through the 
back; with a scream that echoed over the sea, he hounded 
out of the water in the gray, fitful light, then sank never to 
again. The other dived, and the storm halls passed 
harmlessly above him; ere ^he had leaped, he *had tom off 
with imeh coiiynlsed strength as is Wn of a supremei 
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despair, the irons still clinp:ing to his wrists. He had no 
weight on him ; he was a fearless swimmer ; and there, at 
the masthead, burned the signal light, that to him and for 
him meant aid, suc(X)r, welcome, liberty, and all the breadth 
and freedom of the world. He kept under water, only rising 
rarely to the surface, and then* so cautiously, that in the 
gloom of the stormy, sultiy evening he was unseen.* ^ Those 
on the shore had seen both sink when the volley had been 
tired; they snpwsed both had been shot down when the 
death-shriek had rang over the sea. Ifc was of little moment; 
both were dead instead of both depories. The sea Was alive 
for awhile with boats, and lanterns, and men groping with 
grappling Books and fishing-nets for the drowned Ixidies ; 
while torches flung their ruddy glare over the white foam 
and dark, angry waters, and he who lay under the waves, 
amidst the tumult and the flickering |llare above him, 
knew — with every sound that passed, with every breath, 
for which he stole upward to the air in stealth and agony — 
the bitterness of death. ^ 

Then — as though nature herself lent succor from the 
brutality of man to man, which outruns all the rage of 
desert birds, all the ferocity of forest beasts — the gathered 
clouds broke with a tempest of rain, driving, drenching, 
beating down the flames of the torches, and casting dark- 
ness over all the sea. The pursuit ceased, the search was 
given over; — the dead bodies of two formats! what were 
they but carrion ? At last — at last— be was alone in the 
sheltering water, and the darkness that to him was more 
blessed than ever is the sweetest light of summer moon, 
or gleam of bridal starlight. He rose, and through the 
denseness of the gloom and the ink-black sheet of falling 
rain he saw, beaming starlike, the little azure light. 
Liberty, life, all the lost glories of his strength, all the 
robbed vigour of his manhood, swept back with a rush 
through ml his frame. Even in that instant of mortal 
danger and of physical misery, once moffi he had hope, and 
be hafl freedom ; they are the angels of men’s lives. « 

. He swam •out to the bright blue star of light-Hsnvam 

* 

* In case i%9emhlflnee may he, traced between the escafiM of T^ddr 
and of Joan Yaljean. 1 may name that above chapter waa writlmi hefort 
I read the ^^Mieerables,*' or Icnew that there waa auoh an episode in the 
vatli.--^uthorof^*Strathmre:* ^ - 
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with that strength which comes in the rapieme honts 
of our lives, making ns '‘rend the cords even as greeq 
withes.” , 

k few brief seconds more, and he stood on the yacht 
deck; Lionel Caiyll had saved him. 

“ Free — thank God 1 ” 

The words broke &om both their lips as the wild rain* 
8t(m lashed round them ; then, without sign or show of 
life, he fell down at the feet of the English youth, the 
blood gushing from his mouth and nostrils — ^his senses 
blind and gone. 

Before we sun rose the yacht was far on her way west- 
ward down the Mediterranean waters ; Yaldor was free. 

Thus strangely does Circumstance turn avenger in this 
life. 


CHAPTER LXXIII. 

inmBR THE WimB op the akoel. 

It was autumn at White Ladies. 

The dying leaves were once more drifting on the wind ; 
the suns set in stormy purpled skies and golden pomp of 
tempest liglit ; the seas ran high, and hurled their white 
foam-crested waves upon the sands: — ^it was the fall of 
the year, rich, grand, profoundly mournful, with here and 
there its summer hours few and fleeting, passionately 
treasured, early lost, like the sweet and lingering smiles 
on dying lips, in voiceless and eternal farewell to all that 
they have loved and blessed. 

It was autumn, aud evening; and Strathmore stood on 
the rose-terrace of White Ladies, while the lingering rays 
of the sun that had set poured a golden lustre^ over the 
crimson foliage, the brown rolling woods, tod the river, 
yellow with the dead leaves of t]fie water-lilies. The^fever 
of a deadly inquietude was on him — ^the fe/er of guilty 
which knows no rest. He had left behind, in the rushing 
j^owds and peoided streets of the great city, the face which 
bad pursued him like a recurrent and inevitable fisite; 
but she was in hisiiife, she was in his thoughts, she poisoned 
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all hia peace, she accused him in memory of that past that 
he had sought to crush into oblivion. She had risen out of 
t^e surge of the vast throngs as she had risen from tlie 
waves, she had returned into his life, she who had cursed 
it. He did not loiow what he feaied, yet he feared every- 
thing — he ! who had not knowij what fear was. Even the 
idolized life of Lucille had grown torture to him — ^he dreaded 
lest his unrest should lend its alarm to her, lest in his sleep 
dreaming words should betray him, lest in his eyes she should 
read the secret he veiled. Never yet was there crimo which 
did not sooner or later know this doom ! 

He stood now looking over the sweep of forest, park, and 
sea that lay htfore him in the ruddy fading light. Power, 
honor, beauty of possessions, riches of heritage, the great- 
ness which cniLobles life, the love which softens and endears 
it—these were all his, and all were darkened, cankered, 
turned to miseiy and dread, by the shadow of one dead sin ! 
All that was fair in his sight was poisoned by the past; all 
that was sacred to him was imperilled by his guilt ; all that 
was holiest and dearest to him would be destroyed for dVer, 
if one voice arose to whisper the secret his heart held. 

His eyes filled with yeamkig and with pain as he gazed 
at the west, where the sun had sunk beyond the sea. He 
thought of Erroll. 

“ He is avenged — he is avenged I ” he murmured, where 
he stood in the silence of the falling evening, “ more utterly 
than if I had died upon a scaffold, as other murderers die !” 

Yes — for the pang of the scaffold is but a moment, and 
Strathmore’s chastisement was lifelong. 

Like a breath of redemption, like a face of angel bright- 
ness, she whom the dead had bequeathed him looked up- 
ward in his eyes in the last lingering sunlight, as her hand 
stole into his. 

“ Why have you left me ? We are alone for a day at the 
least, and whcli alone you are wholly my»own ! ” 

Hd shrank from the ^weet caressing worfs : “ yholly 
hers!” whiW the darkness of the past claimed him, draw- 
ing him ever and ever down out of the innocence and light 
of her presence into its pestilential memories ! ^ 

He pressfed her to him with passionate unrest, a fever- 
ish tepdomesB, born of a tenible and nainclf^s dread. 
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^‘Lucille I—Luoilie ! I have never given you an hour’s 
pain — never denied ytm a single wish ? I have made you 
happy ? My love is sufficient for yon and you want m 
other ?” 

He spoke as he had spoken when she had wakened from 
!)er sleep, in vague, oppressive misery, in restless, irresistible 
longing to be told, again and again from her own lips, that 
through her the atonement of his sin was made* On, mad- 
man ! who thought that atonement lay in the happiness of 
another life, instead of in the purification from passion, the 
renunciation of evil, of his own ! 

She looked np at him with wistful, wondering pain, and 
on her face was the look of an unspeakable love — a love 
beyond her childhood’s faith, beyond her joyous youth ; a 
love spiritualized, exhaustless, faithful unto death,’' 
moumful even in<its intensity, as though the tragedy fi’om 
^(Thence it spmng unconsciously shadowed it, and made it 
\jss the offspring of joy than the angel of consolation. 

“ Oh, my lord— my love she said, softly and passion- 
ately, while the tears rose np and stood in the eyes where, 
to nim, there ever seemed to lie the sadness of her father’s 
fate and of her young mother’s* piteous doom. “ Have you 
need to ask me ihaf? He whom you loved, knows liow 
Lucille loves you. My life has no thought, no wish, no 
memory, but wliat are yours, for is not my life— ” 

He pressed her in a close embrace, that she might not 
see how his eyes filled and his face pfdcd at the Aguish 
and the sweetness of those fonder words she loved him, 
mi of that very love w^ould he her death-blow, if over from 
her father’s distant grave the truth should arise and be 
revealed. 

A letter she had lain down on the marble gleamed white 
against the dark and crimson leaves of the autumn roses ; 
the supersqriptioii ley uppermost ; as his glance, mechani- 
cally and without note of it, fell on the writing, He started 
with a shudder thai's«e felt through all her^’frame as his 
arras Were wound about her. , 

He Toosed her from liim, auA seized it — alf the golden 
as^d purple glories of the sunset Reeled before his sight 
The ^writing was that of the man who held Kis secret — o1 
the hand that he had thought to weigh and fisisten down, 
paralyzed for ever, beneath the irons of the Toulon galfrien, 
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‘‘That letter ! — That letter ! ” 

^ The words died on his lips faint and ill-formed ; even 
from her in that moment ne could not wholly hide tho 
terror that fell on liini, passing all coward’s fear of death. 

She looked upward, with the swiftness of love to notice 
any shade of pain. * 

Why ? What is it ? Nothing that grieves you ? It 
came just now. I took it from them, and brought it to you.’’ 

“ Quite right ! ” In that instant he had recovered self- 
command, and his voice was measured and calm. It gave 
me pain at the moment, my love, for — for — it is the writing 
of one whom I believed worse than dead. Leave me alone 
to read it. See I there ai*e your fawns waiting for you. 
Go, and give them their roses.” 

She looked at him a moment with w^tful uncertainty ; 
his voice was tranquil now, and he smiled on her, yet she 
could not forget that shudder which she had felt convulse 
him as she had been gathered in his arm. 

“ Go, my darling,” he said, with a smile — a smile ivhile 
his hand closed on the letter of the man whom he had 
thought silenced, as by the ^ilence of the grave ! “ I would 
be alone a few moments.” 

She looked at him again, wistfully still; then went, for 
his wish was her law — went with the grace and swiftness of 
youth, for she had still a child’s pure pleasures, her hands 
filled with autumn roses, her hair glancing in the sunlight, 
while the young deer trooped to meet her with the delicate 
chimes of their bells. 

And he stood there with i.he opened letter in his hand, 
and the shapeless terror, which had been upon him since 
he had first seen the face of Marion Vavasour in the sum- 
mer midnight, became palpable and fronting him with the 
work of his own hand. The crimson from tho west shone 
full upon tho page, and the words seemed to reel in a scarlet 
haze before him as he read: 

“ Strathmore, I am free, and in England, You nlay have ’ 
leaimt, ere now, that your noble nephew gave me liberty, 
and regained me more than life. I shall await you to-ni|^ht 
m the shere by the mouas^ry church; you will C(flne as 
soon as the night has fallen. 


“ Valdoii.’ 
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He who had been bo deeply wronged, wrote with tlie 
command of a monarch — he who had wronged, stood with 
the letter crushed in his hand, without sense, sight, movl- 
ment ; all his life blasted him. 

The blow fell nnsoftened, unprepared; the letters by 
which Lionel Caryll, boim'd to silence for a while, had at 
last, from the east, sent the tidings of his rescue of tlic 
condemned, had not os yet reached him. The words he 
read were like the delirium of a dream; the force which 
had unlocked the prisoner’s chains and set him free seemed 
unreal, unnatural, as power that should have burst the 
bonds of death and pven resurrection from the grave. 
This was all he knew : that he who had the secret of his 
life had risen from a bondage, dark, certain, hopeless as 
the tomb, and h^ld a vengeance vast as his deep wrong ! 

As a panther leaps from the gloom ere its presence is 
seen or its passage is traced, so his retribution sprang 
upon him. All was dark round him; unintelligible, un- 
told ; the prison gates had been broken, the living sepul- 
chre been unsealed ; his wealth, which had sent his young 
kinsman to wander at will in foreign lands, had been 
turned into the power which had loosed the chains, and 
released the captivity of the man he had betrayed and con- 
demned ; the net of liis own {icts was wound about him ; 
the guilt which had seemed wisdom in his sight had been 
forged into the weapon of his own destruction. Hia I not 
his alone, or he had borne it. It was the life of Lucille 
that his dead sin menaced. For her he had done this 
thing; against her it now rose beyond his strength tc 
save, 

“ The grief that does not apeak, 

Whispers Uio oVr-iraught heart and bids it break.” 

A stunned silence and tranquillity fell on him suddenly 
and mutely as poi^op kills, all his life was shattered ; and 
all hope destroyed; there is no lesistance in an absolute 
despair. * o 

He held the letter clenched in his right hand, his face 
v^as gray mid bloodless as a dead man’s, l^is eyes gazed 
with a blank stare out at the imddy, golden light; the 
world was unreal about him, the sun-rays glared blood- 
red in his sighf; he saw the face of Lucillo, but it seemed 
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&r off— gazing at him with love that was angnish, with 
fjreg that pierced his soul and saw the blood-stain there, 
*with holiness that barred him from her and dirotced them 
for evermore, while she floated farther and &rther from 
him, borne away by an angel-band. 

Dizziness seized him, he feR his senses Ming, his sight 
growing dim; instinctivelv he grasped the marble column 
near, and strove to keep his conscionsness, his calm— she 
must not know ! 

*‘Not hnmo!" He remembered that when the space ot 
that night should be passed the knowledge of all would 
have reached her! He knew that she must die— the life 
that lived but in his own, and the yet unborn life that he 
had given, both peiish through his sin ! 

^e stood before him, with the autumn roses in her hand, 
and the lingering stray beams of light lining in the deep 
spiritual sweetness of her eyes. 

He shuddered beneath her gaze ; — all that was dearest to 
him grew worse torture than devils frame. A littl^ while 
— and she would know him as he was. A little while— and 
she would know that his kiss was accursed on her lips, that 
the barrier of an ineflacehble sin sundered them for ever, 
that the love she held the holiest and truest guardianship 
on earth was but a vain atonement for a brutal crime I 

She came and knelt beside him, she wound her arms 
about him, she sought his lips with her caresses. Was 
he in suffering, was he in pain ? He was silent to her ! 
Why ? He would keep nothing that grieved him from her, 
even in love ? 

And he had to smile on her while his heart was breaking ! 
He had to look down into her fair eyes, while he knew that 
towards them stole the doom of his past ! Imprisoned from 
her sight through all her life, his hidden sin was loo^ to 
rend hpr from him and destroy her at the last. And in the * 
failing ligl;^ her eyes gazed upward with their deep, dream- 
ing love, and her lips, with the sinidss smile eff childhood, 
were lift^ for his kiss^ t • 

, OhiOod l^the throbs of his heart, as they beat i^inst 
hers, mus^ tell her, he thought, the secret they held ; on 
the darkness of his face she must behold the darkness of 
his sold. She leaned her cheek upon his hand— the blood 
Stain there mnst scorch her, She her head i«ain^t 
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his bi^ast-4he guilt it yelled must scai'e her iVom her 
resting-place. 

The guardian of her youth, the husband of her love, th# 
father of her child, the idol of her beautiful and trustful 
life— and through him she must die 1 

His arms closed round her with passionate an^ish, his 
bps clung to hers with endless kisses— to him it was as 
the embrace of death — to him it was agonized as an eternal 
iarewell. ^ 

Yet lie held from her all sign; he spared her while he 
could all knowledge of his torture ; he sacrificed his misery 
\o her, as he would have sacrificed honor, greatness, life 
tself, and given himself to an eternity of woe, could he 
Aave bought redemption at his cost for her alone. 

He left her— and she had seen no trace of the agony 
which could have 4)roken its bonds and flung him at her 
feet with tears of blood at every smile her fond eyes gave 
to his, at every lingering kiss her lips left on his own. But 
where she could not follow or behold him— out in the 
shadcfws of the falling night, under the shelter of the 
leaves—- that agony had its way, nature conquered the iron 
force that had chained it down and fordiddenit all utterance. 

He stood and gazed at her through the opened casements; 
ho knew that in life they might never meet again. The 
pc.re light fell around, flowers in a wilderness of blossom 
enclosed her, above lier there stretched through the shadows 
the ivory spear and the white wings of a sculptured angel, 
IiJiuriel ; and upward to the angel’s face she lifted her soft, 
iLiep, haunting eyes, the eyes where the sadness of the past 
ever lay beneath the smile of childhood. And she must 
perish ! — she, the angel of his life, by whom atonement had 
come to him, through whom all holier things had touched 
his heart. He wondered that he lived— that dumb, delirious 
wonder of despair which seizes those who suffer, those tc 
whom deaih will not come. ^ 

He saw nothing but her — ^the light shed was a halo like 
^ ft glory ^pn her brow ; her eyes, looking outward to %he 
‘ night, seemed to look through bis soul ; aud^ abWe, where 
the, marble Ithuriel leaned, the white wings of the 
enclosed her, and the white spear banned her, the 
innocent and the sacrificed, hie lore that was accursed, his 
gmlt that had arisen} 
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And oat of the gloom of the ruined clouterB and (he 
(janging screens of ivy, there crept a shadow darker than 
any on the night ; that shadow looked with hiin upon (he 
innocence that the white-winged spirit gnardM; that 
shadow, imseen by him, followed him as ^ went down 
towards the sea. 

It was (he foim of Marion YaTasonr. 


CHAPTEE LXXIV. 

“THE BOWS OF THE KIOHTY ABB BHOKHE.” 

The full autumn moon shone on the silent seas, the gray 
shadows of the broken arches, and the stirless boughs droop- 
ing above the scattered ivy-covered graves as Strathmore 
went through the night ; went with his proud head bowed, 
and all the haughty serenity of his bearing broken* and 
crushed. For he went to the man he had wronged. 

Yaldor leant against a shaft of the ruined abbejr, with 
xhe light shining on his face ; the ravages of captinty and 
of wretchedness were something worn away, but beauty, 
strength, brilliance, all the glory of manhood were gone, 
and gone for ever ; and Strathmore shuddered as he looked 
on him. How could this man forgive ? To have saved 
his life he could have uttered no word, have advanced no 
step ; he paused, and stood silent. All the enormity of his 
sin seemed to arise and stand betwixt them ; all the vast- 
ness of the mercy he had come to seek seemed to stretch 
out, mocking and lost before him. “ Mercy ! ” What title 
to it had he ? — he who had ever denied it. 

The night was very calm, and its stillness was unbroken 
as they met ; the one saw the husband of Lucille, the other 
her avenger and destroyer. • • 

1 “ Strathmore I were yop traitor to me ?” 

The words fell at last from the man he had wronged, 
low, almost gentle^ but with reproach profound as wft 
which alone passed the dying Csesar’s lips to him whom be 
had loved teo loyally. , 

Strathmore quivered from head to foot ;,traftor he had 
been,’bnt there was no treachery in his Vond. With a lie 
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he could have disarined this man ; with a lie have denied 
the eh^ge ; there was no proof against him save soch ^ 
his own words should give ; no living soul who could have 
brought this last sin home to him save himself. Vrom him 
whom be had wronged, mc^eover, he came to seek a mercy 
so vast that the mercy which spares from death is pale to it. 
But his soul, steeped in so much error, lost in so much 
crime, still clung, even in its darkness, instinctively, and at 
all cost, to Truth. He bowed his head : 

Yes ! I betrayed you.” 

That one word was all he uttered, but in it all else was 
spoken ; the reproach, too deep for passion, too generous 
for revenge, of the betrayed who wrote : It is not an open 
enemy who hath<^done me this dishonor, for then I could 
have borne it. It was even thou, my companion, my guide, 
and my own familiar friend.” 

« I ! — ^he lifted his head, and as the moonlight shone 
updn it, his face was filled with a terrible despair, and with 
that which is worse than suffering, and which had never 
before then reached his life — shame, “ I betrayed you— for 
her sake ! ” 

Tiler than he was in his own sight, he could be in no 
man^s ; abhorrent of his sin, the purest could not be, more 
than he was then ; “ a traitor ! ” many crimes had stained, 
but in his creed, none had dishonored him till this. And 
the haughty tyrant-nature in him, sickening at its own evil 
and its own shame, laid itself bare to the bone, making no 
plea, seeking no lie, craving no pardon, asking no palliation, 
save such, if any there were, as lay in those brief words, 
for her.” 

A deep sigh broke from the man he had ruined ; he had 
been dealt an injuiy so vast that all the life that lingered 
in him could not sufiice to efface or repair it ; h6 had been 
flung into a liviir^ tomb, and been cmsheff^ under a more 
lingering, torture than that which gives death at at^low ; 
his cause had been lost, his manhood had Keen wrecked, 
his strengUi had been destroyed for ever ; yet his deep 
wrc^ig was less before him in that moment thfin the anguish 
which struck him like a knife, that the friend ^hom he had 
honored and trusted, whose bread he had broken, and, whose 
^ hand he had grasped, should have turned traitor tp him. 
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Better have dealt me death, than have done Iriendfihip 
this dishonor!” 

* The words were brief and simple ; wider rebuke lay in 
them than lies in invective or in curse ; and Strathmore 
shuddered as he beaM. None knew their truth more 
utterly than he ; none honored honor more sacredly than 
he who had violated it ; none held its laws more just and 
binding than he who had broken through them. 

Ho bowed his head as one who bows before the lash 
which he merits too deeply to amst. 

“ Say what you will ! The vilest words you give will 
never reach the vdeness of my guilt, I wronged you more 
brutally, more accursedly than by a death-thrust ; and yet 
— I sinned for her ! ” 

As he spoke the last words, his head^was reared with its 
old proud dignity of bearing, and through the misery upon 
his face there flashed the old, grand, wild, inflexible pas- 
sions which through life had wrecked his peace and stamed 
his soul. # 

“ I betrayed you to save her from my doom. To spare 
myself a thousand deatbs^I. would have never turned a 
traitor to a dog that should have trusted me ; you have 
known me, you know that ! It was in his trust. I had 
sworn her life should be before my own ; I kept it so. I 
have been true to him 1 You do not loathe me for my 
wrong to you more vilely than I loathe myself ; my sin is 
not blacker and fouler in your eyes than in mine ; and yet — 
were it to be done again, I would do it, if so only I could 
save her ! Crime is more accursed to me than it ever was 
to the holiest life that ever shrank from it. I sicken for 
peace, for rest, for expiation — oh, my God, for guiltless- 
mss / — and yet there is no crime I would not take on me if 
it could spare her. I owe her all — my soul itself ! 

The words rang out on the still night, floating far over 
the starlit saa ; his wild, erring sacirfflce, his guilty, grand 
defiance flung down before the man who held so terrible a 
power of ♦ vengeance, lilent with the heart-sictoiess of* 
despair, the pathos of a vain remorse, the wretchedness of 
an utter impotence, of a love that was powerless to def^d 
or save. * ^ ^ 

He who heard stood silent and motionless, bis eyes fixed 
on Strathmore’s face, on which the light <Jf the moon fell. 
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Ilin own wrong, his own love, the memory of all he liad 
endured, the knowledge that he who stood before him was 
the husband of Lucille— ’these were forgotten in that 
ment ; be only saw the depth and vastness of this man’s 
guilt, the passion and tlie despair of his remorse. All else 
seemed too {)oor, too mean, too utterly of self to be remem- 
b^d then ; all else seemed to float far away into oblivion 
before the might of this man’s misery, the greatness of his 
hopeless thirst and travail for expiation. 

Strathmore met his eyes unflinchingly ; criminal he was, 
but coward never. He stood erect, his face white as death 
and drawn as with the deep and haggard lines of age. He 
did not plead ; he offered no word more that could have 
seemed to seek extenuation of his sin : not even for her sake 
could he stoop to pi*ay for mercy from the man he had be- 
trayed. He fcne#that she must die— for he knew that the 
ghastliness of his past, touching her, would slay her like the 
breath of the destroying angel. 

‘*you have your vengeance — take it,” he said, calmly, 
while bis voice was changed to a hoarse and hollow utter- 
ance vibrating on the stillness. “ Take it ! It is your 
right. The innocent and the* unborn will perish together 
for my guilt. It is no more than / merit ” 

Yaldor shuddered, and the red blood flushed his face ; 
for the moment he had risen above the weakness and the 
error of man, and had remembered alone pity such as 
Heaven itself may yield. But he was human— he had 
loved; with those words he was dashed back to the 
frailty of humanity and of i)a8sion. He saw before him 
the lover, the lord, the possessor of the life that he had 
woi'shipped— the husband of her youth, the father of her 
child. 

A great struggle shook him, like a stonn-wind. He 
turned and paced the long stretch of sward under the 
ruined aisles, his steps falling in heavy, broken ‘ measure 
on the silence that'^Jras only stirred by the sighing of the 
waves far down beyond the glimmer of the moonlit leaVSs. 

If ever man strove between good and evil, lie WTestled 
with his tempters then* But not for the first time did he 
comcito the conflict, nor for the first time had He conquered. 
Lpug ago he had striven to have strength for this hour if 
it came ; and bephad strength now. 
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Bo oamo and stood before Strathmore in the gray calm 
shadow of the monastic burial-place, beside the ivy-oovcred, 
Wwly grave on which that solitary word was carved, 

** Could you not trust me in so little ? True, 1 spoke to 
you in madness ; I refused you mercy in the blind hate of a 
b]’utal passion ; I knew not what I did ! But could you 
not have known me well enough to know that, when that 
hour was passed, I should regret ? Could you believe that, 
in cold blood, I should have been so vile as to take fi^om you 
what loved and was loved by yon ? Could you think that 
your appeal would not disarm me, that your remorse and 
your atonement would have no sanctity in my sight ? I 
spoke in haste — I erred ; but before the night was passed I 
had repented.” 

“ Repented t Oh, my God ! — and I ” 

The words rang out like a great death-cry over the silent 
seas. » 

‘‘And you misjudged me! As you misjudge me now. 
It is not tor me to revenge, ^our guilt— and revenge it on 
the guiltless ! It is not for her to suffer because I was 
wronged — such vengeance would be for devils ! Your 
secret is safe— your remorse is sacred with me. Lucille 
shall never learn that you were her father's destroyer ; 
she shall never know that she was ErrolPs child. I came 
to say this to you — this only. Friendshij) is ended for 
ever between us ; but there may be still, at the least— for- 
giveness.” 

And in his eyes, as he spoke, there was a divine light, 
and in his voice a divine pity ; noiselessly, swiftly, as though 
to put aside all answer, and to spare him whom he liad 
pai’doned from his own gaze, he turned and vyent through 
the soft shadows of the leaves, through the twilight of the 
ruined aisle, •through the stillness of the night, away down 
to wtere the sea lay. And the man whom crinie had not 
made a cowurd, to whom remorse had not taught mArcy, in ' 
whom misery had not availed to bring humility and piln^ 
who had trusted to the strength of his own hand, and the 
mailed might of his own will, and had been his own gefi, his 
pwn judge, his own law, trembled, like a g^at tree sWekett 
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at its roots as he heard the words which i^pcmd, him, the 
words of that mercy which he had ever denied \ and he fell 
down on the dank sward, stricken there, motionless, pros% 
trate, voiceless, as in the years that were gone he had fallen 
by the side of the dead whom he had slain. Never had 
his sin looked so gi^at to him as in that hour in which 
its vengeanc^^pas withheld ^from him ; never had his soul 
been so near to its redemption as now when its vileness 
looked darkest in his sight, and was laid bare in the light of 
an unhoped deliverance till he beheld it as it was beheld 
of God. 

Out of the shadow of the arches stole the dai-ker shadow 
that had followed him With the glide of a snake she swept 
through swathes of light and breadths of gloom, through 
tangled masses heavy with rain, and wide, endless stretches 
of park land, brok^in up in hill and dale, with forest-trees 
and deep deer-pools. As the snake steals its rapid way, so 
she stole on hers, swift as a stag’s flight, passing, as though 
borne on the wind, through the twilight of the still and 
silvesy night. 

She had his secret — she had her vengeance. And ever as 
she went, with her amber hair loosening in the breeze sweep- 
ing from the sea, and something of her lost dead beauty lent 
to her face in that moonlit gleam, as her eyes flashed once 
more with the evil triumph, the victorious and cruel lust of 
the years that were now gone, Marion Vavasour murmured 
over, HU the woods were boms in strange wild rhythm 
on woodland silence far away, to join the ceaseless 
lulling of the waves : 

Such mercy as you gave, I give to you — ^no more ! ” 

Lucille watched for him. 

The night was hushed and very soft, with the light of the 
stars falling over the vast depths of woodland, stretching 
downward to the sea ; and as she gazed upon it, while the 
sweet ^Yild wind played among her hair, and the fiagrance 
of dew-laden flowers jrose upward from the gra^s below, her 
eyes filled with tears— the tears of % joy beyond words, tiiat 
‘ dfembldH even at its own intensity. Bhe was so* happy !— 
she who shared his life as no other hdd ever shai'^ it. 
murmur of the sea, the low, glad belling of the deer, 
of every blossom thai was borne on the wii^s of 
the wtudi the sil^r light on every leaf that quivered in^the 
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mooubemns, these were all poems to her— sweet voices that 
chimed in with the rejoicing of her life. And Where she 
leaned^ with the dreaming lustre in her childlike eyes, and 
the star-rays circling her fair bowed head, her lips moved 
in prayer, pure as the prayer of infancy and as unquestion- 
ing in faith. Prayer for all th|pgs that suffered ; for all 
that needed pity ; for all who were weaiy and travel-laden, 
and had sinned against the holiness or love ; for all the 
homeless and the desolate, who bore the burden of the day, 
and knew the shadow of that merciless calamity whose 
knowledge had never touched her ; prayer of that divine 
compassion which rises from the fulness and the gratitude 
of joy, and from the gtory of its own hushed gladness 
remembers and looks back on those who suffer, and pleads 
for them, even as angels plead. 

The night itself seemed to grow holier about her, the 
silence to pause in purer and gentler vigil around the sanc- 
tity of those early years, and God^s own presence to encircle 
and to shield the life which knew him without fear as Love 
alone. • 

And towards her, through the darkness, with the noise- 
less swiftness of the wim, stole the shadow of the 
destroyer. 


CHAPTEE LXXV. 


Ka\ a<l>€9 fjfJLtvra oifieiKtifiara 


He lay stretched on the dank earth without movement, 
save for the shudder that now and again ran through his 
frame. His guilt had been abhorred and abjured from the 
first hotfr of its crime, W his pride had remained with him 
unchastened,** unl^nt, untaught to work its doom, by its 
Bcoildiftil and blasphemous deification of will and of power. 
Now this, too, was stricken from his hands — his ovfti weak- • 
^ness had come home to him, he had been strengthless before 
the recoil oPhis sin, he had recognized the supreme wisdom 
of the truth, without which aU lives are at best but of 9rarped 
beauty and of splendid error— the truth which lies m obey* 
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in^l^hc kw which is jnst, and letting result ue with deitw^ 
and with the future. 

He had been ^pmred! The warmth, the redemption, thi 
divinity of that mercy which he had ever denied, had touched 
him as the light of morning touches the gloom, till all that 
is dark and impure is bathed in its glory, Mercy, likeness 
and attribute of God, which when it comes to earth makes 
man godlike, he had thrust ever from him ; he had veiled 
his and closed his heart to it ; remorse had never taught 
him pardon ; striving for atonement, he had never taken its 
first step — forgiveness. All its softness, all its holiness, all 
its serene and sanctified humanitj, had been dead to him, 
rejected, scorned, destroyed — and now mercy had risen and 
saved him, and in its light he saw the vastness and the 
darkness of his own guilt. 

All his past life lived once more for him through those 
long and solitary hours ; as men drowning in the great waste 
of ttie sea remember every face, every link, in the years that 
are epded for ever, so he saw all the forgotten things of his 
youth and of his manhood. He seemed to look back on his 
life as from the depths of a grave, and to behold it— proud, 
powerful, generous, honored amdbgst men ; but stained with 
sin, wrecked by passion, riven at the core by the curse of 
one crime, and never reaching expiation because never 
bending to humiliation. For he bad never forgiven !— he 
had never learned that sin in his own life commanded from 
liini pardon to sin for even seventy times seven ; he had 
iievei' recognized that crime in his own soul forbade to him 
for ever the right of judgment, and enjoined on him to 
his grave the duty of an exhaustless mercy, unswerving, uii- 
weakened, whatever temptation might assail. He had never 
forgiven !— there, worse than in the first-bom crime which 
bad spmng fi’om the blindness of his passions, lay the depth 
of his sin, the vainness of his atonement. ,, 

The night was very still. t 

There was no bream among the falling leaves, no uy^ve 
I ment eaicept the ceaseless ebbing of the sea belo^^. In the 
serene skies countless stars shone without a floating cloud to ^ 
veil them, and the long ivy coils over the lonely graves lay 
d^k apd stirless in the moonlight. There was not a sound 
borne on the air, not a shutldcr that stole through the 
^autumnal forest#; the silent swept Qzt irimeasured 
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,nd unbroken — for the night did not whisper the secrets' it 
shrouded, the cold stars had no pity and uttered no wam^ 
ilig, the world reeled on, and the innocent were unguarded, 
and the face of God was unseen. 

Slowly and dully through the hush of the night there 
swung tlie midnight chimoB of fhe abbey, iron strokes that 
dealt out the merciless passage of time, shadowy bells that 
echoed mournfully over the waters, wild beating cadences, 
now lost, now heard, dimly flung out in waves of sound upon 
the silence. Their melody beat upon his ear, and throbbed 
through his brain with a strange, jarring echo, unreal and 
yet familiar ; he rose slowly to his feet, and lifted his face 
to the coolness of the night. Beneath, stretched the silvered 
lustre of the seas, where life and death had wrestled for 
him ; around him was the deep and so^nnin tranquillity, 
when all things are at rest ; above, the cold, dark, star- 
lighted skies that reached onward and upward to the in- 
finite. Mercy ! — the whole night seemed to throb with that 
one word : the sea in its depths murmured it to him by 
whom it had been denied ; the weary bells as they swung 
through the stillness bore jt upon the wind. Mercy !— he 
liad no right to it, no title to it ; what his life bad refused, 
Ids life could not claim. Mercy ! Above, in the dark 
lustre of the skies, the light of heaven seemed shining Vitli 
the glory that is Forgiveness ; and below, in the black and 
endless waste of the ocean, lay the abyss into which his 
risen sin seemed to force the life that had been witliout 
compassion. 

He stretched his arms out to the dark and fathomless 
gulf that had been his righteous doom, and upward to that 
divine and ciloudless light which never till now had shone 
for him, which now seemed dying fi’om his sight ere he 
could roach it, or implore it to stay with him yet — yet to 
redeem liim ! That noiseless prayer went up to God in 
the silence of the night — who sliall say^iat it was lost ? 

II aimed from the solitary shore, and took his back- 
ward way tlyough the shifdows of the old monastic Iftirial- 
place, where the sepulchres were made above the sounding 
of the sea, ajid were turned eastwards, that the light 6f 
early dawn, .breaking on the ^orld, might shine firfet <ipon 
them — ^the dead. 

HeTeeied back, struck as with his death-fhroat. 
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Between him and the white lustre of the stars, standir^ 
out from the darhness of the ivied gloom, like a wraith 
from the tomb, rose the form of Marion Vavasour, # 

With her amber hair floating on the winds, with a wild, 
accursed beauty come back to her from that hour from her 
past, with the light of a merciless triumph, and the shadow 
of a deathless grace strangely blent with the soiled, tom 
garments of an outcast, ana the lost misery of one in 
whom shame had perished for ever, she rose in his path-* 
now, as before^ claiming him hers by right of that com- 
panionship in guilt, by title of their mutual bond of sin. 
Temptress, traitress, assassinatress, she returned to him 
after the long flight of years, holding him yet her own by 
the close tie of died-out passions and of bm-ied sins ; anif 
behind the ruthless cruelty of the destroyer there looked 
the grand and ailstere justice of the Avenging Angel. For 
her the sin had been sinned ; by her came its retribution. 

There, between the light and him, she rose, hovering, 
as it seemed, upon the watery mists, the shining brilliance 
of Elie night — and he gazed at her, filled with the speech- 
less horror tnat had come on him when he had seen her 
face rise out of the depths of the sea in the white storm- 
flame. 

A mocking mirth rang down the stillness of the night, 
vibrating through the chimes of midnight bells, echoing 
above the sounding of the seas : 

At last, Strathmore ! — at last ! 

« At last r’ 

The words broke from his lips in an unconscious echo, 
Vhile the great dews gathered on his forehead, and in his 
eyes caine the agony of the stag hunted to bay and caught 
within the toils. Tlie supreme hour of his life, the 
suf^reme retribution of his sin hud come. A shiver ran 
through his frame. He had loved her ! So well, so well ! 
as never man loved woman, and even now the Inusic that 
still lingered in h^r voice thrilled througK him with its 
meloi^* It was the echo of his past ; the echo his 
youth. ^ 

c Had that love ever wholly died, though hate had trodden 
it oij|b and been greater tlian its greatest. Love is its own 
avenger. 

** At last iBhe seemed to float still before him pn th© 
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eliadowy luminance of the starry night, her hair flung ou« i 
upon the winds, her wreck of broken and dishonored love- 
• liness a spectre risen from the buried years. ‘^My lover, 
tvlio lived but in my life, who saw no sun but in my eyes, 
who held crime sweet if I but bade it ! did you think wo 
were parted for ever ? did you dream that the years could 
long sunder us? did you not know I should soon or late 
claim you my own ? You are mine — ^you are mine ! To^ 
night I take back my empire ! ” 

Mute, blind, paralyze^ he stood and gazed at her, the 
sickness of horror on liim ; on the silvery mists of the 
night the words lingered softly, mockingly, wildly; a 
strange triumph blent with the rfth and thrilling melody 
of voice. Ghastlier than any curse of vengeance, more 
horrible than any death-stroke dealt him, were those words 
that spoke to him in the love-tones of old ! — were those 
words which across the great gulf of crime and hatred 
floated to him and smote him with his past ! 

Her laugh rang down again, breaking the munpur of 
the seas. 

“ What ! no word when I claim back my sovereignty ? 
No vow, no kiss ? You !• my lost lover— who adored the 
very roses that my lips had pressed, who let honor drift 
iiway, a jeered and useless thing, to lie at my feet, to rest 
in my bosom, to gaze in my eyes ; who wooed and courted ’ 
guilt, as others glory, when my hand pointed, and mp 
voice whispered it ? What! no caress, no oath, no grati- 
tude, when by our love I claim you, and own you, alone, 
to-night ? What ! the roses are dead, is the love dead 
too ? The murdered are buried, is the love buried too ? ” 

“ In mercy— in pity— be silent I '' 

The words broke in a hoarse, inarticulate cry from his 
throat : he thought her senses gone, and in the diastened 
passions, the broken pride, the poignant remorse, and self- ’ 
abasemdit of that hour, he knew himself too deeply guilty 
to have titk*to lift himself above he^ or wreak tus wrongs 
on his destroyer. The evil had gone from his soul, the • 
brutal hatAd from his life ; in his own sight his crime was 
now so great that it lowered hers, and withheld her from 
his vengeanlSe. The relentless and iron hate withfWhich 
it had pursued her had died when the light of meicy had 
sho^e on his heart, and the appeal to Heaven been on his 

Q 0 2 
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Ups : if she Had tempted, he had avenged ; if she had 
murdered with her lie, he had slaughtered with bis hand. 
What was he that he had title to condemn this womanf 
mt as were his life-*}oi^ wrongs, wide as were her ac- 
cuK^sed crimes ? She drew nearer to him, kaiiing on the 
bickering brilliance of the night like a spirit borne upon 
the air ; and as her ejes gaz^ closer into his, as licr liujr 
floated in the light, as nearer and nearer came that 
broken, ruined wreck of all that she had been, she saw 
him shudder and reel back, and close his eyes to shut out 
tshat mockery and resurrection of the past. 

Silent ? — silent ? ” she echoed. “ Why, the days were 
when the world had fio music for you but my voice ! — 
when but to hear me murmur those fool’s words, ^ I love 
you ! ’ honor, duty, bi-otherhood, men’s laws and God’s 
commands, were <4l thought worthless ! ‘ Eternal love, 

eternal love ! ’ tliat was what you vowed me ; though tlio 
earih should be shattered, and the heavens should flame 
like a scroll, were to love for ever ! Heaven itself was 
not t6 sever u%l Ah 1 and the love lasted but the life of 
the rose ! ” 

“ Oh God, cease ! ” 

Her words as they liugered down the air with all the 
unforgotten melody of old, mocking, tenible, yet with a 
strange and bitter sadness sighing through them — the 
lament of youth, the weariness of despair — pierced him 
to the soul, till the pent suffering of years broke out and 
poured itself before the woman by whom his youth had 
been destroyed, his life been wrecked, 

“ Love ? — love ? Dare you speak it to me t jLy, I 
loved you, Heaven help me I 1 loved you, better than 
life, or guiltlessness, or brotherhood, or God ; angel, devil, 
temptress, traitress, that yon were ! You had my life, my 
my heart, my honor, my soul, all that was mine on earth and 
in eternity. What were they to you ? Toys that you 
played with, and hurlkl back into ruin and guilt ; slaves 
that yov dragged at your feet for the whole world to Itfugh 
at, then steeped in blood and hounded on to murder ! ” 

A tearless sob caught his breath, and broke heavily on 
the sij,enoe of the night, then the loosened rhsh of worib 
swept i^ain, all the silent agony, all the crashed-<|il 
misery 4^^ ip nmy years breaking their prison before, 
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who had known his madness, made his crime, and 
Buffered from bis vengeance. 

• Is there measurement for your sin to me ? Guilty I 
was, but not to you ; shame was glorious for you, death 
welcome for you, crime and dishonor sweet for you I I 
gave you all the glory of my manhood, I gave you all the 
peace of my whole life, I gave you more — a denf s gift, yet 
given because I loved you — his blood I— sacrificed, guiltless 
— his blood, that is on me and mine for ever ! Your crime 
is without end to me ; to my dying hour the guilt you 
scourged me to, is on me ; it poisons every innocent thing, 
it curses every hope of peace ; every year the roses bloom, 

I think of you ; every summer suu that sets, I see his 
death agony, I hear his dying words, — I know I slaugh- 
tered him as wild beasts kill what they hate ! Oh God I 
the vileness of your sin was never equalled upon earth- 
save — save — by the vileness of my oivn I ” 

Her eyes fastened on him with a strange look that 
seemed to bum tiirough the misty brilliance round them, 
wildly mournful, cruelly triumphant; to-night, fo*r one 
brief hour at least, she took back her empire, she ruled 
him, she tortured him, %he shook his passions, ^ as the 
cycloon shakes the cedars ; she alone was remembered 
by him. His proud and ice-cold life still was riven to its 
centre by her ; in all its mailed and kingly power, within 
it had ever lived the agony of a cheated love, the torture 
of a deathless remorse ; he had never forgotten the idol-' 
atry of his youth, he had never ceased to suffer 1 And 
the vain and evil triumph of her nature flashed out with 
pitiless exultation ; even while her eyes dwelt on him with 
the thirsty pain which in her, too, wearied for the past ; 
which in her too, yearned towards all that was lost for ever ! 

“ Vile as it was,” she said, slowly, “ you revenged it as 
brutally ! Once you drove me out to what was worse than - 
death, once,you loosed me to death itself, and the storm 
and the waves knew more mercy than You ! ” 

^Such mercy as you gave, I gave to you I ” the wordfl. 
that he had spoken in the past, broke unconsciously once 
more from his lips, hoarse with anguish, terrible in misery# 
pleading not with her, but with the condemnation of ms 
conscience, the accusation df the past. “ I pnrsued you, 

I destroyed you, I hunted you down to# ruin^ as you h&i 
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hunted me to crime. I bade yon die the death that yo!i 
had dealt to him. 1 had no pity ! — who should have 
seen my brotherhood in the foulest criminals that taint the * 
eartl^ who should have known that I had forfeited for ever 
my right to judgment ! But it was not my wrongs that I 
revedged, it was not the curs^on w//life that I remembered 
whm I smote you — it was his ! Guiltless, you slew him I 
Loyal, and just, and stainless, your lie hurled him to his 
OTave! That was your crime — for that my vengeance. 
Answer me now, before God, you who made me his mur- 
derer, you who slew him without pity in his glory and his 
youth — answer me, was the vengeance greater than the 
crime ? ” 

Where she stood before him, she to whom crime had 
been triumph and vengeance, who had been without 
pity and without remorse, shrank and quivered for one 
moment as though stnick to the heart ; then she raised 
herself slowly in the starlight, with something of the 
old grgnd grace and sovereign gesture of her past, while 
for once in her eyes there was no evil, for once on her lips 
no lie. 

•* Greater ? — ^No ! But it was not your hand which 

should have dealt it, Strathmore.’" 

He bowed his head where he stood in the bright mist 
shining from the sea : 

I know it — now! Tour sin was mine and mine was 
yours, /had no right to strike you— '/.'—who was guiltier 
yet than you.” 

He had drunk the bitterest drop in the cup of his retri- 
bution ; he had vanquished the darkest passion of his 
nature ; he had taken submissively as his due the cruellest 
stripe of his scourge, now, when to the woman who had 
been his betrayer he spoke in jieace, and taking her sin as 
' liis own, Jiwd down his rights of vengeance. ^ 

She was silent, in jjer eyes passionate hate and wild 
regret, love that seemed to live again, victory strange 
Eameles8,« passions dead, and conscience wakenc(}, seemed 
to gleam, all mingled and in conflict, and burn through the 
floating shadows of the night ; while on the styiness there 
only brcike the sighing of the midnight seas, the, echo of 
the mitoight bells. She leaned^hearer yet towards him, her 
hair driving backward in the wind, the rava/jes of time ahd 
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shame fallen from her in the softened shade and with 
that gesture both remembered how she had once pressed his 
Sand against her bosom and bidden him go sin for her* 
when with tiger-thirst she panted for blood, for life ! 

“ Strathmore I i wronged you once ; I came to-night to 
wrong you more. I muidered once ; I came to-night to 
slaughter yet again ! Years ago, in my extremity, you said 
such mercy as 1 gave, yon gave to me. Such mercy 1 came 
to-night to give to you — ^no more ! 

She saw him stagger again, she heard one convulsed and 
tearless sob break again upon the stillness, she saw in his 
eyes gather the wild and hunted misery that she had known 
— and in that moment the vile and cruel nature inborn in 
the traitress revived and ruled. He suffered !— he suffered ! 
She had her triumph I she had her foot upon the haughty, 
humbled neck ; she had her hand upon ^he proud, maii^ 
heart, to wring it as she would. Through all the counse of 
bitter, baffled years, she had waited for that hour— and it 
was hers. 

Her laugh, jeering, victorious, accursed, so ghastly fti its 
melody, rang on the air. 

“ Ay ; the love lived but the life of a rose — ^you have 
replaced it. Why leave what you cherish ? We can strike 
you through her I While she sleeps in her innocence, and 
dreams of your kisses, the whisper can steal to her that will 
scare sleep for ever, and tell her the life that her husband 
destroyed.” 

A cry from him broke her words — a cry so ten'ible, so 
heart-broken, that as it echoed down the lonely shore and far 
across the waves, those sleeping out at sea heard it, and 
woke, and shuddered, thinking it the death-wail of some 
drowning man sinking, beyond help, in the solitude of the 
ocean. It silenced even her. 

This had been her coveted lust ; this had been the 
moment ^for jrhich she had watched, and waited, and pur- 
sued, and endured the weary cours^'of loathsome years. 
He TJuffered ! where she hovered, shadow-like, be^re his , 
aching sigfit, her eyes seemed to pierce through into his 
life, her laugh to echo with a devirs joy. His secret in 
hands ! — his aaiilng’s peace laid at her mercy ! — thaiyvbom 
the panther were gentler to maove, the vulture were more 
pitiful to spare ! His lips parted, but formod no sound, the 
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£>rcat dews stood like the swxat of death upon his brow, bis 
limbs trembled, his eyes were fastened on her with a dumb 
agonized appeal. If before that hour retribution had nev^ 
overtaken him, in it retribution would have fallen on hiin 
vast as his dead crime. 

“Your lips were mine !” she cried, laughing still in that 
mocking mkth ; “ their kisses must poison hers. Your 
hand slew him ! its touch must pollute hers. Oh, lover, 
who lived but in my smile ! did you not know the dead 
passion would rise up and curse the new ? Oh, lord of iron 
will ! did yon dream that you were sti’ouger than fate, and 
vengeance, and a woman’s hate, and think you could 
strangle yonr secret, and shelter your darling for ever? 
What ! while the earth held yonr crime, and I still had 
life ? — while the red grasses had once drunk his blood, and 
I lived to tell her ^the hidden sin of her husband ? Strath- 
more, Strathmore ! was iJmt yonr wisdom, that your strengih? 
Oh, fool, who thought yourself as deity ! Oh, madman, 
who hoped that the past could ever be silenced ! 

The words vibrated through the air, ringing high in cruel 
mockery, throbbing on the stillness with their bitter irony, 
piercing him with iron thrust ; .and his agony broke out in 
a single prayer, not to her, never to her, but to the Eternity 
that shone above and gazed upon him through the calm 
eyes of the stars. 

“ Lucille ! Lucille ! Oh, God of the guiltless, save her !” 
The prayer rang through the silence as though pleading at 
ihe very throne of heaven, borne there by all the voices of 
the night ; before its anguish her laugh died, the triumpli 
faded from her eyes, a bitter sigh ran through her. 

“ God of the guiltless !— he is not our God ! ” 

In the words there were the wild regret, the passionate 
derision, of a life dimly waking to remorse, and straggling 
under the heavy, stifling burden of unrepented sins and of 
inexpiable crimes. * 

“ But he is h&rs / ” ^ ' 

The answer was sliil a prayer, brqjcen, hopeless, pleading ; 
tiiot to h(s torturer, not to his destroyer, but to those serene 
and lustrous worlds in which were spoken the majesty 
and" the piety of the Infinite. Could they look on and 
see thet' sinless perish I Wou\d the God she worshipped 
in her childlike trust with every sun that rose and cvpry 
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Tiight that, fell, desert her now ? The night swam round 
liim, the notec of the waves surged in his brain, his lips 
•■ere white and cloven, his eyes saw nothing but the face of 
liis destroyer, and the divine lustre of the heavens shining 
iar away. 

There was no thought of violence, no instinct to crime in 
him now, sin had lost its hold upon his soul, for belief in 
immortality had risen there; there was nothing but a 
stunned, dull despair, in which he saw his own guilt recoil 
upon the innocent, and was powerless to shield or ^ve her. 

Marion Vavasour stood and gazed on him, and in her eyes 
there gleamed that strange and nameless blending of hate 
and love, of triumph and regret, of mocking victory and of 
thirsty pain, which had , come thcTc before ; if ever in lier 
life she had loved, she had loved him, and she thought of 
the glo:^ of her womanhood, the splendbur of her ^wer, 
when his life had been hors, and her loveliness had bound 
him in its golden chains ; she thought of the great passion 
tliat he had poured out at her feet, and that she had broken, 
cheated, ruined, and driven to its guilt. * 

She leaned nearer to him once more, with a relic of the 
l)roud and sovereign grace returned to the dark, dishonqured 
wretchedness of the Outcast. 

“The God of the guiltless! We know no God, you and 
1 1 We know that if there be a God, he sends his sunlight 
on the criminal, and lets the sinless perish! You have 
lived in honor, and riches, and power, and mente esteem, 
and I in bcggaiy, and miseiy, and shame ! What justice 
is there there? Our sin was mutual! Since I am a wan- 
derer and an outcast, so should you be ; since I am home- 
less, and dishonored, and accursed, so should you ba Our 
guilt was equal, why not our punishments ? If T deal you 
back your cruelty and your vengeance to-night ; if I tell you 
such mercy as you gave I give to you; if 1 smite you with 
your dead crime, what is it more than justice ? ” 

His head sank ; he knew it was nef more. And a great 
darkijfess covered his sight, hiding the radiance of th| stars 
his life waslield in the iron bonds of a pitiless retribution, 
and in his misery the voice of the woman who had been his 
temptress, cafte to him like the voice of vengeance, qjfcilesa 
but just. * • 

“Ifo more!”^T&he echoed, slowly. morc--t(? you I 
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Listen, Strathmore! Since the hour that we parted I ha\^ 
had but one aim, one toil, one thirst, one hope— to dcBtr(^ 
you pitilessly as you destroyed me. To see you suffer, ft 
see you fall, to wring your heart, to kill your pride, to make 
every breath a pang to you, to have you at my mercy and 
deny it you, to toi*ture, .shame, dishonor, scourge you, cni'se 
you. I have only lived for that I ” 

The words had risen, hissing through the night like a 
sn^*s hiss, all the intensity of bate that she had cherished 
vibrating through them, and showing him the black and 
fisthomless abyss on which he stood — one gesture of her 
hand, and he must fall, dragging downward the soilless life 
he loved, to perish in his guilt! 

No word escaped him, no movement, his blood was ice, 
his breath crushed ; all of life that was in him gazed out 
from the agony bf his eyes; — ^it was the petrifaction o* 
despair. 

Yet — even now — even for the innocent — ^he would not 
plea<|^ to her. She might destroy — she could not abase 
him. She saw it — and out of the poignant virulence of 
her hate, a kindred grandeur, a ^Id reverence, flashed from 
the proud, pitiless soul of Mariofi Vavasour for this man, who 
even in crime, even in torture, never wholly lost his greatness, 
“ I came to destroy you ! Why not? Why not? The 
tiger does not spare its fangs, nor the vulture its fury ; 
while neither hate what they pursue as I have hated ! ^ she 
said slowly, while her voice sank lower and thrilled its rich 
music through the night, I have your secret, Strathmore^ 
I can slay what you love to-night. I can whisper to her 
what her husband is ; and the day when it breaks will find 
her dead. Oh, heaven ! I have longed for it I I have only 
lived for that— to strike her in your arms, to rend her out 
of your honor and shelter, to crush her down where your 
love cannot shield her or reach her, to take her yputh, her 
loveliness, her innocence, and make them vile «as my life, to 
have no pity on her, ‘and torture you through her, till jp all 
ii your yaars you should have learnt no misery i^uch as that 

love should bring yon ! I hated her — I cursed her I ” 

He stayed her with a gesture, grand in ijjjs command, 
suprepf e in its agony ; 

Peace ! Slay her if you ihust with my guilt, but never 
dare to curse heui— ! — her father’s murderess ! ” ‘ 
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Her eyes dwelt on him with a nameless pain, a softened 
lig^t, in which their evil and their thirst were qnenchedj 
she flung her arms up toward the skies, and raised her 
shameless and dishonoured brow to the pure lustre of tiie 
autumnal skies. 

“ Oh Gk)d I to-night I too remeihbered that! I had your 
secret ; I panted to destroy her ; the wind was not simer 
than I as I went to my vengeance ” 

Again over the seas rang the hoarse, ghastly cry of a man 
in his agony — it was past then — her vengeance ! — God had 
looked on and seen the guiltless perish ! 

“It was so sweet— so sweet, that death blow to strike 
holh!^^ and her voice rose higher, piercing through the air, 
while still she raised her face upward — upward — to the 
hght of the stars. “She was alone — ^ypur love, your 
strength, your power, could do nothing to shield her ihm! 
The night gave her to me, there where she leaned in its 
starlight, watching for you ! There was no arm to shield 
her — no eye to behold us. She was mine ! mine to cri^h 
with my hand like a bird or a flower — mine to kill with 
more torture still by your criipe, and I could have stamped 
her life out as we tread out an inseef s— and I longed for 
it, hungered for it, pined for it I And yet — is there a God ? 
Does he keep even us from the last depths of hell ? Where 1 
crouched in the darkness, I heard her pray, pray for all 
1 hings that suffered, for all that were in sin and woe ; in her 
joy, in her youth, she prayed for us — the guilty and the 
xiirsed ! The light was on her — and I saw in her father’s 
5ye8, her father’s smile. I remembered how I had murdered 
him I I could not slay her then — ^not then — even though 
you loved herl I could not touch her— look on her — 
breathe near her. Her prayer stood between us, her 
father’s memory hold her from me, the dead himself smote 
my vengeadice from my hands. I spared her! /—the 
world must end*to-night ! ” • , 

Her laugh rapg on the air in mockery of herself — then 
into her burning, weaiy eyes tears rushed for the first^tirae 
since years of shame ; she (piivered from head to foot, and 
stood there, in ihe starlight, trembling and afraid. In fear* 
of him ? No \ in fear of tliat lo^ and shameless evil wkiob 
was called her Life. 

He iicard her— and on his face there sffone a sudden 
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lights pare^ cloudless, glorified, like that t>f the planets 
above. In torture she had not abased him, in agony she 
had not hnmbled him, in vengeance she had not laid ITiu? 
suppliant; but now — in that hour of release, when into 
the darkness of his life the ransom of an unhoped mei’cy 
came — she had her victory. She saw him bow down be- 
fore her, broken, blinded, voiceless, senseless, his haughty 
power smitten as a granite shaft is smitten by the light- 
ning, his proud life pierced and shaken to the core, his 
soul laid bare and without shield, in tlie moment of his 
deliverance. 

By her had come his guilt — by her also came his retri- 
bution and his redemption. 

The skies reeled round him in whirling circles of starry 
light ; the silence of the night seemed filled with murmuring 
hosts of angel f oices ; the dead past seemed to fall from 
him for ever, and be swept away into those still and lustrous 
seas tliat echoed at his feet ; and on the air, borne up on 
the winds and on the waves, he heard the dying words of 
thc*‘manwhom he had loved and slain; “I forgive I Oh 
(lod, I forgive 1” — as though by that forgiveness pleading 
there for the pardon of the gfiilty, for the safety of the sin- 
less. had forgiven ; who should avenge? 

In the silence wliero they stood together, Strathmore 
lifted hk head and looked on her, the vulture that had 
spared, the panther that had known some pang of pity at 
the last; and in her he saw, incarnated, his own merciless 
and brutal sin — saw it, accursed and loathsome as it was, 
denying the pardon wliich it lived to need, usurping the 
power and the judgment of deity to sate through them the 
rilest passions of mortdity. 

His limbs shook, his lips quivered, his forehead was wet 
with the dews of a great anguish, but on his face shone that 
light which once before had come there when he had stood 
on the wreck of the sinking ship with dcath^upon him, and 
the mad waves leapfng round; and in his eyes as they dwelt 
on hfir there was a profound anguish, gentle, fathomless, 
merciful, in the consciousness of his own guill, giving for- 
giveness to her at last, by whom his sin had come, by whom 
his Years had been accursed. ^ 

1? was the supreme eipiaikon of his life. 

Ho Stretcheq, his hands towards her vrh.ere she 
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and his voice vibrated with an infinite pardon through the 

night : 

The mercy you remembered to her, be remembered to 
you at the last, by her God ? We both murdered him with 
brutal guilt — we have both striven to atone to him through 
the innocent. Let us part in 4)eaee to-night — let sin be 
dead in both our lives for ever."' 

She looked at him one moment, in one long, last mute 
farewell — then she bowed her head in silent acceptation of 
his words of peace, of his renunciation of the power of guilt ; 
and like a shadow on the air, a spirit on the wind, Tldarion 
Vavasour swept from him through the autumn night, and 
through the white and wreathing mists that floated from the 
sea, and faded from his life for evermore. 

And once again, like a man bruised and stunned by a 
mortal blow, lie sank down among the coiMng ivy and the 
sea-splashed stones, his arms outstretched, his limbs shaken 
by a voiceless agony, alone in the silence of the night. For 
he had loved her ; he had sinned for her, and all the irre- 
vocable crime of those dead years was but the darker %id 
more deeply cursed in his own sight, because the pity of God 
had touched his life with a divine, exhaustless, unutterable 
mercy, and had spared him the just harvest of his work 
when his guilt rose to destroy the innocent, and the strength 
of his own hand was stricken powerless. 


CHAPTEE LXXVI. 

“i: POI USCIMMO A REVEttDEB' LE BTELLE,” 

In the still night Lucille lay sleeping, as the young 
flower sleeps, unconscions of the brutal hand that has been 
stretched ^0 break and to despoil it, and that has passed 
over it withou? harm because its lovelimess brought back 
pang df memory, an echo ^f lost youth. Through thj lofty 
casement Iflft open to the night, there shone the^ tranquil 
and star-studded skies, there came the &r melodious 
murmur of thecas ; and straying through dark traceries of 
foliage and the deen hues of painted panes, the light fSU on 
her where she slept, and shea its halo rotm^her. 
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Her hair swept backward in its |2folden masses, a 
smile was on her lips, a soft flush on^ her biw, on which 
:.he chastened brilliance of the moonlipfht fell, and injier 
sleep she murmured as though her Yearns were angels’ 
vhispers : 

“ God is Love ! ” 

They were the last vfcrds of her evening prayer ; the 
words that had stricken strengthless the hana which had 
been lifted to destroy her. 

He heard them as, from his agony on the lonely shore, he 
came into her presence as to some aivine and sacred thing, 
and stood to look on her in the repose of innocence and 
childhood, unconscious of the ghastly peril that had drawn 
near her in the silence and the solitude of the defenceless 
night, to strike her with his sin, and sacrifice her for his 
guilt — drawn so^near ! so near ! He shuddered and sickened 
at its memoiy, gazing on her with bursting heart and yearn- 
ing eyes, listening for every soft pulse of her young life, 
watching for every noiseless breath that passed her lips, for 
eve»7 dreaming lent its light to sleep, as though 

she had been given back to him from the hideousness of 
death by storn^ by flame, by poisoned steel, or by plague- 
tainted air. His dead sin had risen, and had crept to her 
to slay her with his past. And he had thought to bury sin 
and bid it keep its peace, and have no resurrection ! Oh, 
fool ! oh, fool ! 

“ God is Love ! ’’ 

Tes ! God was Love, since he had saved her. He heard 
the words murmured in her happy rest, where she dreamed 
of angel voices and of lands beyond the sun ; and the smile 
upon her lips, where she lay in the serene and silvered glory 
of the heavens, lulled to slumber by the gentle echoes of the 
distant seas, smiled on him with pardon from the dead, with 
mercy for the past, with sinless promise for the future, with 
light from Him by whom no prayer remains uuheard and 
no remorse denied.^ * < 

Burning tears rose into his aching eyes, deep sobsrshook 
his Mme — it was the agony of gratitude, the delirium of 
release and as he threw himself down beside her bed, his 
Urms oast over her in her sleep, his head bwed upon the 
ioo$a ti'ail of her bright h^ir, Strathmore laid down for 
ever the sins and the passions of his past, and gave, as h 
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vhe hand of God, his dedication to a life that should know 
po law save of mercy, no governance save of compassion, 
go pause in self-humiliation, no pity in self-sacrifice, no 
effort but for redemption, no travail but for expiation— a 
life that should hold its holiest as nothing worth, its best as 
nothing given. 

And the tender chastened fight of the morning stars 
growing clearer and clearer to the dawn in which the 
sliadows of the night were fading, shone on him where lu 

knelt beside the deep pure sleep of innocence. 

* # % » # / 

Away in tlie deep heart of the great western forests, in 
the silence of the solitary swamps, where pestilence is abroad 
in the torrid noons, and miasma rises with every night that 
falls, where the dank leaves drop death, and the graves lie 
thick under the cypress-woods, a womart in the Order of 
8t. Vincent de Paul lives ever among the poor, the suffering, 
the criminal, the shameless, sparing herself no pang, fearing 
no death — dead to the world, as the world is dead to her. 
For the dying her voice has a strange rich music, far beyond 
all other ; for the innocent her look has a nameless terror, 
it is often very evil still ; fey those who are in dishonour, or 
in danger, her lips have a wild, sweet eloquence that scares 
tliem back from their abyss, and leaves them saved but sore 
afraid ; for none has she a history. Once, when in her path 
some summer roses bloomed, and in the sunlight threw her 
soft fragrance on the wind, they saw tears gather in her 
eyes and fall, slowly, as though each tear were a pang ; then 
alone did they ever see that thought of her youth, that 
she remembered her past. 

In the press of the great world, far sundered from hei 
by whom his guilt came, through whom bis guilt still pur- 
sues him, one man lives who joins to the life that is known 
of men, a -life that is unknown by any ; a life, in which all 
who weary and are heavy-laden are aided by a hand that 
they never ; in which every shapa pf suffering is sought 
and •succoured ; in wliic^ all evil memories that tempt, are 
crushed oijt, as in a debt that is due ; in which all fleeds of • 
sacrifice are done with a strength that is mercil&s only to 
itself ; in w^iich a sweet and sinless happiness sheds Its 
divine ra^ance ; yet in whicl^the poignanew of <me rstnorse, 
the memory of one crime, are never InHed to peace or 
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to oblivion, bot, following tiie appointed travail of a sUont 
(.Y pifttinn offered only to the dead, tmd a duty, 

rend^^ only towards 'God, saljject the stain^ 
neceofa grand guilty lilSe, and lift it upwards into 
light. . 

By passion his life fell, lost in darkness of too night, and 
sunk in the lowest deeps ; Vet, though once fallen, who shall 
dare deny that, in the end, it shall not reach to that atone- 
ment which unceasingly is besought, obedient to the law 
which lies on eveiy hnman soul, seeking lor purification, 
striving for immortality, rising nearer and higher towaids 
file perfert day ; onward to 

“ Other heights, in other liTes, God willmgt ’ 
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Bartholomew Fair, Memoirs of. 

By Henry MottEV. New Edititm, with One 




BOOKS BUBUSHED BY 


Imiwrial 4(0, cloth «rtm, gilt toid gflt tdgcdt mi. penratatMi 

BmotlM Hctores by British Artists: ^ 

A OBthtiting of Favoudtes from our Piotm In Two 

The First Series including Evamptes by Wilbie. Constable, 
Tcmi^BR, Mdlreadt, Landseer, Macuse, E. M, Ward, Frith, 
Sir John Gilbert, Leslie, Ahsdell, Marcus Stone, Sir Noel 
Baton, Faed, Eyre Crowe, Gavin O’Neil, and Maix)X Brown. 

The Second Series containing Pictures by Arvitaoe, Faro, 
Goodall, Hrms:,ey. Horsley, Marks, nicholls, Sir Noel 
Paton, Pickbrsgill, G, Smith, Marcus Stone, Solomon, 
Straight, E. M. Ward, and Warren. 

All engraved on Steel in the highest style of Art, F-ditcd, with 
Notices of the Artists, by Sydney Armytaok, M.A. 

** T^s ivok is well got «/*, and ^osd inf^avings hy yesnS, tumh St<tckSt and 
aihtrs, bring hath io vs Hoyni Acade^ny ExhihHums qf past Times. 


Small 4to, green and gold, 6 t, 6 d . ; gilt edges, 7L 6 d. 

Bechstein’s As Pretty aS Seven, 

And other German Stones. Collected by LudWio Bechktein. With 
Adikional Titles' by the Brothers Grimm, and 100 Illustrations by 
Richter, 

One Shilling Monthly, Illustrated. 

Bel(;rayia for 1882 . 

AfNew Setiil sioiy, entitled *‘All Sorts and Conditions of Men,” 
writttn by \VAi/n‘u Hi.&ANr and James Ricl, Authors ol " Ready- 
Money Moitiboy,” and Illnstiated by Fred, Barnard, will be 
b^uti m uie Janitary Number of Belgravia; this Number will 
contain also the J'lrst Chapteis of a New Novel, entitled “The 
Admiral's Ward,” by Mrs. Alexandtr, Author of “The 
Wooing o’t." &c. ; and the first of a senes of Twelve Papers, entitled 
** About Yorkshire, ” by Katharine S. Macquoid, illustrated by 
T, K. Macquoid. 

ThiFORTV-Jt^rrrff Volum of BRIGRA via, tkgantly bound 
in orimson cloth, full gilt stde and back, gtU edges, price yf, 6</,, 4s now 
^Ha ndsome Case^for Hn volumes can he h ad at as, ea ch, 

~ ^ Derny 8vo, with Illustrations, is, 

Belgravia Annual. 

With Stones by Wilkie Collins, F. W. Robinson, Dutton Cook, 
Percy h’jTzciisALp^ J. Arbutunot Wilson, Henry W. Lucy, 
D. CHRis Tir Murray, James Payn, and others . |.A^ot>. ro . 

Folio, half-bound Imrds, India ^oofs, axs, 

Blake (William) : 

Et ching|| ^ roin his Works, By W. B. SCO TT. W ith descdptiva Text* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Ilioatrations', yr. 6 eL 

Boe&aeoio’s Decameron ;> 

or, Ter Da^’ Bntertaittment Translated Into English, with an Intfit* 
duntion by Thomas Wright, Esq., M.A.1 F«S.A With Portrait, and 
‘ BtWHARD’s beautiful Coppe^jlates. ^ 
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Demy 8 vo, lUiuttated, imUom in rile for Mins. t 

filAckbum’s (Henry) Art Handbooks: 

' Aoademy Notei, 1876. With 40 Klustratioas. ij, 

AoaddHiy NotoSi 1876. With 107 IllustrAtioiis. is* 

Academy Note®, 1877. With*i 43 11 lustration, ij. 
Academy Notes, 18781 With 150 Illustrations, u. 

Academy Notes, 1878, With 146 llliistratio >s. f j. 

Academy Notes, 1880. With 126 Illustrations* is. 

Academy Notes, 1881. With 128 IllustiatioiH* u* 
Orosvonor Notes, 1878. With 68 Illustiations. u. ^ 

Grosvenor Notes, 1879. With 60 llIuMr'i'if^ns. is, 

(arosvenorNotes, 1880, With 56 .. i r, 

^^rosvenor Notes, 1881. With 74 js. 

Pictures at the Paris Exhibition, 1878. 80 llhmtratiun^. ts. 
Pictures at South Kenshfcton. With 70 Illustrations, \s, 
The English Pictures at the National Gallery. 114 llUisis, u, 
7 iio Old Masters at the National GsUery* 128 lllusts. 1 j. 6 df. 
Academy Notes, 1876-79, ConioJeie in One Volume, with 

nearly 600 Illustrations in Facsimile, bemy 8vo, cloth limp, Cs 

A Complete tllUBtrated Catalogue to the National Gallery. 
With Notes by H Blackburn, aiifl 21^9 lllusts, 1 )pn) y 8vo, cloth hmp, 31. 
UNI FOR M mm CA DM/ V NO fss:* ♦ 

poval Soo>ttlsh Academy Notes, 1878. U 7 Illusuations. is, 

Itoyai Scottish Academy Notes, 1879. 125 lllustrarions. is, 

Boyal Scottish Academy Notes, 1880. 1 14 Illustrations* U, 

Royal Scottish Academy Notes, 1881. 104 Illustrations, ts, 

Glasgow Institute of Pine Arts Notes, 1878. 95 lllusts. ts, 

Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1879. 100 lllusts. !/• 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1630. 120 lllusts, is, 
Glasgow Institute of Fine Arts Notes, 1661 . 108 lllusts, u, 

, Walter Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1878, 112 lllusts. iSp 
Walter Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1879- 100 lllusts. is. 
Walker Art Gallery Notes, Liverpool, 1880. 100 lllusts. ir, 
Royal Manchester Institution Notes, 1676. 88 lUustratiohs. 1 ^, 
Society of Artists Notes, Birmingham, 1878. 95 lllusts. u, 
Ohildron of the Great City. By F, W. Lawson, ir. 

Bowers’ [G.) Hunting Sketches : 

Canters in Crampshire. By G. Bowlrs, L Gallops from 
Oorseborough. II. Scrambles with Suatih Tacks. Ill, Stucli^ 

Stsgr Hounds. Oblong 4(0, haiM)ound boards, }fis. 

Leaves from a Huntl^ Journal. By Vn JiowgBs* Coloured in 
facsimile of the origin^. Oblong 4I0, halMiound, aiJf . 

^ Crown 8 vo, ^oth extra, gilt, 7 s, " 

Brand’s Observations on Popular Anti(|Qitie8, 

chieifly Illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremo»le(?^ and 
Superstitions.«AVith the Additions of Sir Hknby An 

New and Rjevised Edition, with fine full-page Illustrations. I 




£OOICS PUBLISHED BY 


Bret Harte, Works by: 

Bret Harters OoUeotedWorkg* Arranged and Revised by tne 
Author. Complete in Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r. each. 
Vol. 1 . CoMPLETB Poetical a>id Dramatic Works, With Steel Plate 
Portrait, and an ,Tiitroduction by the Author, 

Vol II. Earlier Papers— Luck op Poarirg Camp, and other Sketches 
—Bohemian PApERS^SpAiSHand Americaw Legends. 

Vol. IIT. Talks of the Argonauts— Eastern Sketches. 

Vol. IV, Gabriel Conroy. 

Vol. V, Stories— Condensed Novels, &c. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in Prose and Poetry, With 

Introductory Essay by J. M. Bbllsw, Portrait of the Author, and 50 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo« cloth extra, •js. 6 d. 

An Heiress of Red Dog, and other Stories. By Bret Harte. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6 d, 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret Harte. Fcap. 

8vo, picture cover, w. ; crown 8vq^ qloth extra, 3^. 6 d. 

The Luck of Roaring Camp, and other Sketches. By Bret 

Harte. P^t Svo, illustrated boards, ai. 

Jeff Briggs’s Dove Story. By Bret Harte. Fcap. Svo, picture 

cover, If. ; cloth extra, af, 6 d,^ 

Smil crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with full-page Portraits, 4J. 6d, 

Brewster’s (Sir David) Martyrs of Science. 

Small crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, with Astronomical Plates, 41. 6d, 

Brewster’s (Sir D.) More Worlds than One, 

Ae Creed of the Philosopher anduhe Hope of the Christian. 

A /{ANDSOMB ' G/Ff^BOOX.-^Smsi\l ^io, doth extra, profuMlT" 
Illustrated, 65. 

Brushwood. * 

By T. BucnAN.\N Read. Illustrated from Designs by Frederick 
Diei.man, 

THE STOTHARD BUNYAN.^-Otom Svo, cloth extra, gilt. yi. 6d. 

Bnnyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. 

Edited by Rev. T, Scott. With 17 beautiful Steel Plates by 
Stothard, engravec^by Gqodal l ; and numerou s Woodcuts . 

Deray Svo, cloth extra, yj. 6d, 

Barton’s Anatomy of Melancholy : 

A New Edition, complete, corrected and enriched by Translations of the 
aassical E x tracts. 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gUt, with illustrations, 

Byron’s Letters and Journals. > 

With Notices of his Life. By Thomas Moorb. A Repxi^ of the 
Original Edition, new l y revised, wittf Twelve full-page Plates. 

^ Demy Svo, cloth extra, 14^. ^ ' 

Campbell’s (Sir 0.) White and mack : 

gravels in the United States. By Sir George Campbell, M,P. 
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Demy 8 vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6d. 

Caravan Route (The) between Egs^pt and 

Syria. By His Imperial and Royal Highness the Archduke Ludwig 
Salvator of Austria. With 23 full-page Illustrations by the Author. 


Post 8 vo, cloth evtra, is, 6d, 

Carlyle (Thomas) On the Choice of Books. 

With a Life of the Author by R. H. Shepherd. Entirely New and 
Revised Edition. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, yj. 6d, 

Century (A) of Dishonour : 

A Sketch of the United States Government’s Dealings with some of 
the Indian Tribes. 


Crown 8 vo, cloth extih, with Illustrations, y/, 6d. 

Chap-Books.— A History of the, Chap-Books 

of the Eighteenth Century. By JOHN Ashton. With nearly 400 
Illustrations, engraved in facsimile of the originals. [In the press, 
A few Large- Paper copies will be carefully printed on hand-made 
paper, for which early application should be made. 

Large 4 to, half-bound, profusely Illustrated, 28 j, * 

Chatto and Jackson.— A Treatise on Wood 

Engraving : Historical and Practical. By William Andrew Chatto 
and John Jackson. With an Additional Chapter by Henry G. 
Bohn ; and 450 fine Illustrations. A reprint of the last Revised Edition. 

Small 4 to, cloth giit, with Coloured Illustrations, zoj. 6^. 

Chaucer for Children: 

A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawbis. With Eight Coloured 
Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Author. 

Demy 8 vo, doth limp, ns, 6d, 

Chancer for Schools. 

By Mrs. H AWEis, Author of ** Chaucer for Children.** 

Crown 8 vo, cloth limp, with Map and Illustrations, us, 6d, 

Cleopatra’s Needle: 

Its Acquisition and Removal to England. By Sir J. E . Alexander, 
* Crown 8 vo, doth extra, gilt,^ 7 J, 6 rf. 

Oolxhan’s Humorous Works : , 

•• Bioad dHus," " My Nightgown and Slippen,” and othn HnmoNnt 
Works, Ftrose and Poetical, of Geosoe Cqljkan. WitS Ufa by 0. 

B. BuCKSTOllp.and PYontisplecebyHoOAKm , • 
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^ost 8 vo, cloth limpi ». td. 

Convalescent Cookery: * 

A Family Handbook. By Catherine Ryan. 

Conway (Moncnre p.>, Works by: 

Bemonclogy and DevU-Lora, By Moncure D. Conway, 

M.A. Two Vols. I royal 8vo, wtdi 65 Illustrations, sSf. 

A Kecldaoe of StorlOB. By Moncure D, Conway, M.a. 

Illustrated by W. J. Henmsssy. Square 8vo, cloth extra. U. 

The Wand^fing Jew. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. Crown 

8vo, doth extra, 6f. 

Thomafl Carlyle. By Moncure D. Conway, M.A. With 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6^. 


Two Vols., crown Svo, cloth extra, 21 j. 

Cook (Dutton).— Hours with the Players. 

By Dun on Co^>k. 

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2 J. 6c/. 

Copyright.— A Handbook of English and 

Forei^!:n Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. Bc'ng' a con- 
I'ise Dig( St of the Laws regulating Copyright in the Chief Countries 
•f the World, together with the Chief Copyiight t/onventions existing 
between Great Britain and Foreign Countries. By Sidney J kkrolu, 
of the Middle Temple, Esq., Bariister-atiJUw. 


Crown 8vo, qloth extra, yj, 61 , 

Cornwall.— Popular Romances of the West 

of England ; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old 
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by Robert Hunt, F.R.S. New 
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steel-plate Illustrations 
George Cruikshank. 


Crown Svo, doth extra, gilt, with 13 Portraits, yj. 61, 

Creasy’s Memoirs of Eminent Etonians ; 

with Notices of the Early History of Eton College, By Sit Edward 
Creasy, Auth or of **The F ifteen Decisive Battles of the World." 

Crown Uvu, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispieoe, yj. 6d, 

Credulititi», Past and Present. 

By WlLUA M Jow^, F.SfA., Author of Fingy-Ring Lore," &c 
I Crown Svo, doth ^tra, 6s, • 

Ckirnei^ and Punishments. v 

Including a New Translatioit of Bieccaria'fl Dd Delitti e d^ lic Pene '* 
' By James Anson Farrer. ' ' 
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Crown 8vo, doth gilt, Two very thidc Volumes, yj. 6^ each. 

Craikshank’s Goxnio Almanack, 

Complete in Two Series j The First from 1835 to 1843 ; the Secoed 
from <844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
Thackeray, Hood. Mayhew, Albert Smith, A^Beckhtt# 
Robert Brough, See, With a,6oo^oodcuts and Steel Engravings 
by Cruikshank, Hinb, Landells, &c. 


Two Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 24^, 

Oruiksliaiiik (The Life of George). 

In Two Epochs. By Blanchard Jkrrold, Author of “The Life 
of Napoleon IIL," &c. With numerous Illustrations, and a List of 
his Works. [/n pnparation. 

Two Vols., demy 4to, handsomely bound in half-morocco, gilt. t>rofusely 
Illustrated with Coloured and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, price 7#. 

Cyclopaedia of Gostimie; 

or, A Dictionary of Dress— Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military^ 
from the Earliest Period in England to the rei^ ot George the Third.* 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and a General History of the Costumes of the Principal Countries of 
Europe. By J. R, PlanCH8 , Somerset Herald. 

The Volumes may also be had uparately{^'&xh Complete in itself) at ^3 13l.d(f. eudi } 
Vol. I. THE DIOTIONABY. 

Vol. II. A OEKEBAL HISTORY OF OOSTUMB IN EUROPE. 

Also in 85 Parts, at 57. each,* Cases for binding, gs, each. 

** A cont^e^unsivi and hif>kly ^aluahU hook oj reference, . ♦ , Wt have 

rarely failed to in this hook an account of an article of dress t while in most 
af the entries curious and instructive details are given, . . . h^r, Planchfs 
enormous labour of leve^ the prodtfction of a text vokich^ whether in its dictionary 
form or in that of the ‘ General History f is within Us intended scope immeasurahU 
ike best and richest work on Costume in English, , % , This book ts net only 
one of the most readable works of the kind, but intnnsically attractive and 
amuszHi;,** — Athbnacum. 

A most readable and mieresiing work— and it can scarcely be consulted iH 
vain, whether the reader is in search Jot information as to military, comdt 
iceksiastical, legal, or professional costume. . . . All the chromo4tihogrc^k$, 
and most of the woodcut illustrations— the latter amounting to several tkouumda 
—arc very elaborately executed; and the 7oork forms a livre de luxe wkkhrtnders 
it equally suited to the library and the ladied drawing^roomP—Imm, 


Demy 8vo, cloth extra. lar. Sd, 

Doran’s Memories of onr Great Tovms. 

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and thdr 
Oddities.^ By Dr. John Doran, F.S.A. 

^ — « — . — 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, ai#, 

Drury Lape, Old : * * 

Fifty Yeaf? Recollections of Author, Actor, and Maiffger. By 

Edward Stirling. 
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Demy 8vo, doth, i$s, 

Dntt’s India, Past and Present; * 

with Minor Essays on Cognate Subjects. By Shosreb Ciiui^BK 
Putt, RAi BAh &door. 

Crown 8vo, cloth^boards, dr. per Volume. 

Early English Poets. 

Edited, with Introductions and Annotations, by Rev. A. B. Grosart. 

, HevTlck’B (Bobert) Hasperl* 
de^ Noble Number^ and Complete 


I. Fletoher'B (Giles, B.D.) Com- 
plete Poems t Christ's Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, 
Christ's Triumph over Death, and 
Minor Poems. With Memorial-In- 
troduction and Notes. OneVol. 

3. Davies' (Sir John) Complete 

Poetical Works, including Psalms I. 
to L. in Verse, and other hitherto 
Unpublished MSS., for the first time 
Collected and Ediled. Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes. Two Vols. 


QCS) auiu 

Collected Poema With Memorial- 
Introduction and Notes, Steel Por- 
trait, Index of First Xdnes. and 
Glossarlal Index, &c. Three Vols. 

Sidney’B (Sir Philip) Com- 
plete Poetical Works, Including all 
those in ' * Arcadia. *’ With Portrait, 
Memorial-Introduction, Essay 
the Poetry of Sidney, and Noi 
Three Vols. 


votes. 


Imperial 8vo, with 147 fine Engravings, half-morocco, 36^. 

Early Teutonic, Italian, and French Masters 

(^e). Translated and Edited from the Dohme Series, by A, H. 
Keane, M.A.I. With numerous Illustrations. 

•* Cmnoi fail to bi of the utmost mo to students oj art -Times# 

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, fir. 

Emanuel On Diamonds and Preoions 

Stones ; their History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for 
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F,R.G.S. With 
numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yr.firf. 

Englishman’s House, The; 

A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Building a House, 
with full Estimates of Cost. Quantities, &c. By C. J. Richardson. 
Third Edition. With nearly 600 Iliiistrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with nearly 300 Illustrations, 71. fid?, 

Evolution, Chapters on; 

A Popular History of the Darwinian and Allied Theories of Develop- 
ment. By Andrew Wilson, Ph.D., F.R.S. Edin. &c. [In preparation, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 j. ^ 

Evolutionist (The) At Large. 

By<3RANT At-len. ^ ' 

the same Author, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 

Vignettes from Nature. 

By Grant Allen, ^ [In prtparaiion^ 
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• Folio, cloth extra, jfx zxj. 6^, 

Ezamples of Contemporary Arti 

Etchings from Representative Works by living English and Fordgn 
Artists. Edited, with Critical Notes^ by J. Comyns Carr. ^ 

would not ho oaty to meet with a more sumptuous, ami ai t^ tame time 
a more tasteful and instructive drawingroom ^Nonconformist* 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, dxi 

Fairholt’s Tobacco : 

Its History and Associations ; with an Account of the Plant and its 
Manufacture, and its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries By F. 
W. Fairholt, F.S.A* With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards of 
TOO Illustrations by the Author. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, js, 6 d. 

Familiar Allusions : 

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; inckiding the Names of 
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces. Country Seats, Ruins, 
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natuiaj Curiosities, and the like. 
By William A. Wheeler, Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ; 
and Charles G. Wheeler. [/« the press. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 41. Sd, * 

Faraday's Chemical History of a Candle. 

Lectures delivered to a Juvenile ^Audience. A New Edition, Edited 
by W. Crookes, F,C.S. With numerous Illustrations. 


Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 41. 6d, 

Faraday’s Various Forces of Nature. 

New Edition. Edited byW. Crookes, F.C.S. Numerous Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with .Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Finger-Ring Lore: 

Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By Wm. Jones, F.S.A. With 
Hundred of Illustrations of Carious Rings of all Ages and Countries. 
**One oj those gossiping hooks which are as full of amusement as of instruct 
Athenaum. 

Gardening Books: 

A Year’s Work In Garden and Greenhouse : Practical Advice 

10 Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and 
Frame^arJen. By George Glennv. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 f. (id. 

Our KitoheA Garden ; The Plants w? *Grow, and How we 
Clock Thera. By Tom Jerrold, Author of “The Garden that Pjiid the 
Kent,” &c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, aj. (d, 

HousehoJtl Horticulture : A Gossip about Flowers.^a By Tom 

and Jane Jerrold. Illustrated, Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d, ^ 

My Garden'HWild, and What I Grew there, By Francis 

George tlEATii. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, sj. 
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One Shilling Monthly. 

Oentleman’s Magazine (The)* for 1882. 

The January Number of this Periodicahvill contain the First Chapters 
of a New Serial Story, entitled “Dust,” by Julian Hawthorne, 
Author of “Garth," &c. “Scienco Notes,” by W. Mattieu 
Williams, KR.A.S., will also be continued monthly, 

Nm ready, the Volume for January to June, extra, 

price 8 ;. 6 ^.; and Cases for binding, price a;, each. 

Demy 8 vo, illuminated cover, is, 

Qentleman’s Annual, The. 

Containing Two Complete Novels. iNov. 15 , 

IHB RUSKIN GRIMM.Sqnm 8 vo, cloth extra, 6s, 6d, ; 

^ gilt edges, ys, 6d. 

German Popular Stories. 

Collected by the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Taylor. 
Edited with an Introduction by John Ruskin. With 23 Illustrations 
after the inimitable designs of George Ckuikshank. Both Series 
« Complete. 

The illwtrattons of this volume , . . are of quite sterling and admirable 
sfi, ef a class precisely parallel m elevaUon to the character 0/ the tales which 
they iUusirate; and the original etchingt, as I have before said in ih* Appendix U 
my * Elements of Drawing^ were unrivalled in masierjulness of tvu * since Rem- 
Brandi (in same qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by hm), . , To make 

somewhat enlarged copies 0/ them, looking at the^n ihivui^h a ma^ . ying glass, 
and never putting two lines where Cruikshank has put only one, wo i be an exef' 
dse in deckton and sevete drawing which would leave afterwards k .tc lobe Itartti 
in eeheolsl*^Extract from Introauction by John Ruskin. 

Post evo, cloth limp, %s. 6d, 

Glenny’s A Tear’s Work in Garden and 

Greenhouse : Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Manage- 
meat of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By George Glenny. 

“A great deal of valuable information, conveyed in very simple language* The 
amateur need not vnsh for abetter guide Mercury. 

Crown 8 vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, yr. 6d* 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: 

An Encyclopaedia of Quotations from Writers of &1 Times and 
Countries, Select^d'and Edited by Theodore TaIlor 

Newrmd Cheaper Edition, demy 8 yo, doHi extra, with Illustrations, 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of hie, 

^ Described from Antique Monuments. By Er^t Guhl and W, 
Koner. Translated from the 'fhird German Edition, and Sditod fcv 
tfx* F. Hueffer. With 545 \Uustrations. 
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Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, sj. per volume* 


Golden Library, The 

Ballad Hlfftory of Englfiuid. By 

W. C. Bbwwbtt. 

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of 

the Echo Club, 

Byron's Don Juan. 

Bmerson’s Letters and Social 

Aims. 

Godwin’s (William) Lives of 

the Necromancers. 

Holmes's Autocrat of the 
Breakfast Table. With an Introduc- 
tion by G. A. Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the 

Breakfast Table. 

Hood’s Whims and Oddities. 

Complete. With .all the original 1I> 
lustrations. 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of 

a Traveller. 

Irving’s (Washington) Tales of 

the Alhambra. 

Jesse’s (Edward) Scenes ant!^ 

Occupations of Country Life. * 

Lamb’s Essays of Elio. Both 

Sciies Complete in One Vol. 

Leigh Hunt’s Essays : A Tale 

for a Ciiimney Corner, and other 
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc- 
tion by Edmund Ollibr. 


Hallory’s (Sir Thomas) llort 

^d* Arthur I The Stories of King Arthur 
and of the Knights of the Round 
Table. Edited by B. Mqntgombsis 
Ranking. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A 

New Translation, with Historical In- 
troduction and Notes, by T. M*Cbik, 
D.D. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. Com* 

plete. 

Boohefouoauld’s Maxims and 

Moral Reflections. With Notes, and 
an Introductory Essay by SAfNiK- 
Bbuvb. 

Si Pierre’s Paul and Virginia, 

and The Indian Cottage. Edited, 
with Life, by the Rev. E. ClAKBB. 

Shelley’s Early Poems, and 

Queen Mab, with Essay by Lbigh 
Hunt. 

Shelley’s Later Poems : Caon 

and Cythna, &c. 

Shelley’s Posthumous PoemSf 

the Shelley Papers, &c. 

Shelley’s Prose Works, includ* 
Ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastror^ri, 
St. Irvyne, &c. 

White’s Natural History of Boh 

borne. Edited, with Additions, by 
Thomas Brown, F,L.S. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4;. 6d, 

Guyot’s Earth and Man; 

or, Physical Geography in Its Relation to the History of Mankind. 
With Additioas by I’rofessors Agassiz, Piekce, and Gray ; la Mapa 
and Engravings; mi Su-'t*!, some Coloured, and copious Index* 


Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by: 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8x. 

New Symbols. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s* 

Legenis of the Morrow. Crown 8w, clotl^cxtra, 6j, 

MediunPflvo, cloth extra, gilt, with Ilhffi^tions, p, 

Rallts(Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish Character. 

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by Macusr, OIL* 
BERT, Harvey, and G. Cruikshank. ^ 

** Irish Ske^s oj this lady mmilt Miss Miiferd*s Uasdijs^ 
skstekes in * Our but ihsy art far mors vigorous aud pteUtrts^tu and 

Blackwood’s Magazine. ^ 




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


u 


Haweis (Mrs.), Works by ; 

The Art of Drees. By Mrs. H. R. Haweis. Illustrated by the 

Autbor. Small Svo, illustrated cover, is'. ; cloth Ump, ir. 

**A wtU*coimdired aiiempi io canons of good taste to the costumes 
tf ladies of our time. .... Mrs. Haweis writes frankly and to the 
Imnt^ she does not mince matters^ Bui Boldly remonstrates with her own sex 
on the fbUies they indulge in* ; . . . we may recoftmend the hook to the 
ladies whom it CMurmu.'*— A thbmjbum. 

The Art of Beauty, By Mrs. H. R. Haweis, Square Svo, 
cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Frontispiece and nearly zoo 
Illustrations, zoi. 6d, 

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. II. R. Haweis. Square Svo, 

handsomely bound and profusely Illustrated, lor. 6d. 

See also Chaucer,/. 5 of this Catalogue* 

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Heath (P. G.)— My Garden Wild, 

And \Vliat I Grew there. By Francis George Heath, Author ot 
“ The Fern World/' &c. 

SPECIMENS OF MODERN PG.fi TS.--Crown Svo, clo^h extra, 6i. 

H^ptalogia (The) ; or, The Seven against Sense, 

A Cap with Seven Bells, 

^ The merits of the hook cannot he/ah ly estimated by weans of a few extracts; 
ft should be read at length to he appreciated properly, and, in our opinion, its 
jsHeriis entitle it to he very St. Jamrs’s GAZETTr. 

Cr. Svo, bound in parchment, 8f. ; Large-Paper copies (only 50 printed), 155. 

Herbert.— The Poems of Lord Herbert of 

Cherbury. Edited, with an Intitjduction, by J. Churton Collins. 
Complete in Four Voh„ demy Svo, cloth extra, i2jr. each. 

History of Our Own Times, from the Accession 

of Queen Victoria to the OeneriU l^lection of 1880. By lusTiN 
McCarthV, M.P. 

^XHHdsm is disarmed hefm a compaeitiom which provokes little hut approval. 
Tair is a really food book on a really iniertsimg subjsctt and words piled on words 
could say no mote for it.”- Satuedav Kbvibw. 

New Work by the A ufhor 0/** A IKS TOR V of OUR 0 WN TIMESI' 
Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth extra, lar. eachjf' 

History of tb^ Pour Georges. ' 

gy Justin McC arthy, M .P. ^ \In preparation* 

Crown Svo, cloth limp, with Illustrations, 2sHd* 

.Holmes’s The Science of Voice .Production 

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual fo/fhe Use of SpeakeiB 
Csud Singers. By Goruon ^jfOLMES, L.R.C.P.E. ' 
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• Crown 8vo, clotb extra, gilt, 6d. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. Including the Cream of the Comic Annuals* 
With L ife of tlw AiUhor, Portrait, and Two Hundred Illusttations* 

Square crown 8vo, cloth*extra, gilt edges, 

Hood’s (Tom) From Nowhere to the North 

Pole : A Noah’s Arkasological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by 
W. Brunton and E. C. Barnes. 

aptitsin^ UiUrpre&s is profustly intersptrsed niih the rhymtt 

which children love and learn so easily. Messrs. Brunton <ind ^rnes do fitfl 
justice to the writer s meanings and a pleasanter result of ike heirmamem ce» 
deration of author and artist could not be desired.** “Times. 

Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, 'js. 6^4 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Homorons Works, 

including his Ludicrous Adventures, Bons>mots, Puna, and Hoaxeai 
W ith a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations* 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7J.* 

Home’s Orion : 

An Epic Poem in Three Books. By Richard Hengist Hornd. 
With a brief Commentary by the Author. With Photographic Portrait 

from a T^dallion by Summ er s. Te nth Echtion. ^ 

Crown 8 VO, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Howell’s Conflicts pf Capital and Labour 

Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and 
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their ( 3 rimn, 
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Political, Social, &o* 
nomical, and Industrial Aspects. By George Howell, 

** This book is an attempt y and on the whole a successful aitemptf to place the 
work of trade unions in the fastt nnd their objects in the future ^ foeh'fy be^tt 
public front the worHng man*s Point of Pall Mall Gaz^TR. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, I2 l 6i, 

HnefTer’s The Troubadours: 

A History of Provencal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By 

Francis Hueffer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6 j. 

Janvier. — Practical Keramics for Students. 

By Catherinp: A. Janvier. 

“ IVill be found a useful handbook by those who svish to try the manufoteture 
or decoration of pottery, and may bt studied by all who desire to know something 

o f the grj?.^*--M0RNiNG P<«T. 

A’New eSition, Revised aiid partly Refwit'ten, with several New 
I Chapters and Illust^tions, crown 8vo, doth extra, yj. &f. 

Jennings’ The Rosioracians : * 

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the indent Fire and 
Senjent Worshippers. By Hargrave Jennings. With Fivq full- 
page PlatSi and upwards of 300 lllastraiicns. 
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Jerrold (Tom), Works by: « 

Houseliold HoTticulture : A Gossip about Flowers. By Tom 

and Jane Jberold, Illustrated. Post Svo, cloth limp, 

Our Eltohen Garden : The Plants we Grow, and IIow we Cook 
Them. By Tom Jerrold, Ahthor of “The Garden that Paid the Rent,** 
&c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2 S. 6cl. 

** Tki comhimtion of hints on cookery with gardening has been very cleverfy 
igUrUd cui, and the result is an interesting and highly instructive little ivork, 
Mr, Jerrold is correct in saying that English peofle do not make halt the use of 
Wt^ahUsthey might ; and oy sJiomng how easily they can he grown, and so obtained 
he is doing a great deal to make them mote /o/>ulart*— Daily Chronicle. 


Two Vols. 8 vo, with 53 Illustrations and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 14 ^. 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. 

Translated by Whiston. Containing both " The Antiquities of the 
Jews " and **The Wars of the Jews.'* 


Small 8vo, clolb, full gilt, gilt edges, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Eavanaghs’ Pearl Fountain, 

And other Fairy Stories. By Bridget and Julia Kavanagh. V.lth 
Thirty Illustrations by J. Moyr Smith, 

•* Cknuine nm fairy stories of the old tyfe, some of them as deii^ht/ul as the 
Hti o/Grimnfs * German Popular Stories,* .... For the niai part ilu 
S^mtUsare donmHiihLy th .^^ough-going fairy stories of the most euimtrahle Hnd, 
• • , Mr, Moyr Smith' i iLLusiraitons.», too, are "“-Spectator, 


Square 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 6 j. 

Knight (The) and the Dwarf. 

By Charles Mills. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas 
Lindsay. 


Crown 8vo, illuauatL'd boards, with numerous Plates, 8 .t. 6d, 

Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and 

Imitate it. By Daisy Waterhouse Hawkins. With 17 Illustra- 
tions by the Author. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Portraits, ys, 6d, 

Lamb’s Complete Works, 

In Prose and Verse, reprinted from the Original Editions, with many 
Pieces hitherto unpublished. Edited, with Notes and Infroduction, 
by R. H. Shepherd. , f'Vith Two Portraits and Facsimile of a Page 
the ** ISssay on Roast Pig.” 

r eofdfdeU edition of LamFs writings^ in prose and verse, has long been 
wanted, and is now supplied. The editor appears to have taiehf^greai pains 
U bring togeiMr Lamifs scattered contrihutiens, and his eollection contains a 
Wfemper if pieces which are now reproduced for the first lime sj^e thevr original 
mpptafdmce in various old fierwd^<tflsJ'—.'iAT\)m>AY Keyibw, 




CHATTO &• WIN DUS, PICCADILLV, 


■5 


* Crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with numerons lUaetrationii, lor. 61. ■ 

Lamb (Mary and Charles) ; 

Their Poems» Letters, and Remains. With Reminiscences and Notei 
by W, Carew Hazlttt. With JiANCOCK*s Portrait of the Ess&yistf 
Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare First Editions of Lamb's Bod 
Coleridge's Works, and numerous Illustrations. 

•• many passages will dtlighi ikon fend oj literary hardly miy 

portion Will fail in iniere&t for lovers of Charles Lamb atid his sister 


Small 8 vo, doth extra, 5 J. 

Lamb’s Poetry for Children, and Frinoe 

Dorus. Carefully Reprinted from unique copies, 

** The quaint and delightful little hooh^ over the recovery of which all the heayts 
yf his lovers are yet warm with rejoicing C. Swinbuknb. 


Crown 8 vo, doth extra, 6s, 

Lares and Penates ; 

Or, The Background of Life. By Florence Caddy, 

” T/ic whole hook u welltvorih reading, for it is full of fra i Heal sn^gestions, 
. . . . We hofe nobody will be deterred from taking vp a book whiih teaches a 
j^od deal about siveetening poor lives as well us giving giace to wealthy onesf"^ 
Gkaphic. 


Crown 8vo„cloth, full gilt, dr. 

Leigh’s A Town Garland. 

By Henry S. Leigh, Author of ''Carols of Cockayne." * 
**ffMr Leigffs verse survive to' a future generation-'^and there is no reason 
why that honour should not he accorded productions so delicate, so finished, and so 
i^U of humour -^their author will probably be remembered as the Poet of t/ig 
Strandf’^A'i'Huuj&vJS. 

Second Edition.— C rown 8 vo, doth extra, with Illustrations, 6s, 

Leisure-Time Studies, chiedy Biologioal. 

By Andrew Wilson, F.R.S.E., Lecturer ou Zoology and Compara- 
tive Anatomy in the Edinburgh Medical School. 

** It is well when wc oem take up the work oJ a really qualifed investigaiot^ 
who tn the intervals of his wore serious professional labours sets h?mse(fto impart 
knowledge in such a simple and elementary form as may attract and itisiruct^ 
with no danger of misleading the tyro in ftatural sriettce. Such a work is this 
little volume, made up of essays and addresses written and delivered by Dr, ^ 
Andrew Wilson, lecturer and examiner in science at Edioburgh and Glasgow^ eU 
leisure isSemaU in a busy professional life, . . . Dr. Wilson* s pages teem with 
matter stimuMng to a healthy love if sctenceaoffid a revermce far the imbki 
^ Saturday Rbview. 

^Crown 8vo, doS” extra, with lUnstrations, p, ^ • 

Life in Loudon; 

or, The it^tory of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom, WJfh dto 
whole of ^uiKsiiANK s Illustrations, in Colours, after the Origiaalii# 

# 
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Crown 8vo> cloth extra, 6t. ^ 

Lights on the Way : 

Some Tales within a Tale. By the latej. H. Albxandbh, EA. 
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H* A, PAGE, Author of 
“Thoreaui A Study.” c 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yr. 6i. 

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works. 

Including Outre Mer,” “Hyperion,” '* Kavanagh,” “The Poets 
and Poetry of Europe/' and “Driftwood.” With Portrait and Illis- 
trations by Valentine Bromley. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, yr. 6d. 

Longfellow’s Poetical Works. 

Carefully Reprinted from the Original Editions. With numerous 
fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Lnnatic Asylmn, My Experiences in a. 

By a Sane Patient. 

" TAt stiMy is clevtr and interesting^ sad beyond measure ilwugh the suljici 
h. There is no personal bitterness^ and no vwletice or anger. iVkatev^f may 
koM been the erndence for our author* s madness when he was coftsigned to an 
asyiumt nothing can be clearer than his samiy when he wrote this book ; it it 
h^hit calmy and to Spectator. 

Demy 8vo, with B^ourteen full-pagt Plates, cloth boards, i8l 

Lnsiad (The) of Camoens. 

i* Translated into English Spenserian verse by Robert Ffrench Duff, 
/ Knight Commander of the Portuguese Royal Order of Christ. 

Mallock’s (WTh.) Works ; 

Is Life Worth Living P By William Hurrell Mallock, 

Now Edition, crown 8vo, cloth tirtra, 6s, 

Thie deeply inHfesting volume, • . • . It is the most powerful vin^ 
dication of religiony both natural and revealed^ that has appeared since Bishop 
Butler wrote, and is much more useful than either the Analogy or the Ser^ 
mans of that gnat divine t as a refutation rf the peculiar form assumed by 
the infidelity of the present day, . , , » Deeply philosophical as the booh 
iSy there is not a heavy Page in it. The writer is 'possessed,* so to speak, 
with his great subject, has sounded its depths, surveyed it in all its extent, 
and brought to hear on it all the resources of a vivid, rick, and impassioned 
style, as well as an adequate acquaintance with the science, the philosophy, 
and the literature of the day,**— J^SH Daily News. 

The New Republlo ; or, Culture, Faith, and Philosophy in an 
English Country Huuse.(3y W. H. Mallock. Post 8vo, doth limp, 2 s, 6d, 
The New Paul and Virginia ; or, Positivism on an Island. . By 
W. (H. Malix)CK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, dt, 6d, 

Poems. By W. H. Mallock. Small 410, bound inpardhment, Ss, 
A Romance of the Ninfiteenth Century. By W. H. Mallock, 

* Second L’ditU)!i, wi h a Ptcface. Two Vols., crown 8vo, 0is, 
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Macqnoid (Mrs.), Works by: 

* In the Ardeimes. By Kathakine S. Macq^toid. 

50 fino Illustrations by Thomas R. Macquoid. Uoiforni witib ** Pictures 
and Legends." Square 8vo, cloth extra, lor. 6 d. 

This is anoihsrDf Mrs. Macquoid* s pleasant hooks of travel^full^ stsefsl 
in/ortnatioHt of picturesque descriptiom of scenery, and of quaint iradi&ms 
respecting the various monuments and ruins tuhich she encounters in her 
iour, To such of our readers as are already thinking about the yearns 
holiday^ we sironglv recommend the perusal of Mrs. MaepuneTs experience* 
The book is well illustrated by Mr, Thomas R. Macquoid*' 

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. By 
Katharine S. Macquoid. With numerous Illustrations by Thomas K. 
Macquoid. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, lof. t>d. 

Through Normandy. By Kathakine S. Macquoid. With 

90 Illustrations by T. K. Macquoid, Square 8vo, cloth extra, qs. €d. 

•* One of the few books which can he read as a piece of literature, whilst at 
the same time handy in the knapsack f—BKirisH Quarterly Review. 

Through Brittany. By Katharine S. Macquoid. With 

numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid. Sq. 8vo, doth extra, qs. 6 d, 

“ The pleasant companionship which Mrs. Macquhdjoffers^ while wander* 
ing from one point of interest to another ^ seems to throw a renewed charm 
around each oft-depicied "—Morning Post. 


Mark Twain’s Works : 

The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Coifrected 
throughout by the Author. With Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, qs. 6 d, 

The Adventures of Tom Bawyer. By Mark IVain. With 
100 Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, qs. 6 d. Ciixap Edition, illustrated 
boards, 2s. 

A Pleasure Trip on the Continent of Burope ; The Innocents 

Abroad, and The New Pilgrim’s Progre.ss. By Mark Twain. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2S. 

An Idle Ezoursion, and other Sketches. By Mark Twain. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

The Prince and the Pauper. By Mark Twain. With nearly 

200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, qs. 6 d. Uniform wdth “ A Tramp 
Abroad." [/« the press. 

The Innocents Abroad ; or, The New Pilijrim’s Progress : 
Being some Account of the Steam-thip “ Quakei City’s ” JMea'sure Excursion 
to Europe and the Holy Land, with descriptions of Countries, Nations, 
Incidents, and Adventures, as they appeared to the Aiiibor, With 234 
Illustrations, By Mark Twain. Crown Gvo, cloth extra, ^s. td. Uniform 
with “ A Tramp Abroad." 

A Tramp Abroad. By Mark Twain. With 314 Illustrations. 

Cro^ 8vo, cloth extra, qs. 6 d. 

“ The fun \nd tenderness of the conceptioft, of which no living man hut 
Mark Twain is capable. Us grace and fantasy and slyness, the wonderful 
fiking for animals that is iditnifesi in every line, make of all this^pisade oj , 
Jim Bak^andhis jays a piece qf work that is not only delightful as mere 
reading^ out also of a high degree of merit as literature. , . The booh is 

full of good things, and contains passages and episodes that are equal to j^he 
funniest of ikxgp that have gone Athen^um. 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 2 j. 6^ « 

Madre Natora v. Tha Moloch of Fashion. 

By Luke Limner. With 3a Illustrations by the Author. Fourth 
Edition, revis ed and enlarg^ . 

Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 51. 

Magna Oharta. 

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum, 
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet wide, with the 
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours. 


Post 8vo, cloth limp, ar. 6i. per volume. 


Mayfair Library, The 

The New Bepublio. By W. H. 

Mallock. 

The New Paul and Virginia. 

By W. H . Malxock# 

The True Hlstdry of Joshua 
Davidson. By E- Lynn Linton. 

Old Stories Re-told. By Walter 
Thornbuky. 

Thor^au : His Xiife and Alma. 

by H. A, Pagb. 

By stream and Sea. By Wil- 

UAM Senior. 

Jeuxd’Ksprit Edited by Henry 
S. Lkigh. 

Puniana, By the lion. Hugh 

Rowlhy. 

More Punlana. By the Hon. 

Hugh Rowlev. 

Puck on Pegasus. By H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell, 

The Speeches of OharIt>B 
Dickens. 

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by 

H. Cholmonubley-Pennbll. 

Gastronomy as a Fine Art By 
Briu-at-Savarin, 

The Philosophy of Hand- 
wntiiuf. By Don Felix de Sala- 
manca. 

Curiosities of Criticism. By 

Hbnkv J. Jennings. 

Literary Frivolities, ^Fanolea, 


Original Plays by W. S. Gil- 
bert. First Series. Containing: 
The Wicked World— Pygmalion .and 
Galatea — Chanty — The Princess— 
The Palace of Tiuth — Trial by Jury. 

Original Plays by W, S. Gil- 
bert. Second Series. Contai.*'ing: 
Broken Hearts — Engaged — Sweet- 
hearts — J)anM Druce — Oretchen— 
Tom Cobb— The Sorcerer — H.M.S* 
Pinafore — 'The Pirates of Penzance. 

Carols of Cockayne. By Henry 
** S. Leigh. 

The Book of Clericul Aneo- 
dotes. By Jacob Larwood. 

The Agony Column of ‘‘The 

Times,” from iBou to 1870. Edited, 
with an Inirodu^'lioii, by Alice Clay 

The Cupboard Papers. By 

Ffn-Bec. 

Pastimes and Players. By 

Robert Malgreoor. 

Melancholy Anatomised : A 

Popular Abridgiiieui of “ Burton’s 
Aihitomy of MeUncholy.” 

Quips and Qtudclitjes. Selected 
by W. DAVENroj^r AiuMsi. 

Leaves from a Naturalist’s 
Note-Book. By Andkew Wilson, 
F.R.S.K. € 

The Autocrat the Break- 

fast-Table. By Oliver Wendell 
H^;lmks. Illustrated by J. frORDON 
Thomson. 

Balzac'^s “ Oom^di^Humalne ” 

and its Author. With Translations 


Foil itis. Frolics. By W. T. Dobson, 

FBupiland Palette, By Robert 

"Kempt. ^ 

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by 
W. Davenport Adams. 


by H. H. Wali^. 


\* Other VohtfMsaretHprei»araiiori., 


*9 


1 

CHATTO <Sr* WINDVS, PICCADILLY. 
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Miller’s Physiology for the Young; 

Or, The House of Lifer Human Physiology, with its Apphcatfons to 
the Preservation of Health. For use in Classes and Pop^r Heading, 
With numerous Illustrations. By I®rs. F. Fenwick Millkb, 

**Ah admirahU iniroducHm U a subject which all who value health and enfoy 
life should have at their Jiugers* —Echo. 


Milton (J. L.), Works by: 

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Riiies for the 

Management of the Skin ; with Directions for Diet, Wines, Soaps, Paths, 
&c. By J. L. Milton, Senior Surgeon to St. John's Hospital, Small 
8vo, If.; doth extra, if. 

The Bath in Diseases of the Shin. Small 8vo, ir.; cloth extifti 

If. td. 


Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, yr, 6<f. 

North Italian Folk. 

By Mrs. Comyns Carr. Illustrated by Randolph Caldecott. 

A delightful book, of a kind which is far too rare. If anyone wants its realfy 
know the North liahanfolk, we can honestly advise him to omit the journey, and 
read Mrs, Carres pages instead. . . Description with Mrs, Carr is a real gift. , 
It is rarely that a hook ss so happil^rwllustratedl* •^ovTmtiwstARii Ruvikw. 


NEW NOVELS. 

A NEW NOVEL BY OUIDA. 

The Title of which will shortly be announced. 3 vols., crown 8vo. 

SOMETHING}- IN THE CITY. 

By George Augustus Sala. 3 vols. crown 8vo, 

GOD AND THE MAN. 

By Robert Buchanan, Author of** The Shadow of the Sword,” &c. 3 vols. 
crown 8vo. With it Illustraiions by Fred. Barnard. 

THE COMET OF A SEASON. 

By Justin McCarthy, M.P., Author of “Miss Misanthrope.” 3 vols., 
crown 8vo. 

JOSEPH’S COAT. 

By David Christie Murray, Author of A Life’s Atonement,” &c. With 
12 Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 

PBINCE SA^OKl’S WIPE, and otlie».Storieg. 

BjuJulian Hawthorne, s^ols., crown 8vo, ^ 

A HEAROi’S PROBLEM. 

By Charles Giubon, Author of ** Robin Gray,” &c. a vols. dfown 8vo. 

THE BRIDES PASS. 

By Sarah Tytleu, 2 vols., crown 8vo. ^ 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price fir. per Vol* • 

Old Dramatists, The: 

Ben ^OZXBOD^fl Works. hy Algernon Charles Swinburnb. 

With Notes, Critical and Explanato^, Translations of the Iliad 

and a Biographical Memoir by WiL- and Odyssey. 

LIAM Gifford. Edited by Colonel Marlowe B WorkS. 

Cunningham. Three Vols. Including his Translations. Edited, 

with Notes and Introduction, by CoU 
Okftpxnail’B Works* Cunningham. One Vol. 

Now First Collected. Complete in Massinger’a PlayS. 

Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays From the Text of William Gifford. 
complete, including the doubtful ones; With the addition of the Tragedy of 

Vol. II. the Poems and Minor Trans- ** Believe as you List.** Edited by 

lations, with an Introductory Essay Col. Cunningham. One Vol. 


O’Shaughnessy (Arthur) Works by : 

Songs of a Worker. By Arthur O’Shaugiinessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extr.i^ 7 ,v. 

Music and Moonlight By Arthur O’Shaughnessy. Fcap. 

8vo, cloth extra, js. ^d. 

Lays of France. By Arthur O’Shaugiinkssy. Crown Svo, 

cloth extra, loj. Cv/. 

« Crown Svo, red cloth extra, gi. each. 

Ouida’s Novels.— Library Edition. 

IPasoareL By Ouida. 

Two Wooden Shoes. By Ouida. 
Slgna, By O^ida. 

In a Winter City. By Ouida. 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 

Friendship. By Ouida. 

Moths. By Ouida. 

Pipistrello. By Ouida. 

A Village Commune. By Ouida. 

*«* Also a Cheap Edition of all but the last two, post Svo, illustrated 
boa^s, BJ. each. 

Post Svo, cloth limp, is, 6d, 

Parliamentary Procedure, A Popular Hand- 

book of. By Henry W. Lucy. ^ 

I-arge 4to, doth e:gra, gilt, beautifully Illustrate!?, 31J. 6d, 

Pastor^ Days; , /. 

Or, keanories of a New England Year. By W. Hamilton Gibson. 
With 76 ^illustrations in the highest style of Wood Engraving. 

^ The volume contains a prose poem^ with illustrations in the shape of wood 
an^^ravings more beautiful than it can well enter into the htdrts of most men to 
tfWfFrw. Scotsman. 


Held in Bondage. 
^Strathmore. 
OhandoB. 

Under Two Flags, 
y Idalla. 

^ Cecil Castlemaine. 
JlWootrin, 

'Puck. 

FoUe Fdrine. 

Bog of Flanders. 


By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida, 
By Ouida. 
By Ouida. 
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^E^ibrary Editions, mostly Illustrated, crown Qyo, cloth extra, y* 6<i. eaoht 

Piooadilly Novels, The. 

popular ;8)taried bp t^e 8e<t flutbartf. 


Maid, Wife, or Widow P By 

Mrs. Alexander. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. By 
W. liESANT and James Rice. 

My Little Girl By W. Besant 

and James Rice. 

The Case of Mr. Lucraft, By 
W. Besant and James Rice. 

This Son of Vulcan. By W. 
Besant and James Rice. 

V/ith Harp and Crown. By W. 

Besant and James RitE. 

The Golden Butterfly, By W. 

Besant and James Rick. 

By Celia’s Arbour. By W. 

Besant and James Kick. 

The Monks of Theloma. By 
W. Besant and James Kick. 

*Twaa in Trafalgar’s Bay. By 
W. Bfsant and James I’u h. 

The Seamy Side. By Walter 
Besant .and J amhs Kii.e. 
Antonina. By WilkikCollw^s. 
Basil. By Wilkie Collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
The Head Secret. W. Collins. 
Queen of Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Miscellanies. W, Collins. 
tWie Woman In White. By 
Wilkie Collins. 

The Moonstone. W. Coixins. 
Man and Wife. W. Collins. 
Poor Miss Finch. W. Collins. 
Miss or Mrs. ? By W. Collins. 
The New Magdalen, By Wilkie 
Collins. 

The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 
The Law and the Lady. By 

Wilkie Collins. 

The TWO Destinies. By Wilkis 

Collins. • 

The Haunted Hotel. By Wilkie 

(Sfel-LINS. • 

The Pal^ Leaves. By Wilkie 
Collins. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. W. Collins. 
Deceivers HVer. By Mrs. H, 

Lovktt Camrkon 


tJullet’s Guardian. By Mrs. H. 
Lovett Cameron. 

Felicia. M. Betham -Edwards. 
Olympia. ByR. E. Francillon. 
The Capel Girls. By Edward 
Garrett, 

Robin Gray. Charles Gibbon. 
For Lack of Gold, By CHARLES 

Gibhon. 

In Love and War. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

What will the World Say P By 

Charles Gibbon. 

For the King. Charles Gibbon, 
In Hon ou^ Bound. By Charles 

Gibbon. 

Queen of the Meadow. By 

Charles Gibbon. 

In Pastures Green. By Charles 
Gibbon. • 

Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. 

Garth. By Julian Hawthorne, 
Ellice Quentin. By Julian 

Hawthorne. 

Thornicroft's Model. By Mrs. 
A W. HvNT. 

Fated to bo Free. By Jean 

Ingblow. 

Confidence. Henry James, Jun. 
The Queen of Connaught, By 

Harriett Jav. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 

. Number Seventeen. By Henry 
Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. H. Kingsley, 
Patricia Kembali. By E. Lynn 

Linton. 

The Atonement of Learn Dun-^ 

das. By E. Lynn Linton. 

Tbe World Well Lost By E. 

Lvffi# Linton. 

Under which LordJ> By E, 

Lynn Linton. • 

With a Silken Jhiead. By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Nelghbburg. 
B y J U5T1N M cCarthy. ^ 

« 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


Piccadilly Yioyzis-~-c0ntinu€L 


IFy Enemy’s Daughter. By 
Justin McCarthy. 

Irfinley Rochford. By Justin 
McCarthy. ^ 

A Pair Saxom J. McCarthy. 
Dear Lady Disdain. By Justin 
McCarthy. 

Miss Misanthrope. By J ustin 

McCarthy. 

Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
Quaker Cousins. By Agnes 
Macdonell. 

Lost Hose. By ICatharins S. 
Macquoid, 

The Evil Eya By Katharink 

S. Macquoid. 

Open ! Sesame I By Florence 

Marrvat. g 

Written in Fire. Marryat. 
Touch and Go. By J ean M id* 

plbmass. 

4 Life’s Atonement. By D. 
Christie Murray. 

Whitefadles. Mrs. Oliphant. 
The Beat of Husbands. By 
Jambs Payn, 


Fallen Fortunes. James Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn. 
Walter’s Word. James Payn. 
What He Cost Her. J. Payn. 
Less Blaok than we’re Painted. 
By James Payn. 

By Proxy. By Jam es Payn. 
Under One Roof James Payn. 
High Spirits. By James Payn. 
Her Mother’s Darling. By Mrs. 
J. H. Riddell, 

Bound to the Wheel. By John 
Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J- Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By 

John Saundeks. 

The Way We Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

The American Senator. By 

Anthony Trollope. 

Diamond Out Diamond. By 
T. A. Trollope, 


NEW rOLUMES OF "THE PICCADILLY NOVELS." 


Put Yourself in his Place. ^ By 
Charlpp Rpadk. 

A Confidential Agent. By 
James Payn. With lllustratinns. 
The V iolin-Player 1 »y Ber'i ha 

Thomas, 

Queen Cophetua. By R. E. 
Francillon. 

The Leaden Casket. By Mrs. 

Alfred Hunt. 

Carlyon’s Year. By J. Payn. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant^ and 

other Stories. Hy Walter Uesant 
and James Kicb. 

A Child of Nature. P.y Roisert 
Buchanan. 

Cressida. By Ber pha Thomas. 
From Exile. By James* f avn. 


Sebastian Strome. ByJuijAN 

Hawth >rni!:. 

The Black Robe. By Wjektic 

O 1 LINS. 

Archie Lovell. J'y T\lr=;. Annie 

EoWAfiOKS. 

<‘My Love!” By E. Lynn 
Linton. 

Lost Sir Massingberd By Ja m es 
Pavn. 

The Chaplain of the Flept. By 

Walter Besant ami Jawks Kk. k. 
Proud Maisie. By Bek i ha 
Thomas. 

The Two Dreamers. By John 

Saunders. ^ 

What Sli’e Came Jhrough. By 

Sarah Tytler. 


* ^ Crown 8vo, doth extra, 6 j. ^ 

rianche.-**Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. 

R. Planche. Edited, with an Injroduction, ^ his Daughter, 
Mrs. Mackarnes,s, 


i 
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Post 8v0| illustrated boards, 'sj. each* 

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of. 

[WiLKiB Collins' Nov^kls and Besant and Kick's Novels may also be had ia 
doth limp at as. 6d. Sei^ taa, the PictJkDiLLV Novels, / or Library SdithniJ} 


Confidences. Hamilton Ainfi. 
Carr of Carrlyon. II. Aidij:. 
Maid, Wne, or Widow P By 

Mrs. Alkwnder. 

Keacly-Money Mortiboy, By 

\Vai TER and Jamls Rick. 

With Karp and Crown. By 
Walter Bi^'-ant and James Rice 
Tlv» Sou of Vulcan. By W. 

Bksant ,uv_i James Rice. 

My Little Girl. By the same. 
Tae Gaae of Mr. Luoraft, By 
Walter Brsant and James Rick. 

The Golden Butterlly. By W. 

liE'iANT avid James Rick. 

By Celia’s Arbour. By Walter 

Bbsant and James Rice, 

The Monks of Thelerna. By 

Waltfp B»sant and James Rice. 
'Twas in Tialalgar’s Bay. By 
Walter Besan ” and Jamks Rije. 
Seamy Side. BtSANTandKiCE, 
Grantiey Gk'ango. By Suelsley 

BeAUCIiAM?. 

An Heiress of Bed Dog. By 

Brbt Hartb. 

The Luok of Roaring Camp. 

V»v Bret H artk. 

Gabriel Conroy. IIartk. 
Surly Tim. By F, E. Huknett. 
Deceivers Ever. By Mrs. L. 

Camei.on. 

Juliet a Guardian. By Mrs. 

Lovett (’amkron. 

The Cure of Souls. By Mac- 

lakkn Coeuan. 

The Bar Sinister. By C. 

Allston Collins. 

Antonina. By W Colli ns. 
Basil. B)n*Wilkie collins. 
Hide and Seek. W. Collins. 
TAo Dead Secret W. Gollins. 
Queen if Hearts. W. Collins. 
My Mlsoellaniea, W. Collins. 
Woman In White, W. Collins. 
The Moonstone. W. Collins. 


I Man and Wife* W. Collins. 

I Poor Miss Finch. W. Collins. 

I Miss or Mrs. P W. Collins. 
New Magdalen. W, Collins. 
The Frozen Deep. W. Collins. 
Law and the Lady. W. Collins. 
Two Destinies. W. Collins. 
Haunted Hotel. W, CoixiNS. 
Fallen Leaves. By W. Collins. 
Leo. By D u tton Cook . 

A Point of Honour. By Mre. 
Annie KmvATjni'*;. 

ArGhit;LoveJ.l. MrsA.EowAKDES 
Felicia. M. Betham-Ldwards, 
Ho'-y. By Eoward Kooieston, 
Tolly. By Pekcy Fitzgerald, 
Bella Donna. P. Fitz^ierald. 
Never 'Forgotten. Fitzgerald. 
Tlio Second Mrs. Tillotson. By 

I'ERCV FlTZCTtRALD 

Seven ly Fivt-B/oolieStroet. By 

Percv FiTZCKE.VLI) 

Filthy Lu'^re. liy Alsany t>z 

Konucanvue. 

Olympia. By R. E. FrancillON* . 
The Oapel Girls. By Edward 

GarkE'it. 

Robin Gray. By Chas.Gidbon. 
For Lack of Gold. C. Gibbon, 
What will the World Say P By 

Chari.es Gii.bon. 

In Honour Bound. C. Gibbon. 
The Dead Heart. By C. Gibbon. 
In Love and War. C. Gibbon. 
For the King. By C, Gibbon. 
Queen of the Meadow. By^ 

ClJARI.ES GlBflON. 

Temple* By James 

OvsItNWOOD. ' , 

Every-day Papers. IJy Andrew 

Hallidav. ^ * 

Paul Wynter'^ Sacrifice. By 
Ladj' Duffus Hardy, 

tlndor the Greenwood Tree. 

By Thomas Hardy. ^ 
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Popular NovELs-^w*‘»ii«f. 
Qftrth. By Julian Hawthorne. 
Golden Heart By Tom Hood. 
!rbeHunchbaok of Notre Dame. 

By Victor Hugo. 

VbOTnicroft’B Model. By Mrs. 
Alfred Hunt, 

Fitted to be Free. By Jsan 

Imgblow. 

Oonddenoe. By Henry James^ 
Jun. 

Tbe Queen of Connaught. By 

Harriett Jay. 

The Dark Colleen. By H. Jay. 
Number Seventeen. By Henry 
Kingsley. 

Oakshott Castle. H. Kingsley. 
Patricia Kemball. By E. Lynn 
Linton. ^ 

LeamDundaa. EJsvnnLinton. 
The World Well Lost. By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

Under which Lord P By E. 
Lynn Linton. 

The Waterdale Neighbours. 

By Justin McCarthy. 

Dear LadyDisdain. By the same. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. By 
JUbTiN McCarthy. 

A Fair Saxom J, McCarthy, 
Llnloy Roohford. McCarthy. 
Miss Misanthrope. McCarthy. 
Donna Quixote. J. McCarthy. 
The Evil Eye. By Katharine 
&. Macquoid. 

Lost Eose. K. S. Macquoik. 
epeni Sesame I By Florenck 

|L<I A BTJVAT 

Harvest of WUd Oats. By 

Vl-ORKNCE MaKKVAT. 

A Little Stepson. I'. Marry at. 
Fighting the Air, F. Marryat. 
Touch and Oo. By Jean 

Mjddlema?.s. 

Mr. Dorillion. J. Middlemass. 
Whiteladies. ByMrs.OLiriiANT. 
Held in Bondage. By Ouida. 
Strathmore. By Ouida, 
Ghandos. By^OuiDA. 

Under Two Flags. By Ouida,, 
Idana. By Ouida. 


Ceoll Gastlemalne. By Ouida. 
Triootrin. By Ouida. 

Puck. By Ouida. 

FoUe Farine. By Ouida. 

A Dog of Flanders. By Ouida. 
Pasoarel. By Ouida. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes. By 
Signa. By Ouida. [Ouida. 
In a Winter City. By Ouida, 
Ariadne. By Ouida. 
Friendship. By Ouida, 

Moths, By Ouida. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. J. Pavn. 
A Perfect Treasure. J. Payn. 
Bentinck’s Tutor. By J. Payn. 
Murphy’s Master. ByJ. Payn. 
A County Family. By J. Payn. 
At Her Mercy. Piy J. I^ayn. 
AWoman’sVengeance. J. Payn, 
Cecirs Tryst. PyJame^Pavn, 
The Clyifards of Clyffe. J.) 'ayn. 
Family Scapegrace. J. Payn, 
The Foster Brothers J. Payn. 
Found Dead. By James Payn. 
Gwendoline’sHarvest. J Payn. 
Humorous Stories. J. Payn. 
Like Father, Like Son. J . Payn, 
A Marine Residence. J. Payn. 
Mairied Beneath Him. J . Payn. 
Mirk Abbey. By James Payn. 
Not Wooed, butWon. J.Payn. 
Two Hundred Pound 3 Reward. 

By James Payn. 

Best of Husbands, ByJ, Payn. 
7/ alter's Word. By J. Payn. 
Halves. By James Payn, 
Fallen Fortunes. By J. Payn. 
What He Cost Her. j. Payn. 
Less Black than Wo’re Painted. 

By JamkssPavn. , 

By Proxi^t By Jaimes Payn. 
Under One Roof. By J. Payn. 
High Spirits. By Jas. PAYr-. 
Paul Ferroll. , 

Why P.Ferroll Killed his Wife, 
The Mystery of Marie Roget. 
By Edgar A. 
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Popular Novels— 

Jf at Yourself in his Place. By 

Chakli's Keadk. 

Her Mother's jParllng. By Mrs. 

J. H. Riddell. 

Gaslight and Daylight. By 

George Augustus Sala. 

Bound to the Wheel. By John 

Saunders. 

Guy Waterman. J. Saunders. 
One Against the World. By 

John Saunders. 

The Lion in the Path. By John 

and Katherine Saunders, 

A Match in the Dsurk. By A, 

Skbtchlky. 


Tales for the Marines. B| 

Walter Thornbuky, 

The Way wo Live Now. By 

Anthony Trollope, 

? he American Senator, Ditto. 

lamond Out Diamond. Ditto. 
A Pleasure Trip in Europe. 
By Mark Twain 

Tom Sawyer. ByMARKTwAiN. 
An Idle Excursion. M. Twain. 
Sabina. By Lady Wood. 
Castaway. By Edmum^Yaiks. 
Forlorn Hope. Edmund YATEf>. 
Land at Las t. Edm u n d Yates. 


Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, u. each, 

7eff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret Harts. 

The Twins of Table Mountain. By Bret IIarte. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds, By J ultat> H awthorne, 
Kathleen Mavourneen, By the Author of “ Thar Lass o’ Lowrie^s.*' 
Lindsay's Luck, By the Author of That Lass o’ Lowrie’s.” 
Pretty Polly Pemberton. By Author of “ That Lass o’ Lovme’g," 
Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. Pirkis. 

The ^ofessor’s Wife. By Leonard GrauAxM. * 

CTown^vo, cloth extra, 6 s, 

Payn.— Some Private Views. 

Being Essay.s contiibuted to The Nineieenih Centurjf and to The 
Times, Piy jAMiiiS Payn, Author of “ High Spirits, ’ “ By Proxy,” 

** Lost Sir M .issingberd,” [ Nearly ready, 

I'wo Vols. tfvo, cloih extra, with Portraits, ioj. bi, 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. 

Translated from the Greek, with Notes, Critical and Histoncal, and a 
Life of Plutarch, by John and William Langhor.n/r. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Portrait and liliLStr.'^tions, yj, d#/. 

Poe’s Choice Prose and Poetical Work?. 

With Baudelaire's “ Essay." 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yj, 6i. 

Primitive Manners and Customs. 

ByjAMES A. Farrer^ 

Small 8vo, extra, with 130 Illustralions, 31. 6 d, 

Prince of Argons, The : 

A Story o f the Old Greek Fair y Time. *8 7 J. Movr Smi th. 

, Crown 8r<^ ciotb extra, gilt, it, 6 d, , 

Pursuivant of Arms, The ; * 

or, Hwaldry founded upon Facts, By J. R. Pi-Atw:he, Somerset 
Herald. With Colou^xJ Frootispifce and 200 Illustrations. > ■ 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY I 


Proctor’s (R. A.) Works : 

Xasy Stax Leasona: With Star Maps for Every Niglit in thi' 

Year, Drawinjrs of the Constellations, &c. By Richaud A. Puoltor. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 6s, 

Familiar Science Studies. By Richard A. Pi^octor. Crown 

Bvo, cloth extia, js. 6(i. • j /; f/i,’ />fBis, 

Saturn and its System. By Richard A. Pitocroii.' Now 

Revised Edition, demy 8vo, cloth c\tra, i:>j. fv/. |V« ftrepa^ ation. 

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By Rich. A. Proctor, 

Author of " Other Worlds than Ouis,** &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

Pleasant Ways in Science. ^By R. A. Proctor Cr.8vo,cl.ex.6j. 
Rough Ways made Smooth : A Series of Familiar Essays on 
Scientific Subjects. By R. A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 
Our Place among Infinities : A Series of Essays contrasting 
our Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By 
Richard A. Proctor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 

The Expanse of Heaven ; A Series of Essays on the Wonders 
of'the Firmament. By Richard A, Proctor. Crown 8v.>, doth, 6s. 

Wages and Wants of Science Workers. By Richard A. 

Proctor, Crow/ 8vo, is, 6d. 

Crown P'.o, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6 >d, 

Rabelais’ Works. 

Faithfully Translated from the French, with variorum Notes, and 
numerous characteri«:tic Illustrations by Gustave Doke, 

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Hlustmtionn, and a beautifully 
executed Chart of the various Spectra, yt. 

Rambosson’s Popular Astronomy. 

By J, Rambosson, Laureate ot the Institute ot France. Translated 
by C\ B. PiTMAH, Profusely Illustrated. 

Second Fdition, Revised, Crown 8vo, 1,200 rages, half-roxburgh-:', 12s. 6d, 

fader’s Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re* 

ferences, Plots, and Stori es. By the Rev. Dr, Bn wer. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6r. 

Richardson’s (Dr.) A Ministry of Health, 

and other Papers. By Benjamin Ward Ric hards on, M.IX, .vr 

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by: 

Our Old Country Towns. With over 50 Illustrations, By 

Acfkud PiMMRR. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, ioj. 6d. 

Eambles Round Eton and Harrow, By Alfred Rtmmfk. 

With 50 Illustrations by the Author. Square cloth gilt, 10s. 6d 
About England with Dickens. With <*tIustrations hy Alfh rn 
^ Rimmer and C^A. Vanj^erhoop, Sq. 8vo, cloth gilt, [/« pn’jis. 

Handsomely printed, price 

of Battle Abbey, The*; 

or, A List the Principal Warriors who camt over from Nonnandy 
^th William the Conqueror, a^id Settled in this Country, a.d. 1066-7. 
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Gold and Cdtjurs. 
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Two Vols.i large 4to, profusely Illustrated, haU-moryco, /a ifif. 

Eowlandson, the Caricaturist. 

A Selection from his Works, with Anecdotal Descriptions of his Famous 
Caricatures, and a Sketch of liis Life, Times, and Contemporaries, 
With nearly 400 Illustrations, mostly in Facsimile of the Originals* By 
Joseph Grego, Author of “Jame^jillray, the Caricaturist? his LifCi 
Works, and Times.” 


Crown Bvo, cloth extra, protusely lliu^traicd, 4J. bd, each. 

“ Secret Out” Series, The. 


The Pyrotechnist's Treasuir; 

or, Complete Art of Making Fire- 
works. Ky Thomas Kbntish. With 
numerous lliustratious. 

The Art of Amusing : 

A Collection of Graeeful Arts, Games, 
Tricks, Puzrles, and Charades. By 
Fbank Brllew. 300 Illustrations. 
Hanky-Panky : 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult 
Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand. 
Edited by W.H.Crbmbr. 200 Illuhts. 

The Merry Circle ; 

A Book of New Intellectual Games 
and Amusements. By Clara Bbi-LEW, i 
Many Illustrations, 


Magician's Own Book : 

Perforniauces with Cups and Bails. 
K}Tg 4 », ff and kerchiefs, &c, All 
fnjin Actual Experience, Edited by 
W. H. Ckumbr. 200 lliustratious. 
Magio No Mystery : 

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c.» 
with fully descriptive Directions r the 
Art of Secr« Writing ; Training of 
Petfnrinmg s^maU, &c, Colodicd 
b rontispiece an» many Illustrations. 

The Secret Out : 

()iv*Thoi.s.iivl Tricks with Cards, and 
other Recreations; with Entertaining 
Experiments in Drawing-morr 
** White Magic,” By W. H.PrRMKR, 
300 Engravings. 


Crov/n 8v<f, cloth extra, 6 j. 

Senior's Travel and Trout in the Antipodes. 

An Augler‘s Sketches in Tasniania and New Zealand. By WilmaB 
Senior (“Red Sfiinner”), Author of “ By Stream and Se.i. 


Shakespeare : 

* Shakespeare, The First Folio. Mr. William Shakespeare's 

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies. Published according to the true 
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard and Ed. Blount, 
1623.— A Reproduction of the extremclj^rare original, in reduced facsimile 
by a photographic process — ensuring the strictest accuracy in every detail* 
Small 8 VO, hall-Roxburghe, 71. 6</, 

Shakespeare, The Lansdowne. Beautifully printed in red 

and black, in .imall but very clear type. With engraved facsimile of 
Drohsmout’s Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, yr. bd, 

Shakespeare for Ohlldren: Tales flrom Shakespeare. By 
Charles and MaALamb. With numerous Illustrations, coloured and 
plA, by J, Moyr SliTH. Crown 4^0, cloth gilt, xor. firf, 

Bhakespdhre Music, The Handbook of. Being an Account of 

350 Pieces of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of 
^ Shakespeare, the compi^itionii ranging fr^pi the Elizabethan (AS* *0 ^ 
PreMiitTime, P>yALFRitD Row. 410. halC-Roxburghc, 71. • 

Bhe^espeare, A Study of. By Algernon Csarlss Swik* 

BURNS, town 8x0, cloth extra, ^ 
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Crown 8vo, clotli extra, gilt, with lo full-page Tinted Illustrations, 71. 

Sheridan’s' Complete Works, ^ 

with Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in Prose and Poetry, l‘ransla- 
tions, Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. ; with a Collection of Sheridaniana. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with 100 Illustrations, yr, 

Signboards : 

Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable 
^ Characters. By Jacob Larwood and John Camden Hotten, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6i. 

Slang Dictionary, The : 

Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. An Entirely New 
Edition, revised throughout, and considerably Enlarged. . 

Exquisitely printed rn miniature, cloth extra, gilt edges, ar. 

Smoker’s Text-Book, The. B yj. Hamer, f.r.s.l. 

-Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J, 

Spalding’s Elizabethan Demonology : 

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence of Devils, and 
the Powers possessed by them. By T, Alfred Spalding, LL.P. 


Crcjfyn 4to, uniform with Chaucer for Children," with Coloured 
Illustrations, cloth gilt, xor. 6i. 

Spenser for Children. 

By M . H. Towrt. Illustrations in Colours by Walter J, Morga n. 
A New Edition, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5J. 

Staunton.— Laws and Practice of Chess ; 

Together with an Analysis of the Opvinings, and a Treatise on End 
Games. By How ard Staunton. Edi ted ^ RoiiFirr B. Wukmald. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gj, 

Stedman’s Victorian Poets: j 

Critical Essays. By Edmund Clarence Stedman. * 

Post 8vo, cloth extra, 51. 

Stories about Number Nip, 

The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children, by Walter 
Grahams. With Illustration s by J . Moyr Smith. 

Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth ex)ra, 21J. 

Stories from the State Paper's. . 

By Alex. Charles Ew:.ld, F,S.A., Author of “ The Life of Prince 
C harles Stuart , ’ ' &c. Wi^ an Autotype Facsimile. 

l>Two Vols., crown 8vo, wfflj numerous Portraits and Illustrations, 24J, 

8trahan.-^"Twenty Years of a Publisher’s 

"Life. By Alexander Stkai^n, a. tn { ffHhepms , 
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 71. 

Strutt’s Sports and Pastimes of the People 

of England ; including the Rural and Doihestic Recreations, May 
Games, Mummeries, Shows, Processions, Pageants, and Pompous 
Spectacles, from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. With 140 

Illustrations. Ed ited by William H one. 

Crown 8 VO, with a Map of Suburban London, cloth extra, 71. 6 d, 

Suburban Homes (The) of London : 

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Society, 


Celebrities, and Associations, 
and House Accommodation. 


With Notes on their Rental, Rates. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6 ei» 

Swift’s Choice Works, 

In Prose and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait, and Facsimiles of the 
Maps in th e Origin al E dition of *‘Gulliver*s T ravels. ’* 

Swinburne’s Works ; 

The Queen Mother and Bosa- 

mond. Fcap. 8vo, 51. 

Atalanta in Oalydon. 

A New Edition. Crown 8vo, fil. 

Ohastelard. 

A Tragedy. Crown d”!, 7s. 

Poems and Ballads. 

First Series. Fcap. 8\o, gs. 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Poems and Ballads. 

Second Series. Fcap. 8vo, gs, 
in crown 8vo, at same price. 

Notes on Poems and Bal- 

lad.*’ 8vo, XI. 

William Blake : 

A Critical Essay. With Facsimile 
Paintings. Demy 8vo, i6x. 

Songs before Sunrise. 

Crown 8 VO, los. 6d. 


Also 


Also 


Bothwell : 

George Ohst^an: 

An Essay. Crown 8vo, js. 

Songs of Two Nations. 

Crown 8vo, 6 s. 

Essays and Studies. ^ 

Crown 8vo, 12s, 

Ereohtheus : 

A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6 s, 

Note of an Ei^lish BepubUoan 

on the Muscovite Crusade. 8vo, is* 

A Note on Oharlotte BrontA 

Crown 8vo, 6 s. 

A Study of Shakespeare. 

Crown 8vo, 81. 

Songs of the Springtides* Cr, 

8vo, 6 s. 

Studies In Song. 

Crown 8vo, js. 

MJC. NEW DRAMA -Crown 81^0, cloth ex*r.i, 

Mary Stuart : A Tragedy, in Five Acts. By Algernon Charles 

Swinburne^ [/ « th r press. 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 21J. 

Sword, The Book of the : 

Beiog a History of ihe Sword, and its Use, in all Times and In all 
Counjpes. By Capt!l|n Richard Burton, With numerous Illustra- 


tions. 


{In preparation. 

MedmnTs^, cloth extra, with llRutrations, 7J. 6rf. 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tonr.9, 

in Sea»ih of the Picturesque, In Search of Consolation, and In Searrii 
of a Wife. With the whole of Rowlandson's dsell page IUu8Q»i> 
tions, in Co^urs, and Ljfe of the Author by J. C. Hottrn* . 
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,^Four Vols. small 8vo, cloth boards, 301. 

T^iine’s History of English Literatuite. * 

Translated by Henry Van Laun, 

Als o a P opular Edition , in T wo Vols. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15^, 
Crown 8vo, cloth gill, profusely Illustrated, 6 s , 

Tales of Old Thule. 

Collected and Illustr ated by J. Moyr Smith. 

One Vol crown 8vo, cloth extra, 71, 6a?. 

Taylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas: 

** Clancarty,” *' Jeanne Dare,*’ “ ’Twixf Axe and Ciown/’ "The Fool’s 
Revenge,” " Arkwright’s Wife/* " Anne Roleyn,” *' Plot and Passion/* 
_ \* ^6 Plays may also he bad separately, at Is. each. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured Frontispiece and numerous 
Illustrations, p , 6 d , 

Thackerayana : 

Notes and An<Kdotes. Illustrated by a profusion of Sketches by 
William M^^peace Thackeray, depicting Humorous Incidents 
in his School-fife, and Favourite Characters in th(‘ books his every- 
day reading. With Hundreds of Wood Engravings, facsimiled fronu 
Mr. Thackeray’s Origin al Dra wings. 

/>own8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, with Illur.irations, 7?. 6/. 

Thomson’s Seasons and Castle of Indolence. 

With a Biographical and Critical Intioduction hv Aij-an Cunning- 
ham, and over 50 fine Illustrations on Steel and Wood. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, p . 6 d . 

Thornbury’s (Walter) Haunted London. 

A New Edidon, Edited by Edward Walford, M.A., with numerous 
Illustrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A,^ 

* Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6 d , 

Tlmbs’ Clubs and Club Life in London. 

With Anecdotes of its famous Coffee-houses. Hostelries, and Taverns, 
By JOHN Timks, F.S.A. With numerous Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, p . 6 d , 

Timbs’ English Eccentrics and Eccentrici- 

Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and 
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric 
Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters/ &c. By John Timbs, 
F.S.A. With nearly 50 Illustrations. f * 

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 141. 

7'orrens’ The IMtarqness Wellesley, ' 

^ Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Vol,^^ of Pro- 
Consul aftd Tribune: Wellesley and ’‘O'Connell; Historic 
' Portraits. By W, M. Torrens, M.P. Jp Two VoJ^ 
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Demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 9^. , 

Tunis : the Land and the People,# 

• By ICRigT VON Hesse-Wartegg. With miftiy fine full-page Hlustra- 

[In the press. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Coloured lilus&ations, •/s.td, * 

Turner’s ( J. M. W.) Life and Correspondence; 

Founded upon Lettefs and Papers furnished by his Friends and fellow- 
Academicians. By Walter Thornbury. A New l^ition, con- 
siderably Enlarged. With numerous lUustrationsin Colours, ihcsimiled 

from Turner’s original Drawings. 

Two Vols., crown 8 vo, cloth extra, with Map and Ground Plans, 141, ^ 

Walcott’s Church Work and Life in EngUsh 

Minsters ; and the English Student's Monasticon. By (he Rev. 

Mackenzie E. C. Walcott, B.p^ 

Large Sown Svo, cloth antique, with Illustrations, 71. 6d, 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; 

or, The Contemplative Man's Recreation : being a Discourse of Rivers, 
Fishponds, B'ish and Fishing, written by Izaak WaL’FON ; and In- 
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling ^^a clear Stream, by 
Charles Cotton. With Original Memoirs and Nl^tes by Sir Harris 

Nicolas, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations. __ ^ 

The Twenty-second Annual Edition, for 1881, cloth, full gilt, 50J, 

Walford’s County Families of the United 

Kingdom. By Edward Walford, M. A. Containing Noiices of 
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,000 
distinguished Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, 
the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country Ad- 
dresses, Clubs, kQ. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. per volume. 

Wanderer’s Library, The: 


Merrie England in the Olden 
Time. By (Jkohgk Daniel. With 
llluhtnilioii^ by Robt. Ciuiiksiiank. 

The Old Showmen and the Old 

LondoiiTairi.. By Thomas Frost. 
The Wilds of London. By 
James GkEenwood. 

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings ; 

Including the Origin of Signs, and 
Reminiscences connected with 
Taverns, Coffee Bouses, Clubs, &:c. 
By Chari rsHiNDLBV. Withlllusts. 
Circus Life and CirousKelebrl- 
ties. By Thomas Frost. \ 

The Lives bfathe Conjurers. 

By Thomas Frost. 

Tho liife and Adventures •of a 

Cheap Jaclu By One of the Frater- 
nity. Edited by Charlf^Hindley. 

The Story of the LondonParks. 

By Jacob LARwtibo. With UMsts. 


Low-Life Deeps. An Account 

of the Strange Fish to he found there. 
By James Gref nwood. 

Seven Generations of Execu- 
tioners; Memoirs of the Saiison 
Family (t688 to 1847), Edited by 
Henkv Sanson. 

The World Behind the Scenes. 

By Percy Fjtzgekai.d. 

London Characters. By Henry 

Mayhew. 1 bust ratrd . 

The .Genial Showman : Life 

and Adventures of Ariemus Ward. 
ByE.P. Hincstox, Frontispiece. 
Wandjjrings in Patagonia ; or. 

Life am^lng the Ostrich Hunters. By 
JiJLiu5t,BKERBOiiM. lUust^Ued, 

Summer Oruising in the Southi 

Seas. By Charles Warren StoU- 
dard. Illustrated by Wallis Mac-. 

^AY. 



BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO 6- l^^HNDVS. 


Caiefally printed on paper to imitate the Original, sa in. by 14 in., aj. 

inffurrant t6 Execute Charles 1. ^ 

' exact Facsimile of this important Document, with th^Tifty-nine 
Signatn res of the Regicide s, and corre sponding Seals. 

beautifully printed on paper to imitate the Original MS., f^rice ar. 

. Warrant to Execute* Mary Queen of Scots. 

A& exact Facsimile, including the Signature of Queen Elizabeth, and a 
Facsimile of t he G reat Seal. __ 

Crown 8vo, cloth limp, with numerous Illustrations, 4J. 

wostropp's Handbook of Pottery and Porce- 

lain : or, History of those Arts from the Earliest Period. By Houdek 
M. We stro pp. With numerous Illustrations, and a List i>f Marks. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd, 

What shall my Son be P 

Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Profession or Trade for Ibcir 
Sons. By FuANCib Davenant, M.A. 



_ By J. A. Whistler. 

A VERY HANDSOME Large 410, doth ex^rgi, 3i>' 

Whit^ Mountains (The Heart of the) : 

Their Legend and Scenery. By Samuel Adaats 13 rake. \V (h 
nearly 100 Illustrations by W. Hamilton Gibson, Author of 
** Pastoral D a ys.** ^ ready, 

Crown 8vo, c!oth limp, with Illustrations, 2s. Gd. 

Williams’ A Simple Treatise on Heat. 

B y W. M attieu Williams, F.R.A.S., F.C.S. 

Small 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 6 j. 

Wooing (The) of the Water- Witch: 

A Northern Oddity. By Evan Daldorne. lllust.byj. Moyr Smtih. 
Crown 8vo, half-bound, 125. Gd. 

Words, Facts, and Phrases : 

A Dictionary of Curijus, Quaint, and Ont-of-the-Way Matters. By 
^LiEZER Edwards. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, yj. 6d, 

Wright’s Caricature History of the Georges. 

(The House of Hanover.) With 400 Pietj^fes, Caricature", Squibs, 
Broadsides, Window Pictures, Wrighj, M.A„ F,S,A. 

Large post 8 vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 75. Gd, 

Wright’s Historjrof Caricature and of the 

^ Grotesque In Art, Literature, Sculpture, and Painting. D/ Thomas 
Wright, FtS.A, Profusely Illustrated by F. w. Fairholt,.F,S.A. 

< Jr — 
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